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CHAPTER  I. 

"  Hope  on,  hope  ever  1  though  to-day  be  dark, 

The  sweet  sunburst  may  smile  on  thee  to-morrow : 
Though  thou  art  lonely,  there's  an  eye  will  mark 

Thy  loneliness,  and  guerdon  all  thy  sorrow  ! 
Though  thou  must  toil  'mong  cold  and  sordid  men, 

With  none  to  echo  back  thy  thought,  or  love  thee, 
Cheer  up,  poor  heart !  thou  dost  not  beat  in  vain, 

For  God  is  over  all,  and  Heaven  above  thee 

Hope  on,  hope  ever." 

GERALD  MASSEY. 

It  was  a  bright,  cold,  frosty  day  on  which  Judith 
arrayed  Mabel  to  go  down  stairs  for  the  first  time. 
Though  still  pale  and  fragile,  she  appeared  less  like 
an  invalid  than  she  had  done  lately,  wrapped  in  a 
warm  mantle  to  protect  her  from  the  piercing  cold, 
her  loss  of  hair  partially  concealed  under  a  little 
pink  cap.  She  looked  much  more  like  the  May- 
flower of  old  times,  when  Judith  opened  the  draw- 
ing-room door,  and  ushered  her  in. 

William  and  Dora  were  in  the  room  with  Mr. 
Hesketh,  Frances,  and  Dudley.  They  were  deep 
in  consultation ;  tears  stood  on  Dora's  face,  and 
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Mr.  Hesketh  looked  as  if  his  head  was  aching. 
There  was  a  pause  as  May  entered,  and  a  general 
movement  to  greet  her,  and  place  the  sofa  by  the 
fireside  for  her  to  rest  upon.  All  thought  her  look- 
ing better  ;  there  was  more  life  in  her  eyes,  and 
although  she  cast  a  wistful,  longing  glance  around 
her,  as  though  she  felt  it  was  all  passing  away,  yet 
it  was  not  a  despairing  look. 

Dudley  leant  over  the  back  of  the  sofa,  really 
happy  to  have  her  amongst  them  again,  and  Dora 
sat  down  on  a  low  seat  by  her  side,  commenting  on 
the  faint  pink  colour,  that  was  slowly  returning  to 
her  cheek.  She  entreated  them  not  to  notice  her, 
but  to  continue  their  conversation  as  before. 

'*  We  are  arranging  about  the  future,"  said  "Wil- 
liam. 

"  There  has  been  too  much  time  lost  already," 
remarked  Mr.  Hesketh.  "  Something  must  be  set- 
tled before  you  leave.  Let  me  see — what  were  we 
talking  of?  Oh!  the  Brownlows'  cottage;  what 
was  your  opinion  about  it  ?" 

"  I  can  only  say  '  bad  is  the  best,'  "  replied  Wil- 
liam. "  Of  course  it  would  be  madness  to  rent 
another  house  while  that  is  vacant ;  but  I  fancy  it 
scarcely  habitable.'* 

"  Paint  and  paper  will  do  a  great  deal,"  said  Mr. 
Hesketh  ;  "  and  a  gentleman  is  a  gentleman  any- 
where. Prances  is  anxious  that  we  should  leave 
Peverstone,  but  I  can't  make  up  my  mind  to  that." 

"What  should  we  do  without  you?"  said  Dora, 
to  May.  "  Peverstone  must  be  our  home,  for 
there  is  more  hope  of  a  business  here  than  else- 
where, and  it  is  much  happier  to  live  all  together  in 
the  same  place.     Don't  you  think  so  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  am  for  Peverstone,"  replied  May,  listen- 
ing to  what  her  father  and  brother  were  saying. 

"  Is  it  possible  that  your  practice  is  worth  no- 
thing to  you  ?"  asked  Mr.  Hesketh. 
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"Hardly  anything,"  replied  William.  "I  am 
inclined  to  despair  when  I  think  of  it.  How  am 
I  ever  to  get  a  business  again  ?  I  regret  bitterly 
now  that  I  should  have  so  neglected  it,  but  how 
could  I  have  anticipated  this  ?" 

"  Tou  must  give  up  your  office,  and  tell  your 
clients  to  come  to  you  at  Woodbank,"  continued 
Mr.  Hesketh.  "After  a  time,  if  they  see  you 
energetic  and  trustworthy,  you  may  get  others." 

William  shook  his  head.  "  They  have  lost  con- 
fidence in  me,  I  am  afraid,  and  when  I  think  of 
those  poor  children  at  home,  I  don't  know  what  the 
end  will  be." 

May  felt  Dora's  tears  fall  on  her  hand,  and  she 
suddenly  resolved  to  mention  a  plan  which  had 
been  in  her  mind  for  some  days,  waiting  for  an  op- 
portunity of  making  itself  known. 

"  Papa !  I  have  a  secret — will  you  come  and  let 
me  tell  it  you  ?" 

Mr.  Hesketh  smiled,  and  knelt  by  her  side. 
Every  one  was  sent  out  of  hearing,  and  May  whis- 
pered her  secret  in  his  ear. 

"  We  will  see  what  William  says,"  was  the  re- 

piy- 

"  Only  think  first,  papa,  whether  you  would 
like  it." 

The  answer  was  given  in  so  low  a  voice,  that 
only  May  could  hear  it.  "  I  should  like  anything 
that  would  in  any  degree  make  up  for  the  trouble 
I  have  brought  upon  my  poor  children." 

He  walked  to  the  window,  and  considered  for 
some  time,  and  at  last,  turning  quickly  round,  said, 
"  What  do  you  say,  AVilliam  ?  Shall  we  begin 
business  together  in  Peverstone,  and  see  whether 
two  heads  are  not  better  than  one  ?" 

"  Eeally  ?  was  that  what  May  proposed  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  and  I  think  I  have  sufficient  law  left  in 
me  to  undertake  it.     We  should,  together,  carry 
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more  weight  in  Peverstone  than  you  would  be 
likely  to  do  by  yourself." 

'*  It  is  the  very  thing  !"  exclaimed  "William.  "  I 
should  never  get  on  by  myself  now,  I  feel,  but  with 
your  experience  and  ..." 

"And  age,"  added  Mr.  Hesketh,  "  we  might  get 
people  to  try  us," 

"But  how  should  you  like  it  ?" 

"  I  should  be  thankful  for  it.  I  have  been  turn- 
ing in  my  mind  how  I  could  find  work,  that  I 
might  be  doing  something,  and  not  wholly  de- 
pendent on  my  children,  and  this  seems  in  every 
respect  the  very  thing." 

"  Even  if  all  should  flourish  with  us,  we  must  not 
expect  to  make  a  large  income,"  said  William. 
*'Mr.  Lushington  is  too  highly  esteemed  for 
that." 

"  A  sufficiency  is  all  I  aspire  to,  at  present,"  said 
his  father. 

"  Then,  is  it  really  to  be  ?"  asked  Frances  and 
Dudley,  who  could  scarcely  realise  the  possibility 
of  their  father  turning  lawyer  again. 

"  It  remains  with  William,"  said  Mr.  Hes- 
keth. 

"And  William  catches  at  the  proposal  most 
gratefully,"  said  his  son.  "How  was  it  we  never 
thought  of  it  before  ?  But  if  I  had  contemplated 
it  I  should  not  have  expected  you  to  enter  into  the 
plan  so  heartily." 

'*  Six  months  ago  I  might  not  have  done  so,"  re- 
plied his  father,  with  a  sigh.  "  Now  it  looks  like  a 
providential  suggestion,  that  one  ought  not  to  re- 
fuse." 

"  And  it  is  May  that  we  have  to  thank  for  it," 
said  William,  and  then,  affectionately  kissing  her 
thin,  white  cheek,  he  added,  "What  put  it  into 
your  head  ?" 

"  I  have  had  more  time  for  thinking  than  any  of 
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you,"  said  Mabel,  "and  it  was  an  amusement  to 
make  schemes  while  I  was  obliged  to  keep  quiet." 

"  I  fancy  now  that  I  can  see  a  way  out  of  our 
troubles,"  whispered  Dora,  in  a  very  low  voice. 

"  Out  of  some  of  them  perhaps,"  replied  Mabel, 
with  a  sigh,  for  she  was  thinking  of  the  Priory,  and 
that  was  Mr.  Collier's. 

"  There  are  many  things  to  be  thought  of,"  said 
"William.  "  When  do  you  propose  leaving  the 
Priory?" 

"  I  have  sent  to  Mr.  Collier  to  say  he  can  take 
possession  next  week.  Now  that  May  is  better,  it 
doesn't  seem  honourable  to  postpone  our  departure 
any  longer." 

There  was  a  stern  expression  on  Frances'  face ; 
it  was  assumed  to  conceal  the  tear  that  she  could 
not  control,  on  hearing  that  the  time  for  leaving 
their  home  was  really  fixed.  May's  face  was  turned 
from  every  one,  almost  buried  in  the  cushions,  but 
there  were  no  tears  ;  she  felt  as  if  the  last  fortnight 
bad  exhausted  them. 

"  Then  you  will  let  May  come  to  us  until  you 
are  settled  in,"  said  William.  "  We  cannot  give  up 
the  house  under  three  months'  notice,  and  she  is 
not  strong  enough  yet  to  bear  any  fatigue." 

"  It  will  be  much  the  best  thing  for  her,"  said 
Mr.  Hesketh,  and  Mabel  was  passively  acquiescent. 

"About  Dudley,"  continued  Mr.  Hesketh, 
"  something  should  be  arranged  for  him,  but  it  is 
hard  to  say  what." 

"  Oxford  is  out  of  the  question,  I  suppose,"  said 
William. 

'*  No,  no,  not  out  of  the  question,  at  all,"  ex- 
claimed Prances.  "  May,  don't  you  think  our 
money  will  be  sufficient  for  Dudley's  expenses  as 
well  as  our  own  ?" 

Mabel  smiled,  a  sad  smile,  and  not  a  hopeful  one. 
**  If  it  can  be  managed,  dear  Prances,  it  would  be 
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a  good  thing.  Don't  think  of  me  with  reference 
to  the  money,  for  I  wish  it  to  be  looked  upon  as 
public  property.  Where  it  can  be  most  useful  let 
it  be  applied." 

"  I  know  there  will  be  enough !"  exclaimed 
Frances;  "and  nothing  will  atone  for  the  want 
of  a  University  education." 

"I  am  afraid,  my  dear,"  said  her  father,  "that 
Oxford  is  a  refinement  we  have  no  right  to  indulge 
in  now.  I  can't  see  in  what  way  Dudley  is  to 
earn  a  livelihood,  or,  at  all  events,  more  than  a 
mere  livelihood,  after  his  education  is  finished. 
Bemember,  he  has  no  father  to  fall  back  upon, 
now,  for  assistance." 

"  He  might  be  a  Clergyman,"  suggested  Frances. 
**  Uncle  Henry  has  some  interest  .  .  ." 

"JSTo,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh,  decidedly.  "I  con- 
sider that  Holy  Orders  are  for  those  only,  who 
have  a  strong  desire  to  work  for  God  ;  and  with 
my  consent  they  shall  never  be  taken  as  a  matter 
of  expediency,  when  necessity  requires.  In  ad- 
dition to  this,  I  don't  consider  Dudley  fitted  for 
a  Clergyman."  ^, 

" No,  dear  Dudley,"  whispered  May,  "it  isn't 
your  vocation.     Don't  ever  think  of  it." 

"  It  would  very  likely  be  some  years,  in  most 
professions,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh,  "  before  he  would 
be  able  to  support  himself.  For  my  own  part  I 
am  inclined  to  think  a  merchant's  office  would  be 
the  best  thing." 

"  Papa!"  exclaimed  Frances,  in  a  tone  of  horror. 
"  A  Hesketh  in  a  merchant's  office !  Starvation 
would  be  preferable !" 

''  Of  that  I  am  doubtful,"  replied  Mr.  Hesketh, 
quietly ;  but  seeing  the  dismay  written  on  Dud- 
ley's face,  he  added,  "  It  shall  be  as  Dudley  likes, 
only  I  think  family  pride  should  be  laid  aside  now 
that  our  very  home  is  gone  from  us." 
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"I  am  ready  to  do  anything  that  is  thought 
best,"  said  Dudley,  in  a  desponding  tone.  "  I 
don't  much  care  what  I  am." 

"  But  I  do,"  said  Mabel,  looking  up  in  his  face 
with  a  smile.  "  I  don't  think  I  should  dislike  to 
see  you  in  a  merchant's  office." 

"  Mabel !  well  I  am  surprised  to  hear  you  say 
so  !"  said  Frances,  with  an  indignant  look. 

'^  Oxford  is  quite  beyond  our  means,"  said  May, 
"  and  Dudley  would  feel  happier,  if  he  could  be 
doing  something  for  himself  at  once." 

"  I  can't  see  why  Dudley  need  be  above  follow- 
ing in  the  steps  of  his  ancestors,"  remarked  his 
father.  '*  His  namesake,  Dudley  Hesketh,  from 
whom  we  derive  our  property,  was  a  merchant. 
Besides,  in  spite  of  Frances'  family  pride,  we  have 
nothing  particular  to  be  proud  of.  The  Heskeths 
have  always  stood  high  in  honour  and  respecta- 
bility, and  this  they  may  do  still,  but  we  could 
never  boast  of  aristocratic  ancestry." 

"You  forget  Sir  Ealph  Hesketh,  your  great 
grandfather,  papa,"  observed  Frances. 

'*  I  don't  forget  him,  my  love ;  he  was  a  very 
worthy  man,  and  was  knighted  because  he  was  high 
sheriff  for  the  county,  the  year  Queen  Anne  visited 
Kilminster.     Tou  can't  call  this  aristocracy." 

"  We  have  more  reason  to  be  proud  of  him,  be- 
cause he  built  S.  Philip's  Church  and  schools,  in 
Kilminster,"  remarked  Mabel. 

"  "What  shall  you  say,  Frances,  when  I  tell  you 
that  in  early  life  he  was  a  merchant  ?"  asked  Mr. 
Hesketh. 

Frances  looked  surprised,  and  Mabel  said  with 
a  smile, 

"  Then  Dudley  is  going  to  follow  the  example  of 
his  namesake,  and  Sir  Ealph,  and  be  a  merchant." 

"  With  our  present  circumstances  even  this  is 
more  easily  talked  of  than  done,"  said  Mr.  Hes- 
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keth.  "  We  will  see  what  your  uncle  can  do,  and 
I  will  write  to  some  old  friends,  who  may  have 
interest." 

"  Colonel  Egerton  might  be  able  to  do  some- 
thing through  ..."  began  William. 

"  I  wouldn't  take  it  from  him  !"  exclaimed  Dud- 
ley, vehemently. 

"  'Nov  I,"  said  May,  in  an  under  tone. 

"  Then  it  is  decided  that  the  Brownlows'  cottage 
shall  be  our  future  home,"  observed  Mr.  Hesketh, 
with  a  half-sigh,  as  he  turned  towards  Frances  and 
May. 

Mabel  made  a  motion  of  assent,  and  Prances 
turned  hastily  towards  the  fire-place,  that  no  one 
might  see  the  dissatisfaction  written  on  her  face. 

"  They  are  the  only  ones  to  be  consulted,"  said 
Dudley  ;  "  and  really  as  they  dislike  it  so  much,  I 
don't  see  why  it  is  necessary,  for  you  will  have 
enough  to  live  upon  in  comfort  anywhere  else." 

"Oh!  no,"  said  Mabel,  earnestly,  half  raising 
herself  on  her  couch.  "  Pray  don't  talk  so,  there 
will  be  no  superfluous  money;  and  while  others 
are  in  anxiety,  we  could  never  be  happy  if  we  were 
spending  more  than  was  absolutely  necessary. 
Frances,  dear,  you  say  so  too,  don't  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  so,"  was  the  reply  ;  "  but  don't 
consult  me  ;  I  feel  as  if  I  hated  everything." 

"  Then,  please  let  it  be  the  cottage,  papa,"  con- 
tinued Mabel,  "we  shall  be  very  happy  there  by 
and  by,  I  feel  sure :  and  if  not,  at  least  our  minds 
will  be  easy." 

"  What  rooms  are  there  ?"  asked  Dora. 

"  Two  small  sitting-rooms,  and  several  bed-rooms; 
quite  enough  for  us." 

"  We  must  consider  May's  scheme  for  the  busi- 
ness," said  William.  "  In  case  it  comes  to  pass, 
will  not  the  cottage  be  too  much  out  of  the  way  ?" 

"  I  think  not,  for  you  must  stay  in  the  town, 
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William,  and  we  should  have  offices  there.  In- 
deed, I  think,  perhaps  it  would  be  as  well  not  to 
give  up  your  present  offices,  as  they  are  well 
situated,  and  the  rent  not  high.  You  would  always 
be  at  hand,  and  even  the  cottage  is  not  ten  minutes' 
walk  from  the  town." 

'*  True  ;  I  hope  a  house  may  turn  up  for  us.  I 
have  given  notice  to  quit  Woodbank,  and  we  shall 
leave  at  Lady-day.  At  present  there  is  no  house 
vacant  but  the  Aliens',  and  the  rent  of  that  is  too 
high." 

"  I  will  see  at  once  about  having  the  cottage  re- 
paired, and  made  habitable,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh. 
"  We  must  do  as  little  as  possible  to  it,  however,  as 
we  shall  not  have  the  means  to  meet  any  heavy 
bills." 

"  About  my  aunt  ?"  asked  William. 

"  She  goes  to  your  Uncle  Henry  when  we  leave 
the  Priory.  He  is  very  kind  in  his  offers  of  a  home 
to  her  for  life,  and  she  has  consented  at  last  to  go, 
for  she  sees  it  will  be  the  best  arrangement  for  all 
parties." 

"  You  have  heard  from  him,  then." 

"  Yes,  and  he  sympathises  very  much  with  us  in 
our  troubles,  and  says  if  his  own  means  had  been 
larger,  and  his  family  smaller,  he  would  have  re- 
joiced in  helping  us." 

William  smiled  ;  "  Soft  words  cost  very  little." 

'*  Yes,"  said  Dudley.  "  If  he  wasn't  proverbially 
close-fisted,  it  might  go  down  pretty  well.  I  am 
thankful  we  are  none  of  us  obliged  to  come  upon 
him  for  help." 

*'  He  has  eight  children,"  observed  May,  a  little 
reproachfully. 

"And  how  much  a-year  ?"  asked  William. 
"Enough  to  spare  a  little  to  his  relations,  when 
they  are  in  want." 

*'  Weil,  it  is  a  great  relief  to  have  found  a  coin- 
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fortable  borne  for  your  aunt,"  observed  Mr.  Hes- 
keth. 

"  Very  true ;  and  now,  Dora,  we  had  better  go 
home,  as  everything  is  settled  as  far  as  it  can  be. 
Good-bye,  dear  May ;  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you 
downstairs  again." 

"I  shall  have  you  for  a  few  days  next  week," 
said  Dora,  as  she  brushed  away  her  tears,  and  gave 
Mabel  a  farewell  kiss.  "  It  will  be  such  a  pleasure 
to  nurse  you,  and  remember,  Judith  must  come 
too.^' 

"Judith  will  be  wanted  elsewhere,"  replied  Ma- 
bel, "  but  I  am  getting  so  strong,  that  I  shall  re- 
quire very  little  nursing." 

When  they  were  gone,  Mr.  Hesketh  forbade 
May's  talking,  and  Dudley  fetched  "  "Woodstock," 
and  read  aloud.  He  had  promised  to  spend  the 
evening  at  Woodbank,  and  as  soon  as  it  grew  too 
dark  to  read,  Mabel  entreated  him  not  to  remain 
with  her,  as  she  knew  it  was  a  great  relief  to  him 
to  talk  to  Dora  about  his  late  engagement,  and  the 
dreary  future  that  was  spread  before  him,  which 
Mr.  Hesketh  had  rendered  a  forbidden  subject  with 
herself.  He  was  reluctant  to  leave  her  alone,  as 
Frances  and  Miss  Hesketh  were  in  their  own 
rooms,  but  her  entreaties  prevailed,  and  she  was 
left  to  her  thoughts  in  the  quiet  twilight. 

This  was  just  what  she  desired,  for  she  had  not 
strength  yet  to  bear  much  conversation,  and  Dud- 
ley's good-humoured  nonsense  was  rather  fatigu- 
ing. She  lay  quite  still,  looking  sometimes  on  the 
shadowy  walls,  just  visible  in  the  uncertain  fire- 
light, sometimes  at  the  dim  twilight  outside, 
through  which  she  could  just  discern  the  trees 
and  shrubs  on  the  lawn.  It  was  not  her  home  that 
she  was  looking  at  now  ;  it  was  Mr.  Collier's  pro- 
perty ;  and  as  she  recollected  many  a  happy  day, 
many  a  treasured   association,  which  the   Priory 


NOETHWODE   PEIOET.  11 

brought  to  her  mind,  now  past  and  gone  for  ever, 
she  covered  her  face,  and  cried  long  and  silently. 
The  solemn,  full-toned  Church  bell,  tolling  for  even- 
ing service,  broke  upon  the  stillness,  and  she  said 
to  herself  that  this  comfort  was  left  her  still.  Even 
at  the  cottage  she  would  be  able  to  join  in  the 
Daily  Service,  and  pay  her  visit  to  her  mother's 
grave.  It  might  have  been  far  worse  ;  she  might 
have  been  removed  from  Peverstone,  and  taken  to 
a  place,  where  there  were  no  daily  services,  no 
Church  privileges.  How  could  she  have  borne 
this  ?  The  hills,  the  valleys,  the  familiar  views 
and  even  faces,  which  had  surrounded  her  from  her 
childhood,  and  become  a  part  of  her  very  self — 
would  not  her  trials  have  been  infinitely  increased, 
had  these  been  torn  from  her  ? 

The  bell  ceased — and  she  knew  that  the  service 
was  commencing,  and,  folding  her  hands,  repeated 
some  of  the  prayers,  in  which  those  Mdthin  the 
Church's  walls  were  then  joining ;  and  when  she 
had  finished,  she  thanked  Gron,  that  her  highest 
privileges  were  still  left  her,  and  that  she  was  not 
forced  to  live  in  a  place,  where  she  might  have 
grown  cold  and  worldly-minded,  and  have  learnt 
to  think  less  of  her  mother,  and  the  home  where 
she  hoped  hereafter  to  meet  her. 

After  service,  Mr.  Chase  came  to  see  her,  and 
sat  talking  with  her  for  some  time.  "  When  do 
you  think  I  shall  be  allowed  to  come,  and  re- 
tarn  thanks  for  my  recovery  ?"  she  asked.  "  Papa 
told  me  that  I  had  been  prayed  for,  and  I  should 
like  to  return  thanks  before  leaving  the  Priory,  if 
possible." 

"  When  do  you  leave  ?'* 

"  Next  week,"  and  a  tear  stole  down  her  cheek, 
for  every  time  the  words  were  spoken,  the  whole 
wretchedness  of  the  thought  came  more  vividly  be- 
fore her. 
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He  watched  her  with  a  look  of  great  feeling, 
though  he  offered  no  word  of  sympathy.  Acts, 
and  not  words,  were  the  evidences  of  the  kindness 
of  his  heart.  "  I  will  speak  to  Mr.  Hesketh,  and 
we  will  try  to  arrange  it.    You  look  better  to-day." 

"  Yes,  I  am  better,  thank  you.  I  shall  get  well 
quickly,  when  the  next  three  weeks  are  over.  Have 
you  heard  where  we  are  going  to  live  ?" 

The  answer  was  in  the  negative,  and  Mabel  told 
him  in  few  words.  He  seemed  to  enter  into  the 
great  change  of  home  it  would  be  to  them  all,  and 
when  she  had  finished  speaking,  he  said, 

"There  is  very  little  really  in  a  house.  You, 
who  have  been  accustomed  to  a  home  like  the 
Priory,  with  the  lawn  and  greenhouses,  and  so 
many  comforts  and  refinements,  can  scarcely  be- 
lieve in  the  possibility  of  contentment,  and  even 
enjoyment,  in  an  unprepossessing  place  like  Mr. 
Brownlow's  cottage.  But  I  can  tell  you  a  different 
tale,  aud  I  speak  from  the  experience  of  many 
years.  Your  affection  for  a  place  depends  in  a  great 
measure  upon  yourself,  and  believe  me  when  I  say, 
that  if  you  begin  by  conscientiously  fulfilling  every 
duty  that  presents  itself,  and  encourage  a  habit  of 
constant  cheerfulness,  trying  to  find  out  the  bright 
side  of  everything,  instead  of  dwelling  on  the  dark, 
you  will  yet  spend  as  happy  days  in  your  new 
home,  as  you  have  done  in  the  Priory." 

"  I  can't  fancy  it  otherwise  than  impossible 
now,"  sighed  May ;  "  but  I  will  try  to  do  as  you 
tell  me,  and  I  may  find  contentment,  if  not  happi- 
ness, in  doing  my  duty." 

'*  You  will  find  happiness,"  he  said,  earnestly. 
"  It  is  not  God's  will  that  our  affections  should  be 
so  entirely  rooted  in,  and  wound  round,  one  place, 
that  we  are  incapable  of  finding  happiness  else- 
where. Consider  what  a  miserable  existence  this 
would  be,  if  such  were  the  case,  when  every  day 
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must  see  people  turned  out  of  their  homes,  and 
cast  on  the  wide  world  to  form  new  ties,  new  asso- 
ciations. God  wills  that  our  happiness  should  be 
in  a  measure  in  our  own  hands,  and,  in  the  per- 
formance of  His  will,  all  may  obtain  a  degree  of 
happiness.  If  this  world  were  all,  it  would  be 
different,  but  we  live  for  another,  and  in  striving 
to  earn  that,  we  cannot  fail  to  gain  peace  and  con- 
tentment." 

"  Peace  and  contentment,"  repeated  May,  "  yes 
— but  not  happiness." 

"Then  how  would  you  define  happiness?"  he 
inquired.  "  Peace  and  contentment  are  happiness, 
or  at  all  events  the  most  important  ingredients.  I 
think  if  we  have  these,  we  may  be  satisfied." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mabel,  "  if  I  were  better,  I  should 
feel  so  too — 

**  *  Seek  we  no  more;  content  with  these, 
Let  present  rapture,  comfort,  ease, 
As  Heaven  shall  bid  them,  come  and  go  :— 
The  secret  this  of  Rest  below.' 

"  But  it  is  hard  to  look  forward  to  a  life  without 
happiness,  and  it  is  a  terrible  thought  that  the  past 
is  gone  for  ever." 

"  What  is  the  past  to  those  who  are  seeking  an 
eternal  home  ?  Work,  and  not  thought,  is  the 
business  of  our  lives,  and  if  we  recollect  the  past 
at  all,  let  it  be  in  order  to  urge  us  on  to  fresh 
exertions  for  the  future.  Let  the  future  be  built 
up  upon  the  experience  of  the  past,  but  let  us 
never  sigh  over  happiness  that  is  gone,  when  we 
have  it  in  our  power  to  earn  a  home  infinitely  more 
transcendently  bright,  than  anything  our  most 
vivid  imaginations  can  conceive." 

"  O,  Mr.  Chase  !"  said  May  ;  "when  I  hear  you 
talk  of  it,  I  fancy  I  could  go  through  anything  here 
to  earn  that  'home,  but  after  a  time  the  feeling 
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passes  away,  and  I  get  weak  and  desponding 
again." 

"  It  will  not  be  so  when  you  are  stronger,"  said 
Mr.  Chase.  "  For  the  present  you  should  read  as 
much  as  you  can,  and  occupy  your  mind,  and  when 
once  you  have  left  the  Priory,  your  worst  trial  will 
be  over." 

May  looked  sad  and  thoughtful,  and  presently 
he  said, 

"  Will  you  let  me  read  to  you  a  passage  I  marked 
in  the  '  Sacra  Privata,'  a  few  days  ago  ?  It  struck 
me  as  suited  to  your  feelings,  and  I  brought  it  to 
show  to  you." 

"If  you  will  be  so  kind,"  said  May;  and  he 
read — 

"  '  Man  cannot  comprehend  that  God  loves  those 
whom  He  permits  to  suffer ;  but  faith  teaches  us, 
that  the  Cross  is  the  gift  of  His  love,  the  founda- 
tion of  our  hope,  the  mark  of  His  children,  and  the 
title  of  an  inheritance  in  Heaven. 

" '  God  does  not  require  of  us  that  we  should 
not  feel  any  uneasiness  under  the  Cross,  but  that 
we  should  strive  to  overcome  it  by  His  grace.'  " 

*'  This  is  one  passage  only,  out  of  many,"  he 
continued ;  "  but  if  you  can  fully  realise  this,  it 
will,  I  think,  make  your  present  trials  easier  to 
bear.  If,  when  you  feel  inclined  to  be  sad  and 
desponding,  you  recollect  that  '  the  Cross  is  the 
gift  of  His  love,'  you  will  no  longer  feel  disposed 
to  fret  beneath  the  burden — the  burden  of  His 
love — how  could  it  be  a  burden  at  all  ?  Ought  we 
not  to  welcome  the  trial  as  a  proof  that  he  is  caring 
for  us  ?  Ought  we  not  to  rejoice  at  having  *  the 
mark  of  His  children  '  put  upon  us  ?" 

"  If  we  only  could  see  it  always  in  a  right  light," 
said  May. 

"  You  will  learn  to  do  so  in  time ;  it  is  the  first 
effort  that  is  the  hardest.     Only  think  of  it  as  '  the 
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gift  of  His  love,'  and  you  will  see  it  at  once  in 
a  different  light.  It  is  because  we  do  not  live  with, 
the  one  great  object  of  life  constantly  in  view,  that 
w^e  find  it  hard  to  bear  the  chastisements  with 
which  God  sees  fit  to  visit  us.  Think  what  life 
should  be — a  state  of  constant  submission  to  God's 
will ;  and  if  this  were  really  the  case,  all  things 
would  be  endurable,  for  every  trial  would  be 
looked  upon  as  a  means  of  earning  a  higher  crown 
in  Heaven ;  and  earth,  after  all,  is  but  a  place 
of  probation — of  disappointment  and  sorrow,  how 
then  can  we  look  for  ease  and  comfort  ?  It  is  well 
for  us  that  such  is  not  our  portion,  for  we  might 
reasonably  fear  that  the  balance  would  be  made 
right  in  another  world,  and  that  after  receiving 
our  good  things  in  this  life,  we  could  not  look  for 
them  in  the  next.  Bishop  Wilson  says  again — 
'It  is  a  most  miserable  state,  for  a  man  to  have 
everything  according  to  his  desire,  and  quietly  to 
enjoy  the  pleasures  of  life.  There  needs  no  more 
to  expose  him  to  eternal  misery.'  Think  of  this, 
then,  and  comfort  yourself  with  the  reflection,  that 
for  every  hour  of  trial  borne  in  a  right  spirit  in  this 
world,  there  will  be  a  corresponding  degree  of  rest 
and  happiness  in  the  next." 

He  remained  talking  to  her  until  Frances  and 
Miss  Hesketh  came  into  the  room,  when  he  took 
his  leave,  laying  the  book,  from  which  he  had  been 
quoting,  on  the  table  by  her  side,  and  saying,  "  I 
will  leave  it  for  you  to  read  ;  you  will  find  a  great 
deal  to  suit  you  ;  and  I  will  settle  with  Mr.  Hes- 
keth about  your  going  to  Church." 

He  seemed  now,  to  Mabel,  a  very  different 
person  from  the  being  whom  Dudley  and  Hugh 
had  ridiculed,  on  account  of  his  worn  coat  and  hat. 
Her  kindness  to  Mina  had  overcome  his  dread  of 
ladies,  and  he  was  really  interested  in  her,  and  very 
much  touched  by  her  distress.     When  his  reserve 
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had  a  little  worn  off,  he  talked  earnestly  and  even 
fluently,  and  she  forgot  his  bluntness,  and  want  of 
polish,  in  his  kind  heart  and  warm  sympathy. 

When  she  had  returned  to  her  room  and  to  her 
sofa,  she  called  Judith,  and  began  talking  of  the 
future. 

"  You  have  heard  all  about  the  change  in  our 
circumstances,  Judith,"  she  said,  "  and  I  want  to 
speak  to  you,  and  make  you  understand  what  a 
different  home  we  shall  have  for  the  future,  and 
ask  whether  you  will  never  regret  remaining  with 
us?" 

"  It  was  you  that  I  promised  your  mamma  I 
would  never  leave,  and  not  the  Priory,  Miss  Mabel. 
Before  I  came  to  live  at  the  Priory,  my  home  used 
to  be  a  little  cottage  with  two  rooms,  and  one 
of  them  a  kitchen  with  a  stone  floor.  I  have  often 
dined  on  a  bit  of  bread  and  turnips.  Miss  May,  and 
not  tasted  meat  for  three  weeks  together.  So  you 
needn't  trouble  about  me  ;  a  nice  sort  of  servant  I 
should  be,  if  I  wasn't  satisfied  with  what  is  good 
enough  for  you.  As  long  as  you  care  to  have  rae, 
I  don't  wish  to  leave  you,  so  please  say  no  more 
about  it." 

"  Well,  Judith,  no  one  knows  how  very,  very  un- 
happy I  should  be  to  lose  you.  But  the  change 
will  be  greater  than  you  think ;  we  are  going  to  live 
in  the  cottage  that  Mr.  Brownlow  used  to  have, 
and  our  income  will  be  so  small,  that  we  shall  be 
obliged  to  think  before  we  spend  even  a  sixpence. 
It  will  be  very  different  from  what  it  is  now." 

"  I'm  very  sorry  for  you,  Miss  May.  I  wish 
I  could  tell  a  bit  of  my  mind  to  that  bad-hearted 
man  in  his  great  house.  We  shall  see  his  sins 
visited  upon  himself  some  day." 

"  We  mustn't  wish  that.  I  hope  he  will  see  how 
cruelly  he  has  treated  us,  before  that  time  comes. 
Oh  !     Judith,  I  feel  very  weary  of  so  much  cruelty 
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and  misery.  I  shall  be  glad  when  the  next  week 
is  over,  and  we  are  settled  down  quietly  in  the 
cottage." 

"  And  now  you  had  better  go  to  bed,  for  you  look 
tired  enough  with  your  first  day  downstairs.  I 
think  you  must  not  go  down  to-morrow." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  I  must ;  I  shall  feel  an  invalid  as 
long  as  I  am  kept  in  this  room.  The  change  has 
done  me  good,  although  I  am  a  little  tired  now.  I 
shall  not  long  have  our  pleasant  drawing-room  to 
sit  in.  Every  hour* at  the  Priory  seems  so  inde- 
scribably precious,  now  that  they  are  numbered  !" 


IT. 


CHAPTEE   II. 

**  God  doth  not  need 
Either  man's  work,  or  His  own  gifts  ;  who  best 
Bear  His  mild  yoke,  they  serve  Him  best ;  His  state 
Is  kingly  ;  thousands  at  His  bidding  speed, 
And  post  o'er  land  and  ocean  without  rest ; 
They  also  serve  who  only  stand  and  wait." 

MILTON. 

"  It  is  quite  impossible  to  go  this  morning,  papa," 
observed  Frances,  the  next  day,  as  she  stood  at  the 
Priory  window,  and  looked  out  upon  the  mingled 
rain  and  hail,  that  the  wind  was  driving  in  every 
direction.  "  The  sky  is  almost  black,  and  one  day 
can't  make  much  difference." 

"  It  will  make  every  difference  to  us,"  replied 
her  father  ;  "  we  have  only  a  few  days  for  prepara- 
tion, and- every  hour  is  of  consequence.  I  can  go 
by  myself,  however,  for  weather  is  nothing  to  me." 

"  Well,  if  you  really  must  go,  I  will  go  too.  I 
will  borrow  May's  water-proof  cloak,  for  I  want  to 
see  what  the  place  is  like,  and  whether  it  can  ever 
be  made  endurable." 

It  was  a  trial  to  Mabel  to  see  her  sister  setting 
off  to  make  arrangements  for  their  new  home,  while 
she  was  prostrated,  unable  to  leave  her  sofa,  scarcely 
strong  enough  to  take  a  part  in  the  consultations. 
She  felt  as  if  she  could  arrange  things  so  much 
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better  than  any  one  else,  and  her  head  ^as  full  of 
plans  for  making  the  cottage  more  home-like  and 
habitable — plans  she  could  entrust  to  no  one  else, 
with  which  she  could  not  even  proceed,  while  a 
prisoner  on  her  couch.  It  seemed  so  very  hard 
that  the  one  most  willing,  most  full  of  energy, 
should  be  the  only  one  unable  to  take  a  part  in  the 
work  aDd  arrangements  that  were  going  on — that 
she,  who  had  always  sought  to  share  the  burdens 
of  others,  and  make  contrivances  for  their  ease  and 
comfort,  should  now,  in  the  hour  of  their  utmost 
need,  be  chained  into  uselessness  by  weakness — not 
by  want  of  will,  for  her  mind  was  far  too  active  and 
busy  for  her  physical  strength,  and  Dr.  Grrainger's 
constant  admonition  was,  "  Don't  excite  yourself; 
keep  your  mind  from  dwelling  on  anything  in  the 
smallest  degree  agitating" — good  advice — but  ut- 
terly impracticable.  She  could  not  believe  but  that 
she  could  arrange  things  much  more  suitably  and 
economically  than  the  others,  yet  how  could  she 
make  them  listen  to  her,  when  she  could  not  even 
leave  her  sofa  without  their  aid  ? 

But  was  not  this  murmuring  at  GtOd's  dispensa- 
tion ?  Mr.  Chase  had  said  that  life  ought  to  be  a 
state  of  perfect  submission  to  His  will ;  and  if  so, 
passive  obedience  and  resignation  were  as  pleasing 
in  His  sight,  as  active  service.  He  knew  best 
whether  she  could  settle  and  arrange  everything 
better  than  the  others,  and  He  had  seen  fit  to  inca- 
pacitate her  for  taking  any  part  in  what  was  going 
on.  A  sore  trial,  it  might  be,  but  it  was  an  op- 
portunity for  sacrificing  her  will  to  His  ;  for  patient 
resignation  is  far  harder  of  attainment,  to  most 
people,  than  work  and  usefulness. 

When  Erances  entered  her  room,  full  of  strength 
and  vigour,  apparently  taking  the  place  that  had 
hitherto  been  indisputably  hers,  Mabel  felt  sorely 
tempted  to  yield  to  the  feeling  of  irritability,  that 
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was  working  within  her.  One  sentence  escaped, 
and  only  one. 

"  Quite  a  phenomenon  to  see  you  going  out  in 
such  weather,  Frances  ;"  but  it  was  repented  of  as 
soon  as  vented,  and  she  would  gladly  have  recalled 
the  words. 

•'  Will  you  lend  me  your  grey  cloak,  May  ?  We 
are  going  to  the  cottage,  and  it  is  raining  so  hard." 

*'  Gladly ;  you  will  find  it  in  the  wardrobe. 
Papa  will  be  glad  to  have  you,  dear  Prances." 

"  It  is  wretched  work.  I  quite  dread  seeing  the 
place,  with  its  cabbage  garden,  and  bare,  staring 
windows.  Nothing  will  ever  make  it  decent ;  it  is 
only  throwing  paint  and  paper  away." 

"Don't  say  so  to  papa.  He  looks  worn  and 
haggard  enough,  already.  Every  word  of  complaint 
he  feels  like  a  reproach." 

"  Well,  good-bye  ;  you  will  be  downstairs  when 
we  come  back,  I  suppose,  and  I  will  tell  you  what 
has  been  arranged." 

Mr.  Hesketh  came  in  to  kiss  May,  and  see  how 
she  was  looking.  The  expression  of  his  face  was 
very  anxious,  and  she  fancied  he  looked  far  older 
than  he  had  done  a  few  months  ago.  When  he 
had  left  the  room,  she  could  not  control  a  few 
burning  tears.  If  she  could  only  have  lightened 
his  sorrow,  instead  of  being  a  burthen  and  anxiety ! 
But  it  was  not  to  be,  and  she  must  quietly  endure 
the  weakness  and  weariness,  until  God  saw  fit  to 
restore  her  to  strength  and  work. 

It  was  a  dreary,  depressing  day,  and  Prances  and 
her  father  were  a  good  deal  under  the  influence  of 
the  weather.  The  streets  were  deluged,  and  the 
cutting  east  wind  swept  round  the  corners,  pierc- 
ing through  every  covering,  and  rendering  an  um- 
brella useless.  The  rain  and  hail  drove  in  their 
faces,  and  Prances  could  almost  have  cried  with 
cold  and  discomfort.     She  walked  on  by  her  father's 
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side,  scarcely  able  to  keep  pace  with  him,  and, 
holding  up  her  dress  with  one  hand,  vainly  strove 
to  cover  herself  with  the  waterproof  cloak,  while 
she  was  forced  to  bend  her  head  that  she  might  not 
be  drenched,  and  blinded  with  the  sleet  and  rain. 
At  first  she  struggled  against  the  increasing  ill- 
humour  that  was  creeping  over  her,  but  as  Mr. 
Hesketh,  forgetful  of  his  companion,  increased  his 
speed,  till  it  was  scarcely  possible  for  her  to  keep 
up  with  him,  her  amiability  fairly  gave  way.  Every- 
thing that  had  appeared  at  first  but  a  trifling  an- 
noyance, was  now  magnified  into  a  hardship,  and 
poor  Mr.  Hesketh,  as  he  walked  on,  wrapped  in  his 
own  sad  broodings,  was  the  subject  of  not  a  little 
of  her  displeasure.  On  starting,  he  had  refused  to 
take  an  umbrella,  and  when  Frances,  unable  to 
keep  hers  up,  had  closed  it,  he  did  not  observe  that 
it  was  almost  more  than  she  could  do  to  carry  that, 
and  hold  up  her  dress,  and  keep  her  cloak  from 
blowing  away.  At  first  she  thought  little  of  the 
annoyance,  but  now  ill-humour  had  magnified  it, 
and,  like  the  Spectre  of  the  Brocken,  although  it 
was  not  really  increased  in  size,  she  was  deluded 
into  the  idea  that  it  was  of  no  small  magnitude. 
While  Mr.  Hesketh  made  his  way  through  wind 
and  rain,  unencumbered,  she  had  to  struggle  on 
fettered  and  retarded,  whereas  the  umbrella,  that 
was  the  cause  of  almost  all  her  discomfort,  would 
have  been  scarcely  felt  under  his  strong  arm.  She 
went  on  in  silence,  venting  her  displeasure  in  men- 
tal ejaculations,  to  the  effect  that  "  men  were  so  in- 
considerate, they  never  thought  for  other  people, 
but  strode  on  in  their  own  way,  leaving  poor  women 
to  follow  as  best  they  could." 

On  they  went,  past  Woodbank,  and  through  one 
of  the  most  straggling,  and  least  aristocratic,  out- 
skirts of  the  town.  A  blacksmith's  forge,  a  small 
tavern,  a  stone-mason's,  a  village  school,  and  many 
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a  low,  sloveuly-looking  cottage,  skirted  the  road 
which  led  to  their  future  home.  It  was  one  of  the 
least  promising  entrances  toPeverstone,and  Frances' 
lip  curled,  and  her  brow  grew  stern,  as  she  noted 
every  eyesore,  with  far  different  feelings  from  what 
she  had  ever  done  before.  There  were  no  gardens, 
no  trees,  no  clean,  bright-looking  cottages,  to  make 
it  endurable,  but  in  their  place,  Frances'  hete  noir, 
cabbage  plots,  and  out-houses,  and,  farther  on,  a 
washerwoman's  ground,  with  the  gooseberry  and 
currant  bushes  interspersed  with  posts  and  cords, 
and  usually  covered  with  unsightly  linen. 

No  word  was  spoken ;  Mr.  Hesketh  hastened  on 
unobservant  of  what  surrounded  him,  and  Frances 
was  too  cross,  and  too  much  out  of  breath,  to  ven- 
ture a  remark.  At  length  Mr.  Hesketh  stopped  at 
a  low,  unobtrusive  wicket  gate,  and  opening  it  fol- 
lowed Frances  into  the  much  abused  and  neglected 
cabbage  garden.  It  was,  indeed,  a  realisation  of  all 
that  was  forlorn  and  desolate,  and,  hurrying  up 
the  two  moss-grown  steps  that  led  to  the  small 
front  door,  he  unlocked  it,  and  entered  the  narrow 
dark  passage. 

"  So  we  are  to  live  in  perpetual  night,"  said 
Frances,  who  had  recovered  her  breath,  though  not 
her  good-humour. 

"  JSTot  so,"  replied  her  father,  unfastening  a  small 
window  at  the  farther  end,  which  had  been  closed 
with  a  shutter,  and  letting  in  suiEcient  light  to 
render  more  apparent  the  state  of  the  papered 
walls,  which  were  torn  and  defaced. 

"  The  Union  would  be  a  considerable  advance- 
ment in  life  after  a  place  like  this,"  observed 
Frances. 

"  Nonsense,  my  dear ;  want  of  paint  and  paper 
go  for  nothing.  It  is  the  size,  and  accommodation 
we  must  consider.     Here  is  a  decent  room." 

There  was  a  door  on  each  side  of  the  passage,  one 
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of  which  Mr.  Hesketh  threw  open.  It  displayed  a 
small,  square  apartment,  with  one  window  and  a 
tiny  fire-place.  The  paper  had  formerly  been 
stone-colour  and  blue,  but  few  traces  of  the  original 
pattern,  or  of  the  colour,  remained.  Frances 
turned  away  in  disgust,  observing,  "That,  I  sup- 
pose, is  to  be  the  drawing-room.  Now,  for  the 
dining-room." 

It  was  in  every  respect  the  same  as  the  room  she 
had  just  seen,  except  that  it  looked  more  habitable, 
the  walls  being  covered  with  a  decent  paper,  a  run- 
ning pattern  of  red  on  a  chocolate  ground,  which 
was  very  little  injured,  though  far  from  what  they 
would  themselves  have  chosen. 

"  This  room  will  do,  for  the  present,  at  least," 
said  Mr.  Hesketh.  "The  paper  is  by  no  means 
bad,  and  the  paint  must  be  good  enough,  as  we 
have  no  superfluous  money  to  spend." 

"  Papa !  papa !  What  are  we  coming  to  ?  Tou 
can't  mean  that  we  must  put  up  with  this  paper  ? 
This  hideous  little  creeper  with  flowers  something 
between  a  dandelion  and  a  passion-flower,  and 
weeping  willow  leaves — as  ugly  as  it  is  unnatural ! 
Where  can  be  the  necessity  for  such  rigid  economy  ? 
Surely  three  people  can  live  well  enough  on  three 
hundred  a-year  ?" 

"  There  are  others  to  be  considered  besides  our- 
selves," replied  Mr.  Hesketh.  "You  forget  that 
Dudley  is  as  yet  unprovided  for,  and  William,  with 
his  wife  and  children,  quite  destitute." 

"  But  William's  profession  will  support  him, 
and  Dudley  is  to  go  into  a  merchant's  office." 

"As  yet  William  has  no  practice,  and  it  will 
be  some  years  before  Dudley  can  provide  for  him- 
self in  a  merchant's  office." 

"  Then  it  is  no  such  great  thing  for  Dudley." 

"  Certainly  not,  at  present ;  but  everything  must 
have  a  beginning,  and  if  he  is  industrious,  he  will 
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have  great  scope  for  energy,  and  may  eventually 
realise  a  very  large  income." 

"  Oh  !  if  we  could  only  get  rid  of  our  name,  and 
forget  that  we  were  Heskeths !" 

"  When  we  have  disgraced  our  name,  it  will  be 
time  enough  to  think  of  doing  so.  At  present  we 
are  no  worse  off  than  some  of  our  forefathers." 

."  Papa,  you  are  determined  not  to  sympathise 
with  me." 

"  If  your  complaints  were  reasonable,  you  should 
not  have  occasion  to  say  that,  my  dear.  We  have 
too  many  real  causes  for  grief  to  make  imaginary 
ones." 

They  went  up  stairs  by  the  small,  twisted  stair- 
case, where  Mr.  Hesketh  had  to  bend  his  head,  on 
account  of  the  low  ceiling,  and  gained  a  narrow 
landing  place,  with  four  doors.  Two  opened  into 
small  front  rooms,  looking  out  upon  an  extensive, 
and  rather  pretty  view,  in  which  the  river,  and  the 
fine  old  trees  of  Monckton  Court,  were  prominent 
objects.  The  back  rooms  were  small  and  dark, 
looking  out  on  a  narrow  court,  and  some  fields  be- 
yond. Mr.  Hesketh,  who  had  been  over  the  house 
before,  was  well  satisfied  ;  Frances  thought  it  best 
to  be  silent.  There  was  no  second  story,  so  when 
Mr.  Hesketh  had  taken  notes  of  what  was  neces- 
sary to  be  done,  they  visited  the  kitchen  and  out- 
houses, and  then  left  the  house. 

Not  a  word  was  exchanged  during  the  walk 
home.  Mr.  Hesketh  left  Frances  at  the  Priory 
gate,  to  return  into  the  town,  and  choose  papers, 
and  give  directions  about  having  the  house  pre- 
pared for  their  reception.  It  was  fortunate  that 
the  dining-room  and  two  of  the  bedrooms  required 
very  little  being  done  to  them,  as  they  could  be 
made  habitable  at  once,  and  the  other  rooms  would 
not  have  to  be  used  until  the  smell  of  paint  and 
paste  had  a  little  worn  off". 
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Mabel  was  watching  anxiously  for  her  sister's  re- 
turn, and  her  eager  look  of  inquiry  asked,  better 
than  words,  the  question  that  was  on  her  lips. 

'*  Shocking,  May  !  Worse  than  your  most  vivid 
imagination  can  conceive !" 

May  sank  back  on  her  couch,  sick  at  heart  and 
disappointed  ;  longing  more  than  ever  for  strength, 
and  forced  to  preach  patience  to  herself  more  ear- 
nestly than  she  had  yet  done. 

'*  Please  to  sit  down,  and  tell  me  quietly  all  about 
it.     Is  it  really  so  very  bad  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  might  call  bad  ;  I  call 
it  uninhabitable.  Papa  seems  satisfied,  but  I 
would  rather  be  a  governess  at  once,  than  live  in 
such  a  place." 

"  I  never  thought  it  seemed  bad  when  the  Brown- 
lows  were  living  there.  Is  it  in  a  bad  state  of  re- 
pair?" 

"  Not  the  house  itself,  but  the  papers  are  torn 
and  faded,  and  the  rooms  dark  and  squeezy,  and  the 
passage.  .  . !" 

"But,  dear  Frances,  it  will  look  so  different 
when  it  is  papered.  "We  must  ask  papa  to  get 
very  bright,  cheerful  patterns." 

"  The  dining-room  is  not  to  be  papered  at  all. 
There  is  a  muddy-looking  red  thing,  with  a  great 
scrambling  pattern  over  it,  and  papa  says  it  must 
do." 

"  "Well,  the  dining-room  doesn't  so  much  matter. 
We  shall  only  sit  there  in  the  morning,  and  we 
will  try  hard  to  make  the  drawing-room  look  nice." 

"  The  drawing-room,  as  you  call  it,  is  somewhat 
smaller  than  your  bedroom  upstairs,  and  commands 
the  cabbage  garden." 

"  So  much  the  better ;  we  will  petition  to  have 
the  garden  laid  down  in  grass,  and  flower  beds  cut 
out.     I  know  there  must  be  a  good  view." 

"  Yes,  the  view  is  the  best  part.     You  can  see 
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the  river,  and  the  pleasure-ground  at  Monckton 
Court." 

**  Then  I  am  hopeful,  although  any  other  pleasure- 
ground  would  have  been  preferable.  What  about 
the  bed-rooms  ?" 

"  There  are  two  moderately  decent  ones  over  the 
sitting-rooms,  and  two  behind,  that  would  do  for 
the  black  holes  we  used  to  be  frightened  with  when 
we  were  children." 

"  You  and  papa  shall  have  the  front  rooms.  It 
would  be  more  pain  than  pleasure  to  me  to  look 
out  upon  Monckton  Court." 

"  Don't  make  up  your  mind  till  you  have  seen 
the  black  holes.  One  is  not  to  be  papered,  more- 
over. However,  that  will  do  for  Judith,  and  the 
other  servant,  whoever  she  may  be." 

May  privately  fixed  upon  that  as  her  own  room. 
Such  unselfish  love  as  Judith's  should  not  be  so 
requited. 

"  Do  you  know,  I  have  been  thinking,  Frances, 
that  our  little  possessions  will  not  be  taken.  So 
we  shall  have  many  little  luxuries  left  us ;  our 
books,  work-tables,  and  even  your  piano." 

"  That  is  a  good  thought,  certainly,  May.  But 
how  will  a  grand  piano  get  into  those  rooms  ?" 

"  It  might  be  wiser  to  change  it  for  a  cottage 
piano.  Then  there  are  our  pictures,  and  I  have  re- 
solved that  the  one  of  mamma  in  the  study  shall 
be  kept  back  at  any  price.  It  couldn't  be  right  to 
let  that  go.     Fancy  it  in  Mr.  Collier's  possession !" 

**  Dreadful !  Well,  we  have  a  good  many  pic- 
tures between  us — your  Una,  and  mamma's  water- 
colours,  and  then  the  picture  she  took  of  the  Priory, 
that  will  be  more  valuable  now  than  ever." 

*'  Must  all  the  portraits  go  ? — papa's,  and  our's, 
and  William's  ?  Mr.  Collier  will  never  care  for 
them." 

'*  No,  but  revenge  is  his  object,  so  he  will  spare 
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nothing.     I  am  afraid  they  must  all  go,  and  the 
engravings  and  oil-paintings." 

Mabel  sighed.  **  Perhaps  it  is  better  so.  If 
only  our  friends  had  been  true  to  us ;  but  even  that 
was  not  to  be." 

"  Hugh  and  Geraldine  have  taught  us  a  bitter 
lesson  about  trusting  in  human  affection,  or  friend- 
ship. Ton  are  now  seeing  into  the  hollowness  of 
the  world,  my  poor  May.  I  always  said  the  lesson 
would  come  sooner  or  later." 

"  But  I  still  say  that  some  things  are  not  hollow," 
replied  Mabel,  in  a  stifled  voice,  turning  away  her 
head. 

"  Eeligion — perhaps  not ;  but  it  is  hard  at  our 
age  to  live  for  that  alone." 

"  It  ought  not  to  be  so.  If  we  feel  thus,  this 
trial  perhaps  has  been  sent  to  make  us  look  to  right 
things  for  happiness." 

"A  long,  cheerless  life  without  anything  to 
brighten  it,"  sighed  Frances.  "  May,  sometimes 
I  feel  as  if  I  couldn't  live  very  long — as  if  there 
was  nothing  to  live  for." 

Mabel's  thin,  white  hand  was  placed  over  her 
face,  that  her  feelings  might  not  be  read.  "  There 
is  mamma's  home  to  live  for.  And  if  we  try  hard 
to  be  thoroughly  good,  that  alone  will  bring  us  real 
happiness  in  this  world." 

"  I  quite  dread  being  settled  down  in  the  cottage," 
said  Frances.  "  Our  real  troubles  will  begin  then 
— meeting  old  acquaintances,  and  being  slighted, 
or  treated  condescendingly !  Oh  !  how  shall  we 
bear  it  ?  Then  to  see  the  Priory  in  other  hands, 
for  of  course  Mr.  Collier  will  let  it.  However,  we 
will  never  call  upon  the  people  who  may  take  it. 
Imagine  our  walking  up  to  our  own  front  door,  and 
knocking.  The  worst  part  of  our  trial  has  not  be- 
gun yet." 

"  Oh !  I  don't  agree  with  you  there.    Leaving 
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our  own  dear  home,  where  everything  is  so  asso- 
ciated with  mamma,  seeing  papa  forced  to  work 
again  for  his  livelihood,  and  William  and  Dora 
plunged  into  so  much  anxiety  ! — these  are  my 
troubles,  and  the  others  will  seem  nothing  by  com- 
parison." 

"  I  wish  we  had  met  Mrs.  Grahame.  She  is  the 
worst  of  all ;  but  I  hope  she  won't  call  upon  us." 

"  I  hope  not,  either,"  said  Mabel,  in  a  low  voice. 

*'  The  Erles  will  be  kind  and  friendly  always,  and 
the  Graingers,  and  a  few  others,  but  the  rest,  if 
they  come  at  all,  will  do  so  out  of  mere  curiosity." 

"  We  won't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  observed  May. 
"  You  have  left  out  Mr.  Chase,  too,  and  he  is  a 
true  friend  to  all  who  are  in  trouble,  rich  or  poor." 

Their  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  en- 
trance of  Dudley.  His  spirits  were  very  much 
changed  since  his  engagement  had  been  broken  off; 
and  he  spent  his  days  in  wandering  about  the 
grounds,  going  once  or  twice  a-day  to  Woodbank, 
and  accompanying  his  father  when  he  went  to 
make  arrangements  about  changing  houses.  He 
was  fully  inclined  to  take  Prances'  view  about  the 
cottage,  and  bemoan  the  state  of  affairs,  and  it  was 
as  much  as  Mabel  could  do  to  keep  the  conversa- 
tion tolerably  hopeful. 

Miss  Hesketh  spent  a  great  part  of  the  day  in 
her  room,  preparing  for  her  departure,  and  sighing 
over  the  fate  of  her  nephews  and  nieces.  They 
were  glad  to  have  her  so  employed,  for  when  she 
was  with  them  she  indulged  in  a  continual  lament, 
and  could  not  bear  to  hear  of  their  contrivances 
and  arrangements.  They  promised  that  if  brighter 
days  should  ever  come,  she  should  return  to  them, 
and  this  a  little  softened  her  distress  at  departing, 
for  she  felt  certain  that,  sooner  or  later,  Mabel 
would  marry  Mr.  Collier. 

That  same  afternoon  Mrs.  Grahame  was  calling 
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on  the  Lushingtons,  where  she  heard  that  the  news 
which  had  given  her  so  much  satisfaction,  was 
without  foundation.  Mr.  Collier,  Miss  Lushing- 
ton  said,  had  announced  it  to  her  father  as  a 
settled  thing,  but  it  appeared  that  he  had  only 
made  the  offer,  and  was  reckoning  too  confidently 
on  being  successful.  It  seemed  that  the  Heskeths 
were  in  some  way  in  Mr.  Collier's  power,  and  Ma- 
bel had  preferred  letting  things  take  their  course, 
to  marrying  him.  They  were,  consequently,  going 
to  leave  the  Priory  and  retrench,  and  Mabel's 
fever,  she  had  been  told,  was  owing  to  the  distress 
of  mind  this  decision  had  caused  her. 

Mrs.  G-rahame  heard  all  Miss  Lushington  had 
to  say,  with  polite  attention  ;  asked  no  questions, 
paid  her  usual  visit  of  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
allowed  the  subject  to  wander  off  to  unimportant 
matters,  in  which  she  joined  as  much  as  was  neces- 
sary, and  then  took  her  leave.  She  had  prepared 
for  a  series  of  visits,  for  in  her  bag  was  a  card,  with 
the  names  of  the  houses  at  which  she  owed  a  call 
written  down ;  but  some  private  feeling  made  her 
wend  her  way  homeward,  as  soon  as  she  left  the 
Lushingtons'  door,  and  as  she  retraced  her  steps, 
she  mused  on  what  she  had  heard. 

Her  temporary  triumph  then  was  over,  and  Ma- 
bel Hesketh  might  even  yet  be  Hugh's  wife.  Un- 
doubtedly, Mabel's  affection  for  him  had  induced 
her  to  refuse  this  eligible  offer,  and  sacrifice  pride, 
wealth,  and  comfort  rather  than  raise  an  insupera- 
ble barrier  between  them.  As  soon  as  Hugh  heard 
what  she  had  done,  he  would  return  instantly  to 
Peverstone,  and  strive  to  atone  for  all  she  had  re- 
linquished for  his  sake.  He  would  spurn  the 
thought  of  worldly  aggrandisement,  when  it  weighed 
in  the  balance  with  his  love  for  her ;  and  his  visit 
to  Lord  Foray,  with  the  castle-in-the-air  Mrs. 
Grahame  had  been   building  upon  it,  would    be 
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suddenly  and  irrecoverably  swept  away.  Yet,  tell 
him  she  must.  Her  visions  would  have  to  be  dis- 
pelled by  her  own  hand,  and  she  would  have  to 
recal  him  from  the  high  road  to  honour  and  for- 
tune, to  the  humble  by-paths  of  every-day  life. 
If  left  to  himself,  he  would  soon  pay  the  promised 
visit  to  Scotland,  and  Eugenia  Buchanan  might 
displace  Mabel  Hesketh  in  his  affections.  If  he 
were  once  Lord  Foray's  son-in-law,  his  fortune 
was  made,  and  must  all  this  be  undone  by  her  own 
act  ?  "Would  it  be  kind  to  Hugh  to  act  for  his 
present  happiness,  and  neglect  his  future  advance- 
ment in  life  ?  Had  he  not  told  her  himself  never 
to  mention  Peverstone,  or  the  Peverstone  people, 
in  her  letters  ? 

So  she  reasoned ;  but  soon  came  the  thought  ot 
Hugh's  utter  wretchedness  when  the  news  had 
first  been  broken  to  him — the  look  of  silent  suffer- 
ing he  had  worn  the  next  day — the  desolation  of 
spirit  she  had  read  in  his  stern  eye,  and  white, 
compressed  lips — the  short  letters,  as  though  he 
could  scarcely  trust  himself  to  write  to  her,  and  the 
anxiety  that  he  might  not  be  known,  or  recognised, 
that  he  might  hide  himself  from  observation,  and 
yield  to  this,  his  first  great  sorrow,  in  secret.  For 
a  moment  the  mother's  heart  was  touched,  but 
then  came  back  the  other  side  of  the  picture.  It 
would  be  an  utter  sacrifice  of  his  prospects  ;  he 
might  be  a  happier  man  for  the  present,  but  he 
would  be  poor,  and  forced  to  work  for  his  liveli- 
hood all  his  life.  Indeed,  the  thought  of  Mabel 
Hesketh  was  more  distasteful  to  her  than  ever. 
The  position  she  had  formerly  filled  was  now  gone, 
and  Mr.  Hesketh,  instead  of  being  able  to  portion 
off  his  daughters,  would  probably  be  dependent  on 
his  sons-in-law  for  support.  If  Mrs.  Grahame 
said  nothing  to  Hugh  about  what  she  had  just 
heard,  there  was  no  probability  of  his  hearing  of  it, 
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for  he  corresponded  with  no  one  in  Peverstone, 
and  he  would  be  very  unlikely  to  come  to  Lynch- 
brook,  until  he  could  do  so  without  pain.  At  all 
events,  she  would  postpone  it  until  he  had  been  to 
Foray  Castle,  for  it  was  very  improbable  that,  in 
his  present  state  of  feeling,  he  could  be  thrown 
into  contact  with  a  handsome,  accomplished  girl 
like  Eugenia,  without  transferring  his  affections. 
If  he  withstood  her,  it  would  be  time  enough  to 
tell  him  that  Mabel  was  still  to  be  won ;  and  so 
Mrs.  Grahame  finally  settled  it,  convinced  that  she 
was  acting  a  mother's  part  by  her  son,  and  con- 
sidering his  future  welfare,  rather  than  his  present 
happiness. 

Hugh  was  accordingly  left  to  his  lonely,  deso- 
late sojourn  in  Wales,  grieving  over  her  whom  he 
had  cared  for  so  long  and  vainly — trying  to  brace 
up  every  nerve  to  face  a  blighted  life,  without  love 
— teaching  himself  to  live  for  a  higher  object,  and 
to  seek  that  love  alone  which  "  never  faileth  " — 
while  his  mother,  who  had  it  in  her  power  to  re- 
store to  his  life  the  sunshine  it  had  lost,  preferred 
her  own  ambition  to  his  happiness,  and  was  calmly 
and  unconcernedly  planning  to  conceal  from  him 
the  intelligence,  that  would  have  restored  him  to 
life  and  joy  once  more. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

"  When  the  twinkling  eye  has  cast 
One  look,  and  knows  it  is  the  last, 
And  while  that  look  is  fixed  behind, 
In  every  melancholy  wind 
A  myriad  sorrowing  voices  come, 
The  sighs  of  a  remembered  home  ; 
A  long  and  terrible  farewell 
Pronounced  by  lips  invisible." 

MONCKTON   MILNES. 

The  evening  before  their  final  departure  from  the 
Priory,  Mabel,  with  Mr.  Hesketh  and  Prances, 
went  to  Church  to  return  thanks  for  her  recovery. 
It  was  nearly  dark,  for  it  was  yet  early  in  Pebruary, 
and  the  sky,  was  rainy  and  over-cast. 

Mabel  drew  her  thick  veil  over  her  face,  and 
sought  the  farthest  corner  of  the  seat,  where  she 
would  be  most  free  from  observation.  Many  a 
time  in  her  life  she  had  known  bitter  sufiering,  but 
she  thought  she  had  never  experienced  the  conceur 
trated  anguish  of  that  evening.  When  her  mother 
was  taken  away,  it  was  God's  visitation,  and  dreary 
and  lonely  as  she  had  been,  she  knew  it  was  her 
duty  to  submit,  and  she  was  free  from  all  agency 
in  inflicting  the  stroke  that  had  made  their  home 
desolate.  Now,  it  was  difi'erent.  She  had  been  a 
principal  mover  in  the  events  of  the  last  month — 
events  that  had  driven  them  from  their  home,  and 
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forced  them,  almost  destitute,  to  labour  for  a  live- 
lihood. Mr.  Chase  had  indeed  eased  her  mind, 
and  taught  her  that  she  had  been  free  from  respon- 
sibility in  the  whole  affair ;  yet  she  felt,  perpetually, 
that  those  around  her,  regarded  her,  almost  invo- 
luntarily, as  the  author  of  their  troubles.  This 
was  especially  the  case  with  Miss  Hesketh  and 
Frances,  but  she  saw  the  feeling  perpetually  even 
in  William  and  Dora,  and  it  was  difficult,  when 
her  natural  impulse  was  to  reproach  and  blame 
herself  for  all  that  had  passed,  to  view  it  with  Mr. 
Chase's  eyes,  and  believe  that  she  had  had  no 
choice  in  the  matter. 

The  commencement  of  the  service  called  her 
thoughts  from  herself;  every  word  seemed  written 
for  her  comfort  and  guidance,  and  before  the  Thanks- 
giving Prayer  was  said,  she  felt  calmer  and  more 
composed.  She  joined  in  it  with  her  whole  heart,  for 
none  knew  so  well  as  herself,  how  much  reason  she 
had  for  feeling  thankful  that  God  had  granted  her  a 
further  season  for  preparation.  Tears  might  stand 
in  Mr.  Hesketh's  eyes,  and  Prances  might  say 
"Amen"  from  the  depths  of  her  heart,  yet  their 
thankfulness  could  not  be  like  hers,  for  theirs  was 
for  an  earthly  blessing,  hers  for  one  which  affected 
eternity. 

Sad  but  calm,  she  arose  from  her  knees,  and 
before  leaving  the  Church  wrote  in  her  Prayer 
Book  with  a  pencil,  "  In  the  multitude  of  the  sor- 
rows that  I  had  in  my  heart,  Thy  comforts  have  re- 
freshed my  soul."  It  was  a  memento  for  the  future 
— a  reminder  of  the  true  source  of  peace  and  rest. 

It  was  a  trying  moment  when  they  stood  to- 
gether in  the  twilight  by  the  Cross,  that  had  been 
May's  beacon  for  many  years.  It  had  been  a  glad 
thought,  hitherto,  that  only  a  stone's-throw  lay 
between  their  mother's  quiet  resting-place,  and 
their  own  home.     Now  that  happiness  was  gone. 

II.  D 
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They  could  no  longer  call  the  Priory  their  home, 
and  for  a  moment  Mabel  felt  as  though  the  separa- 
tion between  them  was  in  reality  being  increased, 
but  she  recollected  the  "  Communion  of  Saints," 
and  felt  that  there  was  more  of  union  in  that 
thought  than  in  any  other. 

They  went  home  with  full  hearts,  feeling,  each 
silently,  that  they  would  never  again  be  seek- 
ing the  Priory  as  *'  home,"  and  scarcely  daring 
to  raise  their  eyes  to  the  familiar,  ivy-covered 
gables,  lest  the  sight  of  them,  and  the  associations 
inseparably  intertwined  with  them,  should  be  too 
much  for  their  self-control. 

Pale  and  tired,  May  sank  on  her  sofa,  while 
Prances  removed  her  shawl  and  bonnet,  and  ar- 
ranged her  cap,  to  save  her  the  fatigue  of  seeking 
her  room. 

There  were  few  words  exchanged  that  evening. 
Frances  made  tea,  and  it  was  taken  as  a  mere  form 
by  Mr.  Hesketh  and  Dudley.  Mabel,  with  her 
face  turned  from  the  light,  strove  to  conceal  the 
tears  which  she  had  not  strength  to  control. 
Hitherto,  she  had  exerted  herself  to  cheer  the 
others,  but  she  was  no  longer  able  to  do  this,  and 
when  Mr.  Hesketh  bent  fondly  over  her,  and  asked 
how  she  felt,  she  replied,  "  Pretty  well,  thank  you, 
if  no  one  will  take  any  notice  of  me.  I  am  too 
tired  to  talk  as  usual." 

He  understood  what  this  meant,  and  feeling 
that  any  attempt  at  conversation  would  be  a  mere 
mockery,  proposed  that  every  one  should  take  their 
books  as  usual.  Miss  Hesketh  had  left  the  pre- 
vious day,  and  even  the  blank  her  absence  occa- 
sioned, served  but  to  increase  the  gloom,  which 
pervaded  the  evening. 

May  was  thankful  when  Judith  came  to  summon 
her  to  go  to  bed ;  with  one  strong  effort  she  passed 
her  arm  round  her  father  s  neck,  and  whispered 
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"  Good  niglit,  dear  papa,"  and  retained  her  self- 
command  even  when  he  pressed  her  in  his  arms, 
and  murmured,  "  God  bless  you,  my  own  precious 
child."  But  she  could  not  run  the  risk  of  going 
through  the  same  with  Frances  and  Dudley,  and 
with  a  hurried  "  Good-bye,"  she  hastened  away. 

She  would  fain  have  despatched  Judith,  and  spent 
her  last  evening  in  meditation  and  prayer,  but 
Judith  was  too  jealous  over  her  slowly  returning 
strength  to  suffer  this,  and  insisted  on  seeing  her  in 
bed  before  she  left  the  room.  When  she  was  gone, 
May's  restraint  gave  way,  and  she  buried  her  face 
in  the  pillow,  and  sobbed  convulsively.  Long  she 
prayed  that  they  might  be  resigned,  and  that  God 
would  fill  the  aching  void  in  their  hearts.  She 
prayed  that  His  blessing  might  rest  upon  their  new 
dwelling,  and  that  they  might  hereafter  be  united 
in  an  everlasting  Home,  where  change  and  sor- 
row would  be  unknown.  But,  suddenly,  the  door 
opened,  and  Judith  reappeared.  She  had  a  pre- 
sentiment that  her  charge  was  not  sleeping  as  she 
ought  to  do,  in  order  to  rest  her  mind  for  the  trials 
that  awaited  her  the  next  day.  When  she  found 
Mabel  sleepless  and  tearful,  she  refused  to  leave 
her  again,  and  taking  up  her  position  on  the  sofa 
announced  her  determination  of  spending  the  night 
there.  It  was  useless  to  argue  with  Judith,  and 
equally  useless  to  think  of  giving  way  to  her  sor- 
row, while  her  vigilant  nurse  was  in  the  room,  and 
May  turned  her  aching  head  from  the  firelight,  and 
strove  to  drown  thought  and  feeling,  by  repeating 
such  psalms  as  she  could  recollect. 

With  the  grey  dawn  of  morning  came  the  re- 
membrance of  all  that  was  to  be  done  during  the 
day.  It  was  almost  more  than  she  could  bear, 
to  look  out  for  the  last  time  on  the  quiet,  winding 
river,  and  the  far-off  blue  hills,  wreathed  in  the 
morning  mist.     How  would  she  sigh  for  that  well- 
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known,  dearly-loved  view,  when  the  dreary  court, 
and  barren  fields,  on  which  her  bed-room  window 
for  the  future  would  look,  met  her  morning  gaze ! 
Every  action,  even  the  most  trifling,  brought  with 
it  untold  misery,  for  everything  was  being  done  for 
the  last  time.  The  room,  in  which  her  happy  girl- 
hood had  been  spent,  would  soon  be  in  other  hands ; 
another  morning  would  find  her  gone  from  it  for 
ever.  "  Never  again,"  rang  in  her  ears  all  that 
morning ;  every  nook,  every  tree,  every  flower,  they 
were  looking  on  for  the  last  time  as  their  own. 
The  anguish  of  years  is  sometimes  compressed  into 
the  merest  moment,  and  so  it  seemed  to  Mabel. 
She  thought  no  future  affliction  could  possibly  ap- 
pear heavy,  after  what  she  endured  that  day. 

The  rooms  were  little  altered.  Mr.  Hesketh  had 
gone  over  everything  with  the  person  appointed  by 
Mr.  Collier,  and  separated  those  things  which  be- 
longed to  his  children,  which  were  sent  to  the  cot- 
tage. It  was  far  more  trying  to  see  all,  the  sofas, 
tables,  even  books  and  ornaments,  looking  as  usual, 
than  if  the  place  had  been  dismantled,  and  ceased 
to  look  like  home.  Frances  wandered  over  the 
house  trying  to  discover  other  articles  belonging  to 
them,  and  gave  a  long  sigh  over  every  favourite 
thing,  which  she  should  never  see  again  until  she 
looked  upon  them  as  Mr.  Collier's  property.  One 
trial  was  spared  them.  Miss  Hesketh  had  insisted 
on  purchasing  the  portraits  of  Mr.  Hesketh  and  her 
nephews  and  nieces,  and  had  given  them  to  the 
latter  as  a  parting  gift ;  and  they  had  felt  them- 
selves justified  in  joining  together  to  retain  their 
mother's  picture,  which  it  would  have  been  sacri- 
lege to  leave  in  the  hands  of  a  stranger. 

The  Woodbank  pony-chaise  was  to  come  for  May 
at  eleven  o'clock,  as  Mr.  Hesketh  wished  to  see  her 
oft'  before  leaving  the  house  himself.  There  was 
breakfast  laid  in  the  study,  but  no  one  could  touch 
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it,  and  all  tried  to  persuade  themselves  that  they 
had  a  great  deal  to  do  in  the  way  of  preparation,  for 
it  was  easier  to  bear  up  alone,  than  when  in  the 
presence  of  others.  Mabel  was  left  to  a  solitary 
breakfast,  for  Judith  insisted  upon  her  taking  some, 
and  she  sat  passively,  with  a  cup  of  tea  before 
her,  feeling  that  to  eat  would  choke  her.  A 
sudden  impulse  made  her  rise  to  look  over  the 
books  once  more,  to  make  sure  that  none  were 
being  left  but  those  to  which  Mr.  Collier  had  a 
claim.  His  library  had  been  one  of  Mr.  Hesketh's 
great  sources  of  enjoyment,  and  May  could  not 
restrain  the  tears,  which  fell  on  the  well-known 
volumes,  as  she  handled  them  for  the  last  time. 
Book  after  book  she  took  out  and  examined,  as 
though  to  impress  their  form  more  indelibly  on  her 
recollection,  and  she  felt  what  bitter  grief  her 
father  must  be  undergoing,  when  she  found  that 
many  which  had  been  presents  to  him  from  her 
mother,  with  "  Mary  Agnes  Hesketh"  written  in- 
side, and  some  even,  with  the  name  "  Mary  Agnes 
Kennedy,"  were  to  be  left  as  the  property  of  Mr. 
Collier.  Behind  some  larger  folios  she  discovered 
Hugh's  "  InMemoriam,"  which  had  been  left  some 
months  before  for  her  to  read.  A  momentary 
weakness  came  over  her,  and  her  tears  fell  on  the 
name  in  the  title-page.  But  her  maidenly  dignity 
returned  a  moment  after,  and  she  recollected  that 
he,  whom  she  had  long  thought  of  as  a  brother,  had 
proved  unworthy,  and  that  she  must  think  of  him 
no  more.  The  safest  plan  would  be  to  enclose  the 
book  at  once  to  Mrs.  Grahame ;  yet  the  sight  of 
his  pencil-marks  on  the  margin  sorely  tempted  her 
to  keep  it.  It  would  be  so  pleasant  to  read  his 
mind  in  the  passages  marked,  and  even  if  he  were 
untrue  now,  it  was  impossible  to  forget  what  he 
had  been,  and  what  she  had  thought  him.  She 
looked  longingly  at  the  book,  and  at  one  or  two  of 
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the  passages ;  but  then  she  recollected  a  sentence 
she  had  read  in  the  book  that  had  been  lent  her  by 
Mr.  Chase.  "  Always  suspect  yourself,  when  your 
wishes  are  strong  and  importunate."  This  was 
decisive,  and  without  trusting  herself  to  look  at  the 
book  again,  she  enclosed  it  in  paper,  without 
any  note  of  explanation,  and  directed  it  to  Mrs. 
Grahame.  It  was  an  effort,  for  it  was  like  severing 
the  last  link  between  Hugh  and  themselves,  but  she 
had  no  right  to  keep  it,  and  if  he  was  indeed  un- 
worthy, it  were  better  to  forget  him  at  once.  Yet 
she  might  still  pray  for  him,  for  even  if  he  were 
worldly-minded  and  mercenary,  like  his  mother,  yet 
he  had  the  elements  of  great  good ;  and  she  knelt 
down  and  offered  up  a  prayer  for  him — her  last 
prayer  at  the  Priory. 

"Are  you  ready.  May  ?"  asked  Trances,  entering 
the  room. 

"  Yes  ;  is  the  carriage  come  ?" 

"Papa  sent  to  beg  them  to  fetch  you  earlier. 
He  thought  it  would  be  better  for  you.  William 
is  driving,  and  I  am  going  with  you,  and  coming 
back  afterwards." 

"  May  I  go  over  the  house  once  more  ?"  asked 
Mabel,  in  a  low,  broken  voice. 

Prances  passed  her  arm  round  her,  and  they 
went  through  the  rooms,  which,  though  but  little 
altered,  looked  desolate  and  gloomy  to  their  tearful 
eyes.  At  length,  when  they  came  to  the  drawing- 
room,  and  found  it  looking  nearly  the  same  as 
usual,  so  familiar  and  home-like,  Mabel  fairly  gave 
way,  and  throwing  her  arms  round  her  sister,  wept 
hysterically.  Prances  in  vain  tried  to  soothe  her, 
but  fortunately  Mr.  Hesketh  came  to  the  door  at 
that  moment,  and  his  evident  anxiety  and  distress 
made  her  exercise  all  her  self-control,  lest  she 
should  be  increasing  his  sorrow.  As  soon  as  she 
w^as  comparatively  calm,  he  put  her  into  the  pony- 
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chaise,  for  he  dreaded  the  effect  of  such  agitation 
on  her  slight,  shattered  frame,  and  with  one  look 
— one  last,  longing,  heart-rending  look  at  her  sweet 
home,  she  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  was 
driven  away. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  Frances  and 
her  father  left  the  Priory.  Everything  had  been 
finally  arranged,  and  they  had  even  waited  to  see 
the  person  appointed  by  Mr.  Collier  to  take  pos- 
session, arrive,  before  they  themselves  left.  What 
each  felt  was  unknown  to  the  other,  but  Mr. 
Hesketh's  feelings,  as  he  finally  departed  from  the 
home,  where  the  greater  part  of  his  life  had  been 
spent,  might  have  been  read  in  the  wild,  haggard 
look  that  he  turned  back  upon  it,  for  he  felt  him- 
self indeed  a  wanderer,  going  forth  to  strive  in  the 
wide  world  for  a  livelihood.  Yet  all  but  Frances 
felt  the  comfort  of  not  leaving  Peverstone,  for 
although  the  Priory  was  gone,  their  native  place, 
and  every  familiar  object,  was  left.  It  would  have 
been  almost  too  great  a  trial  for  their  strength,  if 
the  associations  of  a  whole  lifetime  had  been  sud- 
denly snapped  asunder. 

They  were  too  sick  at  heart  to  think  of  the 
taverns,  washing-ground,  or  slovenly  cottages,  as 
they  went  to  their  new  home.  It  was  almost  dark 
when  they  reached  the  wicket  gate,  but  Frances 
could  see  that  the  cottage  presented  a  very  different 
appearance  from  what  it  had  done  when  she  last 
saw  it.  The  cabbages  had  been  removed,  and  the 
ground  turned  up,  and  prepared  for  turf  to  be  laid 
down.  The  house  had  been  coloured,  the  door 
painted,  and  the  steps  whitened. 

"  Take  care  you  don't  paint  yourself,"  said  Mr. 
Hesketh,  as  he  cautiously  opened  the  door,  and  let 
her  in.  The  smell  of  size  and  paint  was  hardly 
endurable.  Judith  came  out  of  the  kitchen  at  the 
moment,  with  a  candle  in  her  hand,  and  Frances. 
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could  see  that  the  passage  looked  brighter  and 
cleaner,  and  she  was  inclined  to  think  it  was  not  so 
very  bad  after  all.  But  the  dining-room  door  was 
opened,  and  the  muddy-coloured  paper,  with  its 
scrambling  red  pattern,  met  her  view.  By  the  fire- 
side stood  Dudley  and  Mr.  Chase,  and  tea  was  laid 
on  the  table,  and  a  small  lighted  lamp,  looking  as 
cheerful  as  the  room  and  circumstances  would  per- 
mit. But  Frances  was  not  disposed  to  make  even 
an  effort  after  cheerfulness.  She  had  been  so  long 
used  to  yield  to  inclination,  without  considering  the 
feelings  of  others,  that  it  never  occurred  to  her  that 
she  had  it  in  her  power  to  cheer,  or  enliven  them. 
Mr.  Hesketh  sank  listlessly  into  a  chair,  while 
Judith  asked  Prances  to  make  tea,  and  Dudley 
pressed  Mr.  Chase  to  join  them  at  their  first  meal 
in  their  new  home.  But  he  had  only  come  that 
they  might  feel  that  they  were  sympathised  with, 
and  that  the  house  might  seem  less  forlorn  on  their 
first  arrival ;  and  having  accomplished  his  mission 
he  took  his  leave.  He  made  an  eff'ort  to  speak  one 
word  of  comfort  to  Mr.  Hesketh,  as  he  wrung  his 
hand  at  parting — "  God  bless  you ;  you  have  more 
sympathy  than  you  think,  and  difference  in  position 
will  not  change  true  friends.  You  will  soon  feel  at 
home  here,  for  any  home  can  be  happy,  where  there 
is  no  self-reproach."  Mr.  Hesketh  could  only  shake 
him  warmly  by  the  hand,  and  say,  "  Thank  you  for 
all  your  kindness  to  myself,  and  my  child.  Bemem- 
ber,  you  will  all  always  be  a  welcome  visitor  here." 
After  tea,  Trances  went  to  inspect  Judith's  ar- 
rangements, and  the  bed-rooms.  The  smell  of  paint 
was  less  intolerable  upstairs,  for  the  windows  had 
been  kept  open,  and  besides  having  been  painted 
before  the  under-rooms,  they  had  not  required  to 
have  so  much  done  to  them.  The  furniture  of  the 
whole  house  was  plain,  and  inexpensive,  and  not  a 
single  superfluous  article  was  to  be  seen,  excepting 
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sucli  as  had  been  saved  from  the  Priory.  Dudley 
was  to  have  May's  room  while  he  remained  there, 
and  Mabel,  when  she  came,  was  to  share  Prances'. 
Judith  had  spent  two  whole  days  in  arranging  every- 
thing, and  as  she  had  been  without  assistance,  her 
post  had  been  no  sinecure.  But  Prances  was  in- 
sensible to  the  efforts  she  had  made  to  place  every- 
thing in  order,  and  only  saw  the  small  rooms,  and 
plain  furniture,  so  different  from  the  bed-room  she 
had  left.  Even  Judith,  who  cared  little  for  notice, 
or  approbation,  missed  May's  grateful  smile,  and 
quiet  acknowledgment  of  her  services ;  and  could 
little  bear  to  have  Prances  inquiring  into  her  ar- 
rangements, or  laying  down  her  orders  for  the  next 
day. 

The  long,  silent  evening  seemed  as  if  it  would 
never  come  to  a  close.  Prances  sat  in  a  corner, 
occupied  with  her  own  thoughts,  and  Dudley  turned 
over  some  of  Mabel's  books,  reading  odd  chapters, 
and  wearily  asking  the  time  every  half-hour.  Mr. 
Hesketh  was  busy  in  making  up  some  accounts, 
and  sat  with  a  pile  of  ledgers  and  memorandum 
books  by  his  side  ;  but  he  seemed  to  be  working 
more  to  drown  thought,  than  anything  else.  They 
all  sadly  missed  Mabel,  who  had  generally  a  cheer- 
ful word,  or  smile,  but  she  was  better  at  Wood- 
bank,  until  they  were  more  settled  at  the  cottage, 
and  until  they  had  regained  a  portion  of  their 
usual  cheerfulness. 

Bedtime  came  at  last,  and  no  one  was  inclined 
to  defer  it.  Mr.  Hesketh  kissed  and  blessed  his 
children,  having  read  the  evening  prayers,  and  in 
silence  they  separated,  glad  to  lose  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  change  in  their  circumstances  in  sleep. 


CHAPTEE  ly. 

"  There  are  a  thousand  joyous  things  in  life, 
Which  pass  unheeded  in  a  life  of  joy 
As  thine  hath  been,  till  the  breezy  sorrow  comes 
To  ruffle  it ;  and  daily  duties  paid 
Hardly  at  first,  at  length  will  bring  repose 
To  the  sad  mind  that  studies  to  perform  them." 

Talfourd's  Tragedies. 

The  worst  was  past.  The  Priory  was  gone,  and 
it  would  be  wrong  any  longer  to  indulge  in  use- 
less regrets.  The  protracted  suffering  of  the  last 
inonth,  the  lingering  leave-taking,  the  feeling  that 
it  was  all  passing  slowly  away  from  their  hands 
into  those  of  strangers,  and  that  they  had  no  power 
to  prevent  it,  had  been  endured,  and  was  over. 
Now  that  the  final  step  had  been  taken,  it  was 
easier  to  think  of  Northwode  Priory  as  Mr.  Col- 
lier's, for  the  anticipation  of  a  painful  event  is 
usually  worse  than  the  event  itself  During  the 
last  week  Mabel  had  been  living  in  the  past — 
dwelling  on  the  bright  days  she  had  spent  in  her 
home,  brooding  fondly  over  the  recollections  of  her 
mother  that  were  inseparably  interwoven  with  it, 
harrowing  her  feelings  by  contrasting  their  future 
home  with  their  past,  and  continually  reminding 
herself  that  it  would  never  again  be  their  home, 
that  in  a  few  short  days  it  would  be  gone  from 
them  for  ever ! 

Now,  the  case  was  different ;  the  past  must  be 
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forgotten,  and  the  present  and  future  must  take 
its  place.  It  was  well  for  them  all,  that  there  was 
much  to  be  thought  of,  and  settled,  for  active  em- 
ployment is  the  best  specific  against  grief  and  de- 
pression. Mabel  felt  this;  she  had  prayed  for 
strength  of  mind  as  well  as  body,  and  knew  that 
work,  and  thought  for  others,  would  soonest  bring 
her  contentment.     She  felt  that 

"  When  sorrow  all  our  heart  would  ask 
We  need  not  shun  our  daily  task, 

And  hide  ourselves  for  calm  ; 
The  herbs  we  seek  to  heal  our  woe 
Familiar  by  our  pathway  grow, 

Our  common  air  is  balm." 

During  the  first  few  days  at  Woodbank  she 
gained  strength  rapidly,  and  bid  a  final  adieu  to 
the  sofa,  although  she  was  not  allowed  to  walk,  or 
exert  herself  much.  She  was  very  anxious  to  get 
to  the  cottage,  for  during  her  father's  visits  she 
saw  that  he  got  more  and  more  out  of  spirits,  and 
Dudley  observed  to  her  that  Frances'  querulous, 
disagreeable  spirit  seemed  returning  in  full  force. 
But  Dora  was  loath  to  hear  of  parting  with  her, 
for  she  did  not  like  to  trouble  William  much  with 
her  household  fears  for  the  future,  and  was  glad 
to  pour  them  forth  to  Mabel. 

''You  don't  know  what  a  bad  manager  I  am, 
May,"  she  observed  one  day.  '*  I  never  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  housekeeping  till  I  married,  and 
since  then,  when  I  have  been  worried  with  ac- 
counts, William  has  always  said,  '  Oh !  never 
mind  troubling  yourself  about  the  pence ;  thank 
goodness,  we  have  no  need  to  consider  them  !'  And 
now  that  economy  is  necessary,  I  know  nothing  in 
the  world  about  it." 

*'But  necessity  will  soon  teach  you,"  replied 
Mabel.     "  I  feel  very  glad,   now,  that  I  had  so 
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mucb  to  do  with  it  at  the  Priory,  and  if  you  will 
take  it,  you  shall  always  have  my  experience." 

"  Do  preach  to  me,  and  tell  me  how  I  am  to  set 
about  it." 

*'Well,  I  suppose  economy  consists  chiefly  in 
having  no  superfluous  servants.  I  have  always 
fancied  you  a  little  extravagant  in  that  respect, 
Dora." 

"  I  thought  I  should  have  to  dismiss  some  ;  in 
fact,  I  gave  Anne  warning  as  soon  as  I  heard  it 
would  be  needful  to  retrench." 

"  Then  there  are  other  ways  of  economising — 
living  very  simply,  and  dressing  plainly.  We  will 
begin  by  making  all  the  children's  frocks  and 
pelisses,  so  as  to  avoid  a  milliner's  bill." 

"  I  am  afraid  I  should  frighten  you  if  I  told  you 
what  Miss  Luscombe's  bill  was  last  year.  But 
William  likes  to  see  them  dressed  well,  and  that 
worked  flouncing  is  so  expensive  !" 

"  By  and  by,  when  there  is  more  time,  we  will 
embroider  their  dresses  ourselves,  but,  at  present, 
plain  things  must  be  the  order  of  the  day." 

"  Oh !  I  am  ready  to  do  anything,  dear  Mabel, 
if  you  will  only  show  me  the  way.  But  how  are 
we  to  make  dresses  ?  I  never  attempted  such  a 
thing." 

"  It  is  very  easy  to  copy  patterns,  and  you  have 
many  nice  ones  at  present." 

"  Well ;  I  am  quite  determined  to  do  my  best. 
I  shall  give  up  Miss  Luscombe,  until  we  are  better 
ofi",  and  wear  only  straw  bonnets,  which  I  can  trim 
myself.  If  I  am  not  a  good  manager,  it  will  be 
from  want  of  knowledge,  and  not  from  want  of 
will.  May." 

"  Indeed,  I  am  sure  of  that,"  said  Mabel,  affec- 
tionately, "  and  together  we  shall  do  great  things. 
Has  Mr.  Lushington  agreed  with  William  to  take 
the  pony-carriage  ?" 
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"  Yes,  but  William  says  it  will  be  at  a  consider- 
able sacrifice.  However,  I  console  myself  with 
thinking,  that,  if  we  had  kept  it  another  month  in 
the  hope  of  a  higher  offer,  it  would  have  cost  us 
more  than  the  difference.  We  have  told  Greorge 
to  look  out  for  another  place,  and  I  am  hoping  Dr. 
Grrainger  may  take  him." 

"  I  should  be  very  glad  if  he  did." 

"  What  we  are  to  do  about  a  house  I  can't  think. 
Mrs.  Allen's  is  the  only  available  one,  and  it  is 
rather  out  of  the  way  for  a  lawyer's  office." 

*'  I  don't  think  it  would  do.  The  Milfords  have 
been  talking  of  leaving  ever  since  Anna  Milford 
married.  She  wants  them  to  settle  near  her,  and 
I  think  it  very  probable  they  will  do  so.  That 
house  would  just  suit  you." 

"  It  would,  I  suppose  ;  but  what  should  we  do 
without  a  garden  for  the  children  ?  To  look  out 
upon  the  market-place,  too !  O  May  !  how  dif- 
ferent from  Woodbank  I" 

"  Our  circumstances  are  different.  Comfort 
yourself  with  the  reflection  that  it  is  only  market 
day  once  a-week,  and  that  the  house  doesn't  exactly 
face  the  market-place.  When  I  find  it  hard  to 
bring  my  ideas  down,  Dora,  I  think  of  Mr.  Chase 
in  his  tiny  lodgings,  looking  out  on  the  butcher's 
shop.  After  all,  we  are  not  better  than  he  is,  and 
what  is  good  enough  for  him,  ought  to  be  good 
enough  for  us." 

"But  he  has  never  been  in  good  circumstances," 
sighed  Dora. 

"  I  think  that  is  false  reasoning.  There  must 
be  something  wrong,  if  prosperity  unfits  us  for  ad- 
versity." 

"  But,  Mabel  dear,  it  is  the  case  with  every 
one." 

"  Not  with  every  one ;  and  I  still  persist  in 
thinking,  there  must  be  something  not  quite  right, 
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when  such  is  the  case.  Consider,  Dora,  if  a  per- 
son lent  you  a  beautiful  house  and  grounds  for 
some  years,  and  then  said  he  was  unable  to  con- 
tinue to  do  so,  don't  you  think  you  would  be 
acting  very  wrongly,  if  you  were  unwilling  to 
leave,  and  grumbled  at  being  forced  to  choose  a 
residence  suited  to  your  means  ?" 

"  Yes,  but  I  don't  see  how  this  applies  to  the 
case  in  question." 

"  It  does ;  prosperity  is  only  lent  to  us,  and  if 
it  is  withdrawn,  we  have  no  right  to  murmur." 

*'  I  still  think  it  is  natural." 

"  But,  dear  Dora,  this  is  your  excuse  for  every- 
thing. Most  of  our  faults  are  natural,  but  we  are 
not  the  less  bound  to  conquer  them." 

"  Then  am  I  to  suppose  you  have  left  the  Priory 
without  regret  ?" 

"O,  Dora!"  Mabel  paused  for  a  moment,  for 
the  question  had  been  inconsiderate,  and  she  felt 
inclined  to  cry  at  such  a  supposition  having  been 
hinted.  "  I  did  feel  it,  no  one  knows  how  much  ; 
but  I  hope  I  shall  not  let  my  regret  unfit  me  for 
what  I  have  to  do.  In  addition  to  this,  recollect, 
that  if  you  should  have  the  Milfords'  house,  you 
will  be  living  in  greater  comfort,  and  in  a  far  bet- 
ter situation,  than  we  shall  be  in  at  the  cottage." 

"Dear  May,  I  am  sorry,"  said  Dora,  caressing 
her.  "  It  was  a  foolish  question,  and  you  must  try 
to  forget  it." 

The  door  opened,  and  Frances  entered.  "  Good 
morning,  Dora ;  do  you  feel  better  to-day.  May  ? 
I  came  to  ask  when  you  are  coming  to  the  cottage. 
Papa  and  Dudley  are  so  hard  to  please,  and  Judith 
is  so  perverse  and  unmanageable,  that  you  had  bet- 
ter come  and  see  what  you  can  do." 

Mabel  was  a  little  upset  by  Frances'  old,  cool, 
displeased  manner,  but  fearful  of  irritating  her,  she 
replied,  quietly, 
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*'  I  am  glad  you  are  come,  because  now  we  can 
arrange  it.     I  feel  quite  able  to  move." 

"  Do  stay  till  the  last  moment,  May,"  said  Dora. 
"  It  is  such  a  pleasure  to  have  you  here,  and  think 
of  that  damp,  fresh-painted  house!" 

"  How  do  you  know  it  is  damp  and  fresh-painted, 
Dora  ?"  asked  Frances,  turning  round  upon  her. 
"  I  didn't  know  you  had  been  inside  it." 

"Nor  have  I,"  replied  Dora,  a  little  ashamed,  for 
having  had  Mabel,  she  had  felt  no  inclination  to 
visit  the  cottage,  although  they  had  been  settled 
there  nearly  a  week.  "  But  I  have  heard  about  it 
constantly." 

"  Not  correctly,  it  seems,  for  it  is  not  at  all 
damp,  and  the  smell  of  paint  is  nearly  gone.  In- 
deed, three  of  the  rooms  have  not  been  painted  at 
all,  so  I  don't  see  why  Mabel  need  fear." 

"  I  don't  fear,"  said  Mabel,  hastily.  "  I  think  I 
had  better  go  to-morrow,  while  you  still  have  the 
pony-carriage,  Dora,  for  I  don't  think  I  could  walk 
so  far  yet." 

"  Of  course  not ;  if  you  settle  to  go,  William  will 
drive  you,"  said  Dora. 

"  Papa  is  at  the  office  with  William,"  observed 
Frances  to  Mabel.  "  They  are  looking  over  papers 
and  different  things,  and  trying  to  arrange  about 
the  business." 

"  I  have  had  several  of  the  school-girls  here  to- 
day, Frances,"  said  Mabel.  "Papa  told  me  to  do 
what  I  thought  right  about  a  servant,  and  Judith 
agrees  with  me  in  thinking  a  girl  will  be  sufficient 
for  the  present." 

"  You  might  have  consulted  me,  I  think,"  said 
Frances,  in  a  displeased  tone. 

"  So  I  should  if  I  had  been  able  to  see  you,  but 
when  I  spoke  to  you  on  the  subject,  before  leaving 
the  Priory,  you  said  you  really  couldn't  trouble 
yourself  about  such  matters." 
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"I  daresay  I  was  busy  at  the  time,  but  you 
mustn't  forget,  May,  that  I  am  older  than  you,  and 
more  likely  to  understand  these  things." 

"  Dear  Frances,  I  only  wish  for  us  to  act  to- 
gether in  everything,  and  you  needn't  fear  my  tak- 
ing more  authority  than  you  think  fit  to  give  me. 
I  hope  you  will  like  what  I  have  done,  for  I  have 
almost  engaged  Eachel  Saunders,  and  she  is  to 
come  for  a  week  on  trial." 

In  spite  of  the  gentle,  winning  tone,  Prances 
looked  annoyed.  "  I  don't  like  Rachel,  she  is  an 
awkward-looking,  unpolished  girl.  I  think  Ma- 
rianne Evans  would  do  much  better." 

*'  Mr.  Chase  had  to  punish  her  for  stealing  ap- 
ples about  two  months  ago,"  said  Mabel.  "  She  is 
always  getting  into  scrapes  from  her  wild,  flighty 
ways." 

"  You  are  so  prejudiced,"  said  Frances.  "  The 
fact  of  Mr.  Chase  disliking  her  is  in  her  favour,  I 
think.  He  dislikes  all  who  have  a  little  energy 
and  spirit." 

Mabel  made  no  reply,  but  presently  she  said, 

"  At  all  events  you  will  let  Rachel  come  for  a 
week,  won't  you  ?  If  we  find  her  awkward  and 
clumsy,  we  can  change  afterwards.  Judith  is  very 
much  pleased  with  her  appearance." 

But  Frances  was  jealous  of  her  position  as  elder 
sister,  and  resolved  to  have  her  own  way.  "  If  you 
are  going  to  usurp  all  authority  at  once,  May,  you 
can  have  Rachel  Saunders.  I  have  expressed  my 
preference  for  Marianne  Evans." 

Mabel  looked  sadly  vexed.  She  had  joined  with 
Mr.  Chase  in  openly  reprimanding  Marianne  for  her 
dishonesty,  and  it  would  be  rewarding  bad  conduct, 
if  she  were  to  be  singled  out  from  the  whole  school 
for  the  situation.  She  had  a  presentiment,  too, 
that  Judith  and  Marianne  would  never  get  on  to- 
gether; the  Evanses  were  all  impertinent,  dressy 
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people,  irregular  at  Church,  and  disrespectful  to 
the  clergy. 

"  Let  us  ask  papa's  advice,"  she  suggested. 
"  You  don't  know  as  much  of  the  family  as  I  do,  or 
you  would  see  that  it  would  be  a  great  risk  to  take 
her.  Won't  you  choose  some  other  girl,  for  I  will 
willingly  give  up  Eachel?" 

*'  Some  other  girl  that  meets  with  your,  and  Mr. 
Chase's  approbation,"  repeated  Frances,  sarcas- 
tically. '*  If  papa  chooses  me  to  keep  house  for 
him,  I  must  not  be  interfered  with.  However,  we 
will  appeal  to  him,  and  he  shall  decide  between  us." 

"  No,  no,  dearest  Frances,"  exclaimed  Mabel,  in 
great  distress.  ''What  is  there  to  decide?  I 
haven't  the  slightest  wish  to  interfere.  You  shall 
do  as  you  please,  only  spare  poor  papa,  when  he 
has  so  much  to  make  him  sad  and  anxious." 

"As  you  please.  May,  but  it  is  of  no  use  having 
two  heads.  If  I  am  to  be  manager,  I  must  have  no 
interference.  At  the  Priory  I  submitted  quietly, 
for  Aunt  Anne  was  head  of  all,  but  now  the  case 
is  different." 

Mabel  was  very  much  hurt ;  it  seemed  as  if  all 
her  efforts  had  been  thrown  away — all  her  silent 
work  for  Frances  wasted.  She  had  expected  to 
toil  unnoticed,  to  do  the  labour,  while  others  took 
the  credit,  but  in  return  for  this  she  had  hoped,  if 
not  for  gratitude,  at  least  for  her  sister's  love ;  and 
all  in  vain.     The  verse  came  into  her  mind, 

"  Nor  grieve  we  if  they  seem  to  die, 

Our  fragrant  deeds — as  flowers  forgotten  pine  ; 

'Tis  good  beneath  the  Cross  to  lie, 

While  earthly  pomps  flit  idly  by, 

With  hope  in  Christ  among  the  happy  stars  to  shine." 

Yet  it  was  an  especially  unkind  time  to  choose 
for  such  treatment,  when  they  were  all  broken 
down  by  suffering,  and  Mabel,  herself,  far  from  re- 

II.  E 
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covered  from  her  late  illness.  She  had  ventured  to 
hope  lately  from  Frances'  gentle  and  kind  inter- 
course with  her,  that  she  was  changing  for  the  bet- 
ter, but  now  it  proved  to  have  been  only  a  temporary 
impulse,  under  the  fear  of  losing  her.  When  once 
temper  gained  the  better  of  her,  she  was  beyond 
her  own  control,  and  Mabel  sighed  to  think  how 
very  uncomfortable,  in  every  respect,  her  father 
must  find  his  home.  This  interview  decided  her 
more  than  ever  on  returning  to  them  the  next  day. 
She  resolved  that  it  would  be  best  to  yield  about 
the  little  servant,  and  let  Frances  please  herself, 
for  her  father's  happiness  must  be  her  first  con- 
sideration, and  for  this  reason  everything  like  a 
quarrel  must  be  avoided.  Forbearance,  and  gentle, 
unostentatious  w^orkiug  for  peace  and  quiet,  could 
alone  further  her  object,  and  she  must  place  her 
impulses  under  restraint,  to  bear  unmurmuringly 
with  Frances'  injustice,  and  love  of  power.  "I 
suppose  it  is  right  that  I  should  have  crosses," 
sighed  poor  May  to  herself,  "  and  this  is  nothing  to 
what  has  passed." 

"I  will  arrange  about  the  servant,"  observed 
Frances,  with  a  determined,  managing  air.  "I 
shall  go  to  the  school  on  my  way  home,  where  I 
can  see  the  two  girls  and  decide.  You  had  better 
come  to-morrow,  before  it  gets  dusk.  May,  as  the 
evenings  are  damp  and  chilly." 

"  I  want  to  ask  you  one  thing  more,"  said  Mabel. 
"  How  do  you  like  the  cottage  ?  Is  it  getting  more 
comfortable,  and  like  home  ?" 

"We  are  living  in  one  room,"  replied  Frances  ; 
"the  drawing-room  is  not  ready  yet,  and  it  has 
been  spoilt  by  the  paper.  Papa  took  upon  himself 
to  choose  all  the  papers  without  consulting  any  one, 
and  the  drawing-room  has  nothing  but  a  bed-room 
paper — a  green  thing  with  chocolate  flowers." 

"  He  thought  we  couldn't  afford  more,  I  sup- 
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pose,"  replied  Mabel.  "  I  am  glad  it  is  green  ; 
pictures  look  so  well  on  a  green  paper." 

*'  I  hope  we  shall  have  no  visitors  till  it  is  ready. 
The  dining-room  with  that  vulgar  paper  is  unbear- 
able,, and  so  small,  one  can  scarcely  walk  round  the 
table.     Well,  good-bye  ;  I  have  no  time  to  waste." 

"  You  are  wonderfully  patient,  May,"  said  Dora, 
when  she  was  gone.  "  It  is  happy  for  Frances 
that  neither  William  nor  Dudley  were  present. 
They  wouldn't  have  borne  it  as  quietly  for  you,  as 
you  have  done  for  yourself." 

"  She  is  my  sister,"  said  Mabel,  shortly,  for  she 
could  not  hear  Frances  criticised  even  by  Dora. 
"  It  is  not  our  nature  to  be  quick-tempered,  so  I 
suppose  we  cannot  judge  of  all  she  has  to  try  her." 

In  the  middle  of  the  next  day,  William  drove 
Mabel  to  the  cottage.  It  was  the  first  time  she 
had  seen  it  since  it  had  been  fixed  upon  for  their 
residence,  but  she  remembered  it  well,  and  was  re- 
solved not  to  be  disappointed.  Judith,  with  a 
cloudy  brow,  came  to  meet  her  at  the  door,  no  one 
else  being  at  home ;  but  as  it  was  almost  dinner- 
time, she  said  she  expected  them  immediately. 
Mabel's  first  act  was  to  go  over  the  rooms,  and  she 
was  tolerably  well  satisfied  with  all. 

"I'm  right  glad  you're  come,  Miss  May,"  ob- 
served Judith.  "It's  more  than  flesh  and  blood 
can  stand,  to  be  ordered  about  by  Miss  Trances,  as 
if  one  were  no  better  than  a  niggar- slave." 

"  Never  mind,  we  shall  work  together  now,  Ju- 
dith ;  and  when  the  little  girl  comes  we  shall  get 
on  famously." 

"  No  such  thing,  Miss  May.  We  should  be 
better  off*  by  ourselves  than  to  have  that  noisy, 
romping  girl,  Marianne  Evans,  about  the  house." 

"Then  she  is  really  coming,"  said  Mabel,  sadly. 
"  We  must  be  patient,  Judith,  and  it  will  all  clear 
off",  by  and  by." 
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"  By  and  by,  when  tlie  liouse  is  topsy-turvy,  and 
master  driven  out  of  his  mind,  what  with  one  and 
another !" 

"Is  he  in  bad  spirits,  Judith  ?" 

"  What  else  should  he  be  in,  with  Miss  Prances 
worrying  from  morning  till  night  ?  There's  no 
pleasing  her.  The  house  is  too  small,  and  the 
doors  don't  fit  tight,  and  the  papers  are  ugly,  and 
the  chimneys  smoke !  That's  what  poor  master 
hears  of  from  morning  to  night,  till  he's  glad  to 
get  out  of  the  place." 

"  Poor  papa  !     However,  he  has  Dudley." 

"  Better  if  he  hadn't,  when  those  two  are  quar- 
relling all  day  long.  I  have  never  seen  Miss  Prances 
so  bad  before ;  and  there  comes  she,  who  knows 
nothing  in  the  world  about  management,  to  lec- 
ture me,  and  call  me  extravagant,  and  a  bad  mana- 
ger, and  I  don't  know  what  besides.  If  it  wasn't 
for  you,  Miss  May,  I  should  have  been  off  before 
this." 

*'  Hush,  Judith,  you  mustn't  speak  so  of  my  sis- 
ter. She  means  well,  only  she  is  mistaken.  "We 
will  let  her  be  head,  and  manage  so  well  ourselves, 
that  she  shall  have  nothing  to  find  fault  with.  How 
is  the  kitchen,  and  your  bedroom  upstairs  ?" 

^'Well  enough,  thank  you.  Miss  May.  How 
you're  going  to  have  the  same  room  as  Miss 
Prances,  I  can't  think.  She'll  worry  you  back 
into  the  fever,  before  the  night  is  over." 

"  Oh !  no,  she  won't,"  said  Mabel,  smiling. 
"  She  has  been  very,  very  kind  to  me  during  my 
illness,  and  I  shall  never  forget  it.  But,  for  dear 
papa's  sake,  Judith,  you  must  bear  with  these  an- 
noyances. Think  what  he  has  gone  through,  and 
how  ill  he  looks  !" 

Having  partially  succeeded  in  pacifying  Judith, 
Mabel  returned  to  the  dining-room.  In  spite  of 
all   Judith's  efforts,  the  appearance  of  the  room 
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was  depressing  in  the  extreme,  for  Judith  had 
never  cooked  a  dinner,  or  spread  a  table-cloth  in 
her  life  before,  and  the  contrast  to  the  Priory  din- 
ing-room, and  dinner-table,  was  painfully  striking. 
No  wonder  Mr.  Hesketh  felt  the  discomfort  of 
his  home.  But  Mabel  preferred  acting  to  thinking. 
The  fine  lady  must  be  thrown  aside,  and  nothing 
that  could  add  to  her  father's  comfort  could  be  be- 
neath her  dignity.  The  fire  was  made  up  and 
stirred  into  a  blaze,  the  hearth  swept,  the  rumpled 
table-cloth  was  smoothed  by  her  small,  white  hands, 
the  knives  and  forks  placed  straight.  Sundry  books, 
that  were  piled  on  one  another  on  the  mantel- 
piece, were  laid  tidily  on  the  chiffonier,  and  a  bunch 
of  Woodbank  flowers,  that  was  hidden  behind  the 
lamp,  was  brought  forward,  and  made  to  take  the 
place  of  the  books.  Eound  the  room  she  went, 
straightening  chairs,  and  carrying  order  in  her 
touch,  and  scarcely  had  she  finished,  when  the 
opening  of  the  front  door  announced  their  return. 

She  sprang  forward  to  meet  them,  and  was 
folded  in  her  father's  arms.  "My  darling  May! 
This  is  a  pleasure  indeed.  How  long  have  you 
been  here  ?" 

"About  a  quarter  of  an  hour,"  said  Mabel,  re- 
turning her  brother's  and  sister's  greetings.  "  I  am 
agreeably  surprised  to  find  it  looking  so  clean  and 
cheerful !" 

"  It  will  look  cheerful  to  us  all,  now  you  are 
come,"  said  her  father.  "  The  very  room  looks 
different,  already." 

Mabel  noticed  the  expression  of  jealous  gloom, 
that  overcast  her  sister's  face,  and  hastened  to 
change  the  subject. 

"  Dinner  is  waiting ;  shall  I  ring  the  bell,  and 
then  it  will  be  ready  by  the  time  you  have  taken 
off"  your  bonnet  ?" 

"  If  you  please.   Have  you  been  upstairs,  May  ?" 
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"Yes,  and  I  like  everything.  The  rooms  are 
not  nearly  so  dark  as  I  expected." 

"  Because  it  is  a  bright  day.  "Wait  till  we  have 
some  rain." 

"  Well,  then  we  will  have  a  bright  fire.  Have 
you  begun  business  with  "William,  yet,  papa?" 

"  Tes,  my  dear,  such  as  there  is  to  do ;  but  his 
business,  at  present,  is  a  mere  farce." 

"  I  suppose  so,  but  when  it  is  found  that  busi- 
ness will  really  be  attended  to,  we  shall  see  a 
great  difference." 

"  I  hope  we  shall,"  replied  Mr.  Hesketh,  in  a 
sanguine  tone  of  voice.  "  I  see  a  change  in  "William, 
already.  He  is  beginning  to  perceive,  that  those 
who  would  earn  money  must  work  for  it." 

"  And  what  about  you,  Dudley  ?  Is  anvthing 
decided?" 

*'  We  have  almost  settled  that  he  is  to  go  to  my 
old  friend  Colby,"  observed  Mr.  Hesketh.  "  That 
is  to  say,  we  have  not  exactly  decided,  for  he  would 
require  a  considerable  allowance,  and  although 
Trances  thinks  we  could  manage  it,  I  feel  doubt- 
ful. But  there  are  great  advantages — it  is  a  good 
firm,  and  Colby  writes  most  kindly." 

"  We  will  manage  it,"  said  Mabel.  *'  I  suppose 
this  allowance  would  not  have  to  continue  very  long." 

"  That  depends  upon  circumstances.  I  am  con- 
fident Colby  would  do  all  in  his  power  to  advance 
him,  and  it  seems  a  promising  opening." 

'*  When  does  Mr.  Colby  wish  him  to  go  to  Lon- 
don ?" 

"  As  soon  as  possible,  but  we  must  be  cautious, 
May.  Eecollect  that  William  and  Dora  have 
scarcely  anything  to  trust  to,  and  can  we  fairly 
spare  this  to  Dudley  ?" 

"I  think  so,  papa,"  said  May,  deliberately.  "I 
think,  too,  that,  with  great  care,  we  shall  be  able 
to  help  William  also.      Then,  although  his  busi- 
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uess  is  small  at  present,  we  must  have  faith  that 
industry  will  be  rewarded,  and  this  seems  a  great 
thing  for  Dudley." 

'*  There — you  may  thank  your  sister  for  it, 
Dudley,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh.  "  I  should  have  been 
afraid  to  promise  it  you  on  my  own  responsibility, 
but  if  she  says  she  will  manage  it,  I  know  she 
will." 

Dudley  kissed  her,  but  said  little.  He  was 
thinking  of  Geraldine,  and  the  prospects  he  had 
valued  so  lightly.  "What  would  he  give  now  to  be 
going  to  Oxford  instead  of  London  ?  But  he  had 
neglected  his  advantages,  and  they  had  been  with- 
drawn. 

The  dinner  was  comfortless  and  ill-served.  Ju- 
dith was  no  cook,  and  seemed  a  good  deal  flurried 
at  having  so  much  to  do  ;  and  Mabel  resolved  to 
train  Marianne  Evans  to  wait,  both  for  the  sake  of 
order,  and  to  spare  Judith.  She  felt  very  much 
for  her  father,  who  looked  stern  and  ill  at  ease,  and 
was  evidently  thinking  of  Northwode  Priory,  and 
his  well-arranged  table  and  servants.  Frances  and 
Dudley  were  at  cross  purposes  all  dinner  time,  and 
not  all  May's  efl'orts  could  keep  the  conversation 
cheerful. 

Mr.  Hesketh  went  into  Peverstone  again  during 
the  afternoon,  and  Mabel  took  advantage  of  his 
absence  to  go  up  stairs,  and  lie  down,  for  she  felt 
very  much  tired  with  even  the  little  she  had  done, 
and  was  anxious  to  nurse  her  strength  for  the 
evening. 

About  six  o'clock  she  went  down  stairs,  and 
found  the  tea  prepared,  and  Frances  at  the  little 
side-table,  with  a  multitude  of  patterns  of  damask 
and  moreen,  spread  before  her. 

*'  AYhat  are  all  those  patterns  for  ?"  asked  Mabel, 
inquiring  in  as  little  interfering  a  tone  as  she 
could,  though  her  heart  misgave  her. 


56  NOETHWODE    PEIORT. 

"Fop  our  drawing-room  curtains  and  chair 
covers,"  replied  Frances.  "  Which  are  you  for, 
May  ?  Crimson  or  green,  or  shall  it  be  this  crim- 
son and  brown  ?  It  is  less  expensive  than  the 
others,  and  we  must  consider  economy." 

"They  are  all  pretty,"  said  Mabel,  doubtfully, 
"  but  I  thought  we  should  have  chintz.  You  know 
the  difference  will  be  considerable,  and  they  would 
wash." 

"  I  didn't  ask  you  what  you  thought  we  should 
have,  but  which  of  these  patterns  you  liked 
best." 

Mabel  hesitated — "Frances,  you  must  forgive 
me,  but  I  can't  help  speaking  plainly.  I  never 
wish  to  interfere,  but  you  must  remember  that  we 
have  made  ourselves  responsible  for  Dudley's  allow- 
ance, and  we  mustn't  think  of  damask  curtains, 
while  William  and  Dora,  and  those  two  poor  chil- 
dren, have  nothing  to  depend  upon." 

"The  crimson  and  brown  will  be  best,"  said 
Frances,  meditatively,  quietly  disregarding  Mabel's 
speech.  "  Now  I  think  of  it,  I  fancy  there  is  a  little 
brown  in  the  paper." 

Of  all  characters  in  the  world,  Frances'  was  one 
of  the  hardest  to  deal  with.  Mabel  felt  puzzled, 
but  she  would  not  give  up,  when  she  knew  she  was 
right. 

"  Frances,  is  this  kind  ?  Why  won't  you  listen 
to  me  ?  If  we  decide  upon  chintz,  we  can  make 
the  curtains  ourselves,  and,  indeed,  we  have  no 
money  to  spare.  You  shall  choose  and  buy,  and 
settle  everything,  but  do  listen  to  me." 

"Mabel,  if  you  wish  to  take  the  direction  of 
everything  yourself,  do  so,  but  understand,  once  for 
all,  that  I  will  bear  no  interference." 

"  Interference !  0,  Frances !  you  are  very  un- 
just. Are  we  not  to  con'sider  William  and  Dudley 
at  all  ?" 
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"  Are  we  to  deny  ourselves  everything,  in  order 
that  Dora  may  buy  eight-guinea  silk  dresses,  and 
velvet  bonnets  with  ostrich  feathers  ?" 

"  I  wish  you  had  heard  her  talk  yesterday  morn- 
ing. She  has  given  up  Miss  Luscombe,  and  is 
going  to  wear  the  plainest  dresses  and  bonnets, 
until  we  are  all  in  better  circumstances." 

"  I  am  glad  necessity  is  teaching  her  a  lesson 
she  ought  to  have  learned  long  ago." 

'•  In  common  justice  you  must  give  William  as 
much  blame  as  Dora.  He  always  urged  her  to 
dress  well,  and  bought  many  of  her  expensive 
dresses  himself." 

"The  folly  of  marrying  a  thoughtless  wife!" 
exclaimed  Prances. 

"  Don't  you  think  buying  damask,  when  chintz 
will  do,  is  very  much  like  the  folly  you  condemn  in 
Dora  r 

With  a  stately  air  Frances  rose,  and  left  the 
room,  thinking  it  best  to  express  her  displeasure 
silently,  and  in  a  dignified  manner.  Mabel  kept 
back  the  tears  that  would  fain  have  gathered  in  her 
eyes,  and  turned  to  the  tea-table,  to  see  whether  it 
was  well  arranged.  There  was  the  same  appear- 
ance of  bare  discomfort,  that  she  had  noticed  be- 
fore, but  if  a  remedy  was  to  be  found,  May  was  the 
person  to  find  it,  and  when  Mr.  Hesketh  came  in 
soon  afterwards,  he  found  the  lamp  lit,  the  kettle 
singing,  his  chair  placed  by  the  table  near  the  fire, 
and  his  usual  plate  of  toast  ready,  though  he  soon 
saw  that  it  had  been  procured  at  the  expense  of 
Mabel's  burning  cheeks. 

Dudley  had  remained  at  Woodbank,  and  Frances 
came  down  to  tea  late,  and  was  much  displeased  to 
find  May  had  taken  her  post  as  tea-maker,  and 
although  the  place  was  resigned  immediately,  it 
formed  an  excuse  for  still  further  ill-humour.  For- 
tunately, however,  she  was  inclined  to  be  silent, 
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and  Mabel  hoped  the  damask  was  forgotten,  and 
that  the  point  would  be  yielded.  The  matter,  how- 
ever, was  settled  in  an  unexpected  manner. 

When  tea  had  been  removed,  Mr.  Hesketh  asked 
for  the  side-table,  that  he  might  arrange  his  papers 
there,  without  fear  of  disarrangement.  Judith 
brought  it  over,  covered  as  it  was  with  patterns. 
Por  one  moment  he  surveyed  them,  and  was  going 
to  remove  them,  when  an  idea  seemed  to  occur  to 
him. 

"What  are  these  for?"  he  asked,  "May,  are 
they  your  property  ?" 

"They  are  mine,"  said  Frances,  advancing  to 
claim  them. 

"  What  are  they  for,  my  dear  ?" 

"  Simply  patterns,  papa,  for  curtains." 

"  Tor  ourselves  ?  I  hope  you  are  considering 
the  expense.     Are  they  absolutely  necessary  ?" 

"  I  never  heard  of  a  drawing-room  without  cur- 
tains," replied  Frances,  shortly. 

"  You  mistake  me ;  I  know  we  must  have  cur- 
tains, but  the  less  expensive  the  better." 

"  The  pattern  I  have  decided  upon  is  a  bargain." 

"  Tell  me  what  the  whole  expense  will  be." 

Frances  made  a  guess  at  what  she  imagined  they 
would  cost. 

"  You  mustn't  think  of  it,  my  love.  If  we  run 
up  bills,  we  shall  bitterly  rue  it,  when  the  time  for 
paying  them  arrives.  Is  there  no  cheaper  material 
that  would  do  as  well  ?" 

"Ask  Mabel;  she  is  a  better  manager  than  I 
am,"  and  the  patterns  were  indignantly  tossed  down 
upon  the  table.  Mr.  Hesketh  took  no  notice,  and 
quietly  turned  to  his  younger  daughter. 

"  You  see  the  necessity  for  economy.  May.  As 
soon  as  you  can  send  to  Denby's,  get  some  less  ex- 
pensive patterns,  and  we  can  see  whether  they  will 
do." 
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"Frances  will  do  it  to-morrow,  I  daresay,"  ob- 
served Mabel.  "  She  is  the  proper  person  to 
arrange  these  things,  because  she  is  the  elder." 

"  Excuse  me,  you  must  manage  your  own  affairs, 
Mabel." 

No  more  was  said.  Mr.  Hesketh  became  en- 
grossed in  his  papers,  and  Judith  came  early  to 
recommend  Mabel  to  go  to  bed.  Whether  Mr. 
Hesketh  reprimanded  Frances,  or  not,  May  could 
not  tell,  but  when  she  came  up  stairs,  she  was  more 
haughty  and  sullen  than  ever. 

A  long  visit  from  Mr.  Chase  broke  the  monotony 
of  the  next  day.  He  brought  a  short  letter  from 
Mina,  written  in  ink,  for  she  was  better,  and 
allowed  to  sit  up.  It  was,  as  usual,  sympathising 
and  kind,  and  Mabel  observed,  when  she  had  fin- 
ished it,  "  that  she  always  felt  better  after  one 
of  Mina's  letters." 

Mr.  Chase  seldom  spoke  of  other  people  or 
carried  about  gossip,  but  before  leaving,  he  said — 

"  I  must  tell  you  how  strong  the  feeling  in  Pever- 
stone  is  against  Mr.  Collier's  proceedings.  Mr.  Erie 
even  sought  an  interview  for  the  purpose  of  expos- 
tulating with  him,  but  found  him  so  hard  and  inex- 
orable, that  he  came  away  disgusted.  Dr.  Grainger 
has  refused  to  attend  him  after  such  conduct,  for 
he  says  such  ill-gotten  wealth  is  best  kept  to  him- 
self. Indeed,  popular  feeling  is  such,  that  for  the 
present  he  will  find  Peverstone  a  good  deal  changed 
towards  him.  But  this  will  not  continue;  the  ex- 
isting state  of  society  is  such  that  wealth  will  in- 
variably get  friends  and  followers — friends,  such  as 
they  are, — but  depend  upon  it  they  are  not  like  the 
friends  of  the  poor  man.  The  Lushingtous  and 
Mrs.  G-rahame  defend  him,  as  also  do  some  others, 
though  on  what  plea  I  can't  imagine." 

"  Papa  will  be  very  much  gratified  by  these 
proofs  of  friendship.     Dr.  Grainger  is  one  of  the 
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very  few  true-hearted,  unmercenary  persons,  that 
one  can  feel  sure  of." 

Much  more  Mr.  Chase  might  have  told  of  the 
state  of  public  feeling  in  Peverstone,  but  he  knew 
so  well,  that  public  feeling  was,  at  best,  fluctuating 
and  uncertain,  that  he  judged  it  more  wise  to  re- 
frain. 

"When  he  returned  home,  his  landlady  put  a  let- 
ter into  his  hand,  with  the  observation, 

"  The  postman  was  very  sorry  to  have  been  so 
careless,  sir,  but  this  letter  had  got  in  between  the 
newspapers  in  his  basket,  and  he  has  only  just 
found  it." 

"  Never  mind  ;  I  don't  think  it  is  of  much  con- 
sequence," replied  Mr.  Chase,  examining  the  hand- 
writing, which  was  unknown  to  him,  and  trying  to 
decipher  the  illegible  postmark. 

When  he  reached  his  room  he  broke  the  seal, 
expecting  to  find  a  printed  circular,  or  something 
of  the  same  kind.  To  his  surprise,  however,  he 
found  that  it  commenced,  "My  dear  Chase:"  he, 
turned  to  the  signature,  and  read  the  name  "  Wil- 
liam Mountford,"  and  instantly  recollected  a  col- 
lege friend  of  that  name,  of  whom  he  had  seen 
nothing  for  some  years.  He  knew  him  to  have 
been  called  to  the  bar  some  time  previously,  where, 
being  highly  connected,  and  possessed  of  good 
abilities,  he  seemed  likely  to  rise  to  some  eminence. 

The  letter  was  as  follows : 

"  Mt  dear  Chase, 

"  It  is  many  years  now  since  we  met,  and 
you  may  possibly  have  forgotten  the  fact  of  my 
existence,  but  that  I  have  not  behaved  in  such  an 
unfriendly  manner  by  you,  I  am  going  to  give  you  a 
substantial  proof.  I  have  heard  of  you  occasionally, 
and  learned  the  other  day,  with  regret,  that  you 
were  still  a  curate  on,  I  suppose,  somewhat  less  than 
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a  hundred  a-year !  Now,  although  we  used  to 
differ  slightly  in  our  views,  there  are  none  of  my 
college  acquaintance  for  whom  I  have  so  high  a 
respect,  or  whom  I  would  so  gladly  serve  as  your- 
self. A  capital  living  near  us,  in  the  gift  of  my 
uncle.  Lord  Moreton,  has  just  fallen  vacant  through 
the  promotion  of  the  incumbent,  and  my  uncle  has 
consulted  me  in  the  choice  of  a  new  rector.  You 
were  the  man  I  first  thought  of,  and  I  lose  no  time 
in  making  you  the  offer.  The  net  value  of  the 
living  is  somewhere  between  five  and  six  hundred 
a-year.  There  is  a  first-rate  house  and  garden,  and 
the  Church,  which  has  just  been  restored,  is  all  that 
could  be  desired,  and  stands  in  a  part  of  my  uncle's 
park.  Now,  my  dear  fellow,  will  you  have  it  ?  If 
so,  I  shall  be  rejoiced  at  obtaining  you  for  such  a 
near  neighbour.  But  there  is  one  point  on  which 
I  must  say  a  few  words.  If  I  remember  rightly, 
you  were  always  a  plain  spoken  individual,  and 
therefore  I  will  deal  by  you  in  the  same  way.  My 
uncle,  though  most  excellent  and  kind-hearted,  is  a 
man  of  strong  prejudices,  and  if  you  accept  the 
living  of  Broadstone,  I  tell  you  frankly  that  you 
must  swallow  your  peculiar  notions,  for  Daily  Ser- 
vice and  weekly  Communion  will  not  meet  with  his 
approbation.  Indeed,  I  know  that  he  would  not 
willingly  give  the  living  to  a  man  holding  these 
views;  but  I  have  such  confidence  in  your  good 
sense,  that  I  feel  certain,  when  ease  and  independ- 
ence are  within  your  reach,  you  will  not  allow  these 
strait-laced  notions  upon  unimportant  subjects  to 
stand  in  your  way.  In  these  days,  when  even  in- 
cumbencies of  any  description  are  hard  to  get,  it  is 
useless  to  be  over-particular  about  minor  points, 
when  a  living  like  Broadstone  is  in  the  question. 
I  must  caution  you,  therefore,  if  you  come  here, 
against  expressing  your  opinions  before  my  uncle. 
The  custom  at  Broadstone  is  to  have  two  services 
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on  Sundays,  and  Communion  three  or  four  times 
a  year,  and  he  would  like  no  alterations.  Let  me 
hear  from  you  soon,  my  dear  Chase,  and  give  me  a 
satisfactory  answer. 

"  I  remain, 

♦*  Tour  sincere  friend, 
"  William  E.  Mounteord." 

The  letter  was  laid  down,  and  Mr.  Chase  walked 
silently  and  meditatively  to  the  window.  The 
close  street  and  butcher's  shop  met  his  view,  and 
the  sounds  of  the  customers  below  fell  on  his  ear. 
He  turned  back  upon  the  room — it  was  small,  ill- 
furnished,  crowded  with  books,  papers,  and  boxes. 
His  mind  wandered  to  the  Eectory  at  Broadstone, 
and  pictured  to  him  the  ease  and  affluence,  the  well 
furnished  library,  the  garden,  the  Church,  the 
park !  He  thought  of  bringing  Mina  there,  of  the 
bright,  fresh  country,  the  society  of  the  Mount- 
fords,  the  freedom  from  pecuniary  care  and  anx- 
iety. It  was  a  tempting  picture.  He  turned  his 
eyes  on  his  thin,  worn  coat,  and  thought  of  the 
keen  east  wind,  and  his  inability  to  afford  a 
warmer  one.  He  looked  at  the  hat,  that  lay  be- 
fore him,  it  was  brown,  and  worn,  with  honest 
use :  how  long  he  had  had  it !  Then  came  the 
thought  of  Broadstone  again — Broadstone  and 
Mina — ease  for  himself,  and  perhaps  prolonged 
life  for  her.  How  vividly  that  bright,  tempt- 
ing picture  contrasted  with  his  lonely,  toilsome 
life ! 

Then  rose  up  before  him  the  recollection  of  Ma- 
bel Hesketh  ;  her  pale,  saddened  face,  her  changed 
home.  She  had  sacrificed  home,  wealth,  position, 
everything,  because  she  would  not  do  evil  that 
good  might  come.  Was  she  not  an  example  to 
him  ?  Should  he  sacrifice  his  principles  for  the 
sake  of  ease  and  plenty  ?     Should  he,  God's  mi- 
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nister,  be  less  conscientious,  less  enduring,  than 
that  gentle,  fragile  girl  ?  What  was  ease,  or  wealth 
to  one,  whose  mission  it  was  to  work  amidst  want 
and  suffering  ?  With  regard  to  Mina,  she  was  in 
a  comfortable  home,  and  consideration  for  her  need 
not  influence  his  decision;  besides,  she  was  in 
God's  Hands,  and  affluence  might  undo  what  pain 
and  trial  had  worked  in  her.  She  was  contented, 
even  happy,  living  in  a  state  of  constant  prepara- 
tion for  the  hour,  that  would  take  her  from  suffer- 
ing and  temptation  to  rest  and  peace.  True,  it 
was  only  by  rigid  denial  of  every  self-indulgence, 
that  he  could  meet  even  the  moderate  expense  of 
Miss  Clayton's  establishment;  true,  his  life  was 
hard  and  destitute  of  love,  but  might  it  not  be  the 
thorny  path  which  his  Master  had  trodden  before 
him  ?  He  had  rejected  ease  and  wealth,  and  why 
should  His  servants  desire  that,  which  their  Loed 
had  scorned  ? 

No — it  must  be  considered  as  simply  a  question 
of  right  or  wrong — principle  against  inclination ; 
and  kneeling  on  the  floor,  he  prayed  that  he  might 
be  guided  in  the  decision,  that,  wealth,  in  itself, 
might  have  no  power  to  allure  him,  and  that  his 
high  calling,  and  the  true  performance  of  his  duty, 
might  be  his  first  thought. 

He  rose,  strong  and  resolved.  How  could  he 
feel  sure  of  not  falling  away,  if  he  voluntarily  placed 
himself  beyond  the  reach  of  Church  privileges  ? 
Were  it  a  field  for  hard,  unceasing  labour,  where 
he  might  hope  to  instil  his  principles  into  the 
minds  of  his  people,  the  case  would  be  different. 
But  it  was  not  so ;  Broadstone  he  knew  to  be  a 
place  almost  without  poor,  chiefly  composed  of 
tenants  and  labourers  of  Lord  Moreton's.  If  he  ac- 
cepted it,  he  must  first  virtually  pledge  himself  to 
conceal  his  principles,  he  could  never  preach  or 
teach  them.     He  could  never  impart  to  the  childreu 
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committed  to  his  keeping,  those  opinions  so  pre- 
cious to  himself.  How  would  he  be  able  to  render 
his  final  account,  if  he  had  neglected  what  he  be- 
lieved to  be  his  duty  ?  He  thought  of  the  text, 
"  What  shall  it  profit  a  man  if  he  gain  the  whole 
world,  and  lose  his  own  soul  ?"  Doubts  were  at  an 
end — the  temptation  had  ceased  to  be  a  temptation 
— Broadstone  must  never  be  his. 

Promptness  was  one  of  Mr.  Chase's  strong 
points;  he  never  delayed  anything  that  could  be 
done  at  once ;  and  it  was  this  rule  that  made  him 
take  his  writing-desk,  and  answer  the  letter  imme- 
diately. A  grateful  but  steady  refusal  of  the  ofier, 
with  the  reasons  fully  explained,  was  written;  it 
was  deliberately  folded,  directed,  and  sealed,  and 
his  resolution  never  wavered.  Then,  that  the 
question  might  be  finally  decided  and  put  away,  he 
took  the  letter  to  the  post,  and  when  this  was  done, 
he  returned  to  his  quiet,  unvaried  life  of  work  and 
self-denial,  as  composed,  and  as  little  unsettled,  as 
if  the  ofier  had  never  been  made.  The  wind  was  as 
keen  and  piercing  as  before,  but  he  could  smile  at 
his  thin,  worn  coat,  and  feel  that  he  was  happier 
and  safer  so,  than  in  the  Kectory  of  Broadstone. 

None  beside  Lord  Moreton,  and  William  Mount- 
ford,  knew  of  his  refusal — none,  save  GrOD  ;  but 
with  Him,  the  relinquishment  of  worldly  prosperity, 
because  it  could  not  be  obtained  consistently  with 
single-hearted  devotion  to  his  profession,  did  not 
pass  unnoticed.  And  if  it  was  to  meet  with  no 
worldly  reward — if  he  was  to  toil  on,  unthought  of, 
with  small  means,  and  few  earthly  blessings  to 
gladden  his  life,  yet  there  was  that  reserved  for 
God's  servants  in  another  world,  in  comparison 
with  which  all  temporal  privation  and  toil  appeared 
like  the  faint,  soft  glimmer  of  the  glow-worm,  by 
the  side  of  the  great  and  glorious,  and  life-giving 
sun. 


CHAPTEE  y. 

**  My  whole  life  have  I  lived  in  pleasant  thought, 
As  if  Life's  business  were  a  summer  mood  ; 
As  if  all  needful  things  would  come  unsought 
To  genial  faith,  still  rich  in  genial  good  ; 
But  how  call  he  expect  that  others  should 
Build  for  him,  sow  for  him,  and  at  his  call 
Love  him,  who  for  himself  will  take  no  heed  at  all  ?" 

WORDSWORTH. 

It  was  a  stormy  night ;  the  rain  beat  against  the 
windows,  and  the  wind  whistled  through  the  streets, 
and  round  the  houses.  Dora  sat  in  the  drawing- 
room  at  Woodbank,  with  her  eldest  child  for  a 
companion.  She  was  disposed  to  feel  sad  and  de- 
pressed, and  the  moaning  of  the  wind  prompted  her 
to  draw  closer  to  the  bright  fire,  and  coax  Willy  to 
her  knee,  that  she  might  be  more  sensible  of  his 
companionship.  A  sound  in  the  hall,  which  caught 
her  ear,  made  her  drive  away  melancholy  thoughts, 
and  look  up  cheerfully  ;  for  since  William  had  had 
anxieties  and  cares,  she  had  felt  that  he  ought  to 
find  a  cheerful  home,  and  a  smiling  wife,  on  his 
return  from  the  office. 

His  step  was  light  and  his  tone  was  brisk,  how- 
ever, when  he  entered.  "  Well,  Dora,  a  pleasant 
night,  isn't  it  ?  Why,  my  little  chap,  not  gone  to 
bed  yet !  You  think  you  are  company  for  mamma, 
I  suppose,  eh,  Willy  ?" 

The  child  looked  up,  and  uttered  his  father's 

II.  F 


66  NOETHWODE   PEIOET. 

name,  and  was  instantly  hoisted  up  on  the  tall 
shoulder,  danced  round  the  room  once  or  twice, 
and  finally  raced  off"  with  to  the  nursery,  laughing 
and  screaming,  where  he  was  deposited  on  his 
nurse's  lap,  while  his  father  returned  to  the  draw- 
ing-room. 

"How  are  matters  flourishing?"  asked  Dora, 
when  her  husband  had  seated  himself  by  her  side, 
and  given  a  preliminary  poke  to  the  fire. 

"  We  can't  expect  much  yet,  I  suppose,  but  I 
am  sanguine  about  the  future.  Having  my  father 
will  be  the  making  of  me.  It  was  a  capital  thought 
of  May'^s.  You  have  no  idea  how  sensible  and 
clear  headed  he  is  !" 

"  Like  May ;  she  has  the  clearest  head  I  ever 
knew." 

"  He  is  so  much  respected  in  Peverstone,  that 
people  must  give  us  business  by  and  by.  He  is 
setting  all  to  rights  for  me,  and  we  are  beginning 
in  good  earnest." 

"  You  seem  quite  in  spirits  about  it,"  said  Dora, 
smiling. 

"  Well,  I  am.  I  begin  to  think,  Dora,  that  I 
have  led  a  terribly  idle,  useless  life  hitherto.  Eeal 
hard  work  is  quite  pleasant  for  a  little  variety,  and 
with  you  and  those  two  children  to  take  care  of, 
I  do  think  I  have  been  an  idle  vagabond." 

"  Dear  William,"  said  Dora,  caressingly.  "  I 
mean  to  set  to  work  in  earnest,  too.  If  you  have 
been  idle,  I  have  been  just  as  much  so.  Look 
what  I  have  got  here." 

She  produced  a  large  red  account-book,  with 
formidable  headings  at  the  top  of  the  pages,  and 
made  her  husband  examine  it  with  no  little 
pride. 

"  What  is  it  in  the  name  of  wonder  ?  You,  with 
an  account  book,  Dora !  What  shall  we  hear  of 
next  ?" 
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"Weekly  bills,  and  housekeeping,  keys  and 
cookery  books,  dressmaking  and  contriving!"  be- 
gan Dora,  laughing. 

"Marvels  that  were  never  dreamt  of  in  your 
household  philosophy,"  added  "William.  "My  dear 
little  wife,  it  will  be  very  pleasant  to  begin  our  re- 
formation together." 

"I  am  sure  I  shall  turn  out  a  good  manager, 
some  day,"  said  Dora,  as  if  she  were  not  a  little 
astonished  at  the  probability  of  such  an  event.  I 
have  learnt  how  to  make  two  different  kinds  of 
puddings  to-day,  William,  for  May  says  it  isn't 
right  a  poor  man's  wife  should  know  nothing  about 
these  things." 

"  Very  true,  but  you  don't  intend  to  do  without 
a  cook,  I  hope." 

"  Oh !  no ;  but  then  if  I  were  wise  in  these 
matters  myself,  I  needn't  give  such  high  wages  as 
we  have  been  accustomed  to  do,  and  if  we  had  a 
less  skilful  person,  I  should  be  able  to  superintend, 
and  instruct  her.  May  says  these  first-rate  cooks 
are  very  extravagant." 

"  Exceedingly  probable — it  is  strange  that  we 
should  be  so  cheerful,  Dora,  after  all  that  has 
passed." 

"  Why,  we  are  going  to  work  ourselves  out  of 
our  difficulties.  I  don't  think  things  look  so  very 
bad,  after  all.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  you  got  a 
famous  business,  and  by  and  by  were  able  to  buy 
back  North wode  Priory." 

William  shook  his  head.  "You  forget  Mr. 
Lushiugton.  He  has  almost  all  the  county  busi- 
ness. If  we  make  a  comfortable  income,  it  i&  all 
I  look  for." 

"  I  am  sure  you  will  do  that ;  you  are  setting  to 
work  so  thoroughly  in  earnest." 

*'  How  can  1  help  it  when  I  see  my  father  so 
business-like  and  energetic?     He  quite  puts  n^e 
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to  shame,  Dora.  I  never  knew  before  how  much 
vigour  there  was  in  him.  I  always  find  him  before 
me  at  the  office  ;  he  is  as  regular  as  clock-work, 
and  so  systematic!" 

"  Poor  Mr.  Hesketh  !  It  seems  hard  he  should 
be  obliged  to  work  again,  now,  when  he  might 
fairly  expect  rest  and  ease." 

"  It  does  seem  hard,"  said  "William,  thought- 
fully ;  "  hard  that  he  should  be  working  for  hia 
children,  when  he  has  put  them  in  a  way  of  work- 
ing for  themselves.  Do  you  know,  Dora,  I  am 
getting  to  look  at  things  differently.  When  I  had 
plenty  of  money,  and  nothing  to  do,  I  scarcely 
ever  thought  at  all  ;  but  now  that  I  am  absolutely 
forced  to  work,  I  see  things  in  a  different  light. 
I  was  thinking  of  it  all  the  other  night,  when  I 
couldn't  sleep,  and  I  was  fancying  what  it  would 
have  been,  if  I  had  never  been  idle,  but  worked 
from  the  first.  You  remember  that  when  I  started 
here,  Mr.  Lushington  said,  I  might  make  an  in- 
come of  a  thousand  a-year.  If  I  had  done  so 
from  that  time,  although,  perhaps,  we  should  not 
have  been  rich  enough  to  keep  Northwode  Priory, 
yet  we  might  have  given  my  father  and  the  girls  a 
comfortable  home;  and  with  their  income  joined 
to  our  own,  we  might  still  have  laid  by  for  our 
children,  as  much  as  we  thought  right.  My  father 
would  have  been  happy  with  us,  and  there  would 
have  been  no  necessity  for  his  working.  It  made 
me  very  sad  to  think  how  very  different  things 
would  have  been  then,  from  what  they  are  now." 

Dora  looked  thoughtful,  too,  and  made  no  re- 
mark.    Presently  William  spoke  again  ; — 

"Don't  think,  Dora,  from  what  I  am  going  to 
say,  that  I  lay  my  idleness  at  any  one's  door  but 
my  own,  but  I  should  wish  when  Willy  and  Archie 
grow  up,  and  are  educated,  that  they  should  be 
forced  to  depend  upon  their  own  exertions  for  a 
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livelihood.  I  am  afraid  none  but  very  excellent, 
strong-minded  men  would  have  the  strength  to 
work  for  themselves,  when  a  rich  and  indulgent 
father  is  willing  to  support  them.  I  know  well 
that  it  ought  not  to  have  been  so — that  I  have 
trespassed  upon,  and  abused  my  father's  liberality 
— that  he  never  intended  his  generosity  should 
have  the  effect  of  making  me  neglect  my  profes- 
sion ;  but  I  wish  that  my  children  should  be  spared 
the  temptation,  and  if  ever  I  should  be  a  rich  man, 
I  hope  I  shall  have  firmness  enough  to  adhere  to 
this  determination." 

"  Poor  little  Archie  !"  said  Dora,  smiling.  "  When 
will  he  be  old  enough  to  earn  a  livelihood  ?" 

"  Sooner  than  you  think.  Time  passes  so  fast. 
It  seems  only  yesterday  I  was  a  boy  at  Winches- 
ter." 

"  Were  you  happier  then  than  you  are  now  ?" 

"  Ask  me  that  question  a  twelvemonth  hence. 
At  present  I  am  in  the  condition  of  Mahomet's 
coffin ;  but  less  than  a  twelvemonth  will  prove 
whether  it  is  still  in  my  power  to  get  a  business, 
or  no." 

"  Of  that  I  have  no  fear,"  said  Dora.  *'  Do  you 
know  when  Dudley  leaves  ?" 

"  The  day  after  to-morrow,  I  believe.  He  will 
have  a  good  field  for  energy  before  him,  for  Colby 
is  certain  to  advance  him,  if  he  finds  him  steady 
and  hard-working." 

"  Energy  is  not  exactly  Dudley's  strong  point." 

"  jSTo,  but  necessity  may  work  wonders.  I  am 
thankful  that  foolish  engagement  is  at  an  end." 

"  So  should  I  be  if  he  felt  it  less ;  but  I  think  it 
has  been  a  greater  trial  to  him  than  we  imagine ; 
and  T  was  sorry  to  find  the  other  day,  that  he  still 
clings  to  the  hope,  that  it  will  eventually  be  re- 
newed." 

*'  Silly  fellow  !     I  hope  he  may  never  have  the 
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chance  of  renewing  it.  What  happiness  could  he 
ever  have  with  a  girl,  who  jilted  him  in  that  con- 
siderate, cold-blooded,  polished  way  ?" 

"  You  must  recollect  that  Colonel  Egerton  pro- 
bably influenced  her." 

"  Take  my  word  for  it,  she  wanted  no  influencing. 
Besides,  there  are  difierent  ways  of  doing  the  same 
thing.  A  good  honest,  unqualified  '  no,'  would 
have  been  more  soothing  to  a  man's  feelings,  than 
that  soft,  deceitful,  undecided  way  of  leaving  it ; 
keeping  herself  free,  but  putting  it  in  such  a  man- 
ner, that  if  ever  it  were  convenient,  it  could  be 
renewed." 

"  I  think  you  are  hard  upon  her,  William,"  said 
Dora. 

"Time  will  prove,"  replied  her  husband.  "A 
true-hearted  girl  would  have  stuck  to  him  through 
everything ;  but  supposing  her  not  to  have  been 
that,  if  she  had  been  simply  an  honest  girl,  she 
w^ould  have  said  she  couldn't  face  poverty,  and 
thought  it  best  the  engagement  should  be  con- 
cluded. Geraldine  did  neither,  but  flattered  her- 
self she  had-  skilfully  steered  between  the  two, 
whereas  she  only  forfeited  all  claim  to  both  true- 
heartedness  and  honesty.  I  always  thought  her  a 
frivolous  little  flirt." 

"  I  wish  Dudley  didn't  care  about  it." 

"  Change  of  air  and  scene  will  make  a  new  man 
of  him.  Here,  everything  reminds  him  of  it,  but 
when  once  he  is  there  with  plenty  to  do,  he  will 
have  too  much  else  to  think  of,  to  dwell  upon  this." 

"  He  is  a  good-hearted  fellow,  and  he  seems 
grieved  now  to  feel  himself  a  burthen  on  the  girls. 
This  alone  will  act  as  an  incentive  to  make  him 
work." 

Dora  was  right  in  saying  Dudley  still  mourned 
over  his  broken  engagement.  He  had  too  much 
spirit  to  go  to  Marbury,  but  his  longing  to  see  Ge- 
raldine before  he  left,  and  hear  her  final  decision 
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from  her  own  lips,  was  extreme.  He  was  able  to 
talk  over  everything  with  May,  at  last,  and  they 
had  many  sorrowful  conversations  over  Greraldine's 
conduct,  and  Hugh's  mysterious  disappearance. 

"  It  is  of  no  use  !"  exclaimed  Dudley,  at  length. 
*'  To  Geraldine  I  can  say  nothing,  but  I  must  and 
will  have  this  cleared  up  about  Hugh.  I  won't 
believe  he  could  turn  his  back  on  his  friends,  just 
because  trouble  had  come  upon  them.  It  wasn't  a 
bit  like  him.  He  never  cared  for  money,  or  rank, 
or  any  such  trash,  and  we  have  been  very  unjust 
and  unkind  to  believe  it  of  him  so  quietly,  and  take 
no  steps  to  find  out  the  truth." 

Mabel  shook  her  head,  and  there  was  a  tear  glis- 
tening in  her  eye.  "I  have  thought  it  all  over," 
she  said.  "  I  am  afraid  he  inherits  his  mother's 
opinions  and  prejudices.  "What  other  reason  could 
there  be  ?  He  had  no  thought  of  leaving  when  we 
saw  him,  just  before,  and  even  supposing  he  had 
been  suddenly  called  away,  he  has  had  time  enough, 
surely,  to  write." 

"  I  will  give  him  the  benefit  of  the  doubt,"  said 
Dudley.  *'  It  has  weighed  upon  me  a  good  deal 
lately,  and  before  I  leave,  I  will  go  to  Lynchbrook, 
and  get  his  direction." 

"  And  write  to  him  ?"  asked  Mabel. 

"  Yes,  write,  and  give  him  an  opportunity  of  ex- 
plaining everything.  He  must  answer  me,  and  we 
shall  see,  by  what  he  says,  the  reason  that  took  him 
away." 

The  day  before  leaving,  accordingly,  Dudley 
went  to  Lynchbrook,  and  faced  the  awful  presence 
of  Mrs.  Grahame.  Colder,  stiffer,  more  calmly 
gracious  and  unbending  than  ever,  he  found  her, 
and  full  ten  minutes  of  her  freezing  atmosphere 
had  to  be  endured,  before  he  could  find  an  oppor- 
tunity for  bringing  in  Hugh's  name. 

"  Do  you  expect  Hugh  back  soon  ?"  he  asked, 
at  length. 
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"  It  is  doubtful  when  he  will  return,"  and  Mrs. 
G-rahame  held  her  head  more  rigidly  upright  and 
stiiF.  "  He  required  change  of  air,  and  I  hope  be 
will  be  absent  some  time." 

"  Then  he  is  not  at  Oxford  ?" 

**  No,"  was  the  evasive  reply.  "  Oxford  would 
have  been  no  change  for  him,  and  having  seen  very 
little  of  the  world,  he  is  visiting  "Wales  and  Scot- 
land.    I  hope  it  will  do  him  a  great  deal  of  good." 

"Wales  and  Scotland,"  repeated  Dudley.  "I 
am  going  to  write  to  him,  and  I  came  to  ask  you  to 
give  me  his  address." 

For  a  moment  Mrs.  Grahame  paused.  If  Dud- 
ley wrote  he  would  explain  everything,  and  dash  all 
her  schemes  and  plans  to  the  winds.  What  was  to 
be  done  ?  There  was  no  time  for  thought.  Dud- 
ley was  awaiting  a  reply.  If  she  could  keep  it  in 
her  own  hands,  and  not  part  with  the  address,  it 
would  be  a  great  step  gained  ;  and  she  quietly  ob- 
served, 

"Those  Welsh  names  are  so  long  and  unpro- 
nounceable, that  you  had  better  give  your  letter  to 
me,  and  I  can  forward  it,  as  I  am  constantly  writing 
to  Hugh." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Dudley,  unsuspiciously.  ''I 
haven't  written  the  letter  yet,  but  I  will  do  so  be- 
fore I  leave,  and  send  it  to  you.  Is  Hugh  in 
north  or  south  Wales  ?" 

"North  Wales,"  was  the  reply. 

"  We  have  some  cousins  there,"  began  Dudley, 
"  I  wonder  whether  he  will  fall  in  with  ..." 

"  He  will  leave  Wales  almost  immediately  for 
Scotland,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Grahame,  in  her  most 
icy  tone.  "  I  expect  every  day  to  hear  that  he  has 
left." 

"  But  surely  he  intends  returning  to  Oxford  ?" 

"  Yes,  by  and  by — are  you  leaving  Peverstoue 
soon  ?" 
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"  I  go  to-morrow.  It  is  hard  to  give  up  Oxford 
for  London,  and  I  envy  Hugh  going  back  there. 
But  there  is  no  help  for  it;"  and  Dudley  rose  to 
take  leave. 

'*  I  hope  Mr.  and  the  Miss  Heskeths  are  well," 
observed  Mrs.  Grrahame,  as  she  gave  him  her  cold, 
passionless  hand,  at  parting. 

"  Quite  well,  thank  you,"  replied  Dudley  ;  re- 
straining an  intense  desire  to  fling  away  the  stiff 
fingers  he  had  for  a  moment  enclosed  in  his 
hand. 

It  was  over  at  last.  How  sociable  and  congenial 
the  bare,  leafless  trees  appeared,  contrasted  with 
that  hard,  impenetrable  presence  !  They  did  wave 
their  branches  to  and  fro  in  the  breeze,  and  yielded 
to  external  influences ;  what  influences  would 
tempt  her  to  relax  her  rigid  dignity,  or  descend 
from  that  stately  height  on  which  she  had  placed 
herself?  But  the  object  of  his  visit  was  gained, 
and  that  was  all  he  desired. 

The  whole  of  that  evening  was  devoted  to  writing 
to  Hugh.  Sheet  after  sheet  was  written,  for 
Dudley's  heart  warmed  as  he  wrote  to  his  friend, 
and  suspicion  and  distrust  gradually  melted  away, 
and  the  whole  history  of  their  trials,  of  Mabel's  de- 
cision, her  fever,  and  their  present  changed  circum- 
stances, was  poured  forth,  without  a  doubt  that  it 
was  going  to  a  sympathizing  friend.  When  he 
had  finished,  he  asked  May  to  read  it,  but  to  his 
surprise  she  refused.  She  would  give  no  reason, 
but  simply  said  she  would  rather  not.  Not  even  a 
message  could  he  induce  her  to  send  ;  and  this  un- 
willingness to  give  one  expression  of  regard  to  one, 
of  whom  they  had  all  been  so  fond,  seemed  unac- 
countable to  Dudley.  Little  did  he  dream  of  the 
conflict  that  was  going  on  within  her — the  conflict 
between  her  soft,  warm  feelings,  and  her  maiden 
pride.     Tears  ago  she  had  seen   how  Hugh  had 
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valued  her  opinion,  sought  her  counsel,  hung  upon 
her  words  ;  and  while  those  around  her  saw  in  her 
now  only  the  usual  smile,  the  evenly  cheerful  tone, 
and  thoughtful  consideration  for  others,  they  little 
knew  what  tenfold  bitterness  his  apparent  deser- 
tion of  them  in  their  hour  of  trial,  had  added  to  her 
other  sufferings.  That  soft  corner  of  her  heart 
seemed  to  say,  "  Send  one  word  to  him  ;  it  can  do 
no  harm,"  but  womanly  dignity  answered  *' no." 
Eeason  argued,  "  If  untrue,  he  is  no  longer  worthy 
of  your  regard  or  esteem ;  if  true,  the  letter  will 
explain  everything  to  him,  without  any  addition  of 
yours."  Feeling  might  suggest  a  milder  course, 
but  Mabel  knew  reason  was  more  to  be  trusted, 
and  maiden-dignity  and  self-respect  were  too  pre- 
cious to  be  trifled  with.  Months  ago  it  might 
have  been  hard  to  resist  the  strong  inclination  she 
felt  to  add  a  word  of  remembrance,  but  self-control 
was  become  so  habitual,  that  her  most  importunate 
wishes  were  restrained  with  comparatively  little 
difficulty. 

"  No,  thank  you,  Dudley  ;  ask  me  no  questions, 
please ;  I  have  no  message  to  send." 

"  Well,  May,  you  know  best,  but  it  is  hardly 
kind  to  poor  Hugh." 

Mabel  sighed — but  she  would  say  no  more,  lest 
her  motives  should  be  further  inquired  into.  The 
letter  was  closed,  and  sent  to  Lynchbrook  that 
evening,  in  the  hope  that  Mrs.  Grahame  might 
send  it  by  the  early  post  the  next  morning.  Ma- 
bel felt  relieved  when  it  was  gone,  as  it  settled  any 
scruples  she  might  still  have,  and  she  could  now 
look  forward  to  the  answer,  which,  in  all  human 
probability,  must  arrive  in  the  course  of  a  few  days. 

"  L'homme  propose,  et  Dieu  dispose."  Who 
could  have  contemplated  the  possibility  of  Hugh's 
never  receiving  the  letter?  Not  May,  with  her 
simple,  truthful  mind — not  Dudley,  in  his  good- 
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humoured,  honest  integrity  of  heart.  Yet  ambition 
and  self-deception  may  be  God's  instruments,  as 
well  as  straightforwardness  or  singleness  of  pur- 
pose— and  so  it  proved. 

Alone,  in  her  still,  sombre  room,  to  all  outward 
appearance  engrossed  in  the  needles  and  cotton  she 
held  in  her  hands,  sat  Mrs.  Grahame.  But  out- 
ward appearance  seldom  presented  any  index  to  the 
state  of  her  mind.  At  that  moment  she  was  in- 
dulging in  a  long  day-dream.  She  had  pictured 
Hugh  at  Foray  Castle — the  impression  Eugenia 
Buchanan  would  probably  make  on  him — her  own 
happiness,  when  she  received  a  letter  from  Hugh, 
announcing  his  engagement,  and  intreating  her  to 
regard  Eugenia  as  a  daughter.  She  had  seen  him 
return  to  Oxford,  full  of  hope  and  vigour — leave 
it  loaded  with  honours — enter  upon  his  profession, 
distinguished  for  his  talents  and  acquirements — 
with  a  position  ready-made  as  Lord  Eoray's  son-in- 
law  ;  and  with  an  income  sufficient,  by  the  aid  of 
Eugenia's  dowry,  which  she  knew  might  well  be 
considerable,  to  support  that  position. 

Her  pleasant  reverie  was  dispelled  by  the  entrance 
of  a  servant  with  Dudley's  letter.  The  sight  of  it 
brought  a  cloud  over  her  hitherto  contented  face. 
Strangely  inharmonious  with  her  dream  was  the 
thought  of  Mabel  Hesketh,  coming  like  a  shadow 
to  supplant  the  bright  vision,  that  had  become  the 
delight  of  her  solitary  hours. 

She  took  the  letter  into  her  hand,  commenting 
mentally  on  the  weight  and  size,  speculating  on 
the  number  of  sheets  it  contained,  and  remarking, 
through  the  transparent  envelope,  on  the  close 
writing,  and  crossed  pages,  which  to  her  imagi- 
nation were  carrying  so  much  poison  into  Hugh's 
mind. 

She  went  over,  in  thought,  the  history  that  was 
transcribed  on  those  pages,  calculating  on  the  effect 


76  NOETHWODE    PRIORY. 

it  was  likely  to  produce  on  Hugh.  "Where  was 
now  her  castle  in  the  air — her  handsome  daughter- 
in-law — the  wealth,  the  connection,  the  honour  ? 
Had  she  been  a  person  of  one  whit  less  self-re- 
straint, her  irritation  would  have  overcome  her,  but 
the  bent  brow,  and  quivering  lips  alone  betrayed 
her  inward  emotion.  Had  Dudley's  letter  come  a 
fortnight  later,  it  might  have  been  harmless.  Less 
than  a  fortnight  must  take  Hugh  to  Scotland,  and 
then  she  had  no  fear.  It  was  provoking  that  she 
had  intended  writing  to  Hugh  the  next  day,  for  as 
she  had  only  promised  that  she  would  enclose  Dud- 
ley's letter  when  she  wrote,  she  could  otherwise  have 
kept  it  for  a  few  days  with  a  clear  conscience.  It 
was  very  easy  to  postpone  her  letter,  and  wait  until 
she  had  heard  from  Hugh  before  writing  again, 
ludeed  there  had  been  no  strict  promise  that  this 
letter  should  be  enclosed  in  her  next,  and  probably 
it  contained  nothing  of  immediate  consequence. 
It  seemed  so  essential  to  her  child's  happiness,  that 
he  should  have  made  the  acquaintance  of  Lord 
Foray  and  his  family  before  his  mind  was  again 
unsettled  by  news  of  the  Heskeths.  What  could 
be  so  paramount  a  duty  with  a  mother  as  the 
welfare  of  a  son  ?  Conscience  to  some  people 
might  have  answered  "  Truth,"  but,  in  her  case,  con- 
science was  deadened  and  lulled  into  quietude,  and 
self-will  and  pride  were  in  the  ascendant.  Dud- 
ley's letter  might  well  be  kept  a  short  time,  and 
Hugh's  happiness  should  not  be  risked  for  all  the 
Heskeths  in  the  world.  She  looked  at  the  let- 
ter again,  and  felt  sorely  tempted  to  inquire  into 
the  contents,  but  as  with  many  another  frail  hu- 
man being,  conscience,  while  hushed  into  slumber 
on  one  point,  was  meritoriously  punctilious  on 
another.  With  an  air  of  stern  honour  and  fidelity, 
she  rose  and  locked  up  the  unhappy  letter,  the  key- 
note to  Hugh's  happiness,  safe  in  her  escritoire. 
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The  next  morning  she  wrote  more  strongly  than 
ever,  to  urge  Hugh  not  to  delay  the  visit  to  Scot- 
land ;  and  Hugh,  weary  alike  of  Wales,  and  Scot- 
land, and  the  whole  world,  and  tired  of  her  inces- 
sant entreaties,  acceded  to  her  wishes,  making 
arrangements  for  leaving  his  quiet  retreat,  where 
he  had  already  become  the  object  of  too  much 
notice  and  speculation,  to  feel  any  regret  at  going 
away. 


CHAPTEE  yi. 

"  A  brow  whose  frowns  are  vastly  grand, 
And  an  eye  of  sunlit  brightness, 
And  a  swan- like  neck,  and  an  arm  and  hand 
Of  most  bewitching  whiteness." 

W.    M.   PRAED. 

Twilight  was  closing  in.  A  thick  Scotch  mist 
was  fast  enveloping  the  massive  form  of  Foray 
Castle  in  its  impenetrable  shrouds.  The  surround- 
ing hills  looked  cheerless  and  indistinct,  and  their 
dingy  grey  outline  seemed  blending  with  the  dull, 
heavy  tints  of  the  sky. 

Grace  Buchanan  turned  hastily  from  the  window, 
through  which  she  was  gazing,  making  an  exclama- 
tion expressive  of  satisfaction  at  the  contrast  the 
room  presented  to  the  dreary  prospect  without.  It 
was  large,  lofty,  and  brilliantly  lighted.  Everything 
in  it  seemed  calculated  to  add  to  the  brilliancy. 
The  white  and  gold  paper,  the  mirrors  and  pictures, 
the  amber-coloured  silk  damask  of  the  hangings 
and  couches,  the  endless  tables  covered  with  orna- 
ments and  curiosities,  choice  specimens  in  statuary, 
glass,  alabaster,  china — the  low,  luxurious  couches 
and  ottomans,  seemed  the  essence  of  refinement 
and  elegance.  But  this  was  not  the  reflection  that 
passed  through  Grace's  mind.  She  was  thinking 
of  the  visitor  who  was  expected  that  evening,  and 
considering  how  welcome  that  pleasant  room  would 
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appear  to  him,  after  a  long  drive  over  the  bleak 
moors  in  that  impenetrable  mist. 

Not  a  little  curiosity  had  been  excited  in  the 
minds  of  G-race  and  her  sister,  by  the  promised 
visit  of  this  far-away  cousin,  whose  father  Lord 
Foray  asserted  to  have  been  one  of  the  handsomest 
men  he  had  ever  seen.  Probably  Hugh  would  be 
handsome  too ;  and  the  arrival  of  a  handsome 
young  man  was  a  pleasant  break  to  the  sisters, 
in  the  monotony  of  a  dreary  Scotch  winter ;  espe- 
cially to  the  elder,  Eugenia,  whose  foreign  educa- 
tion had  made  her  peculiarly  alive  to  the  apprecia- 
tion of  this  species  of  excitement. 

Grrace  was  quiet  and  unattractive,  possessing  the 
characteristics  of  her  Scotch  parentage  too  strongly 
to  be  good-looking.  The  broad  face,  besprinkled 
with  pale  brown  freckles,  and  the  sandy  hair,  despite 
the  French  arrangement  in  which  Eugenia  had  dis- 
posed of  it,  were  no  materials  for  beauty,  although, 
as  far  as  the  want  of  it  could  be  compensated  for  by 
dress,  it  was  done.  Her  attire,  though  youthful, 
was  elegant  and  finished-looking  ;  light  in  material, 
bright  in  colouring,  and  the  Scotch  plaid  ribbon  in 
her  hair  was  as  becoming,  as  could  well  have  been 
devised.  She  was  scarcely  more  than  a  child,  but 
the  expression  of  her  face  was  older  than  the  face 
itself,  and  the  short,  set  figure  was  that  of  a  more 
matured  age. 

Lord  Foray,  a  fine-looking,  middle-aged  man, 
with  white  hair,  was  seated  by  the  fire,  and  as 
Grace  turned  from  the  window,  he  looked  up  from 
his  book,  and  inquired, 

"  What  sort  of  a  night,  Grace — any  moon  ?" 

"  Not  a  vestige  of  one,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Where  is  Eugenia  ?" 

*'  Coming,  I  think ;  I  heard  her  speaking  to 
John  in  the  hall,  just  now." 

She  had  scarcely  finished,  when  the  door  opened. 
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and  a  very  tall,  graceful  girl  entered,  dressed  in  a 
maize-coloured  silk  dress,  with  bright  red  leaves  and 
flowers  in  her  ebony-black  hair.  She  was  very 
beautiful,  with  commanding  features,  and  a  pecu- 
liarly well-proportioned,  elegant  figure.  Every 
movement  was  easy  and  full  of  grace,  and  her  clas- 
sical head  formed  a  beautiful  finish  to  the  tall, 
slight  figure,  and  falling  shoulders.  Her  eyes  were 
dark  and  sparkling,  shaded  with  the  arched  eye- 
brow and  long  lashes,  and  her  black  hair  was  ar- 
ranged off"  her  forehead,  displaying  the  white 
temple,  and  high  wide  forehead.  Her  manners 
were  slightly  foreign,  but  very  pleasing,  and  her 
voice,  when  she  spoke,  was  nicely  modulated,  and 
her  speech  free  from  the  Scotch  accent,  that  marked 
that  of  her  father,  and  Grace. 

She  crossed  the  room,  and  sank  into  one  of  the 
low  soft  couches,  by  her  sister's  side. 

'*  No  sign  of  him  yet  ?"  she  asked. 

"  No — and  such  a  foggy,  misty  night !  Tou  look 
so  nice.  That  silk  is  perfection,  and  the  blonde 
such  an  improvement — so  distingue?^ 

"  English  taste  is  so  heavy,  and  inelegant,  after 
Erench,"  replied  Eugenia.  "  It  is  a  comfort  Marie 
has  such  good  ideas  about  dress.  If  I  make  a  sug- 
gestion, she  can  always  carry  it  out.  By  the  way, 
Grace,  how  does  this  head-dress  look  ?" 

"  Very  nice — you  can't  think  how  well  you  look. 
The  tout-ensemble  is  perfection,"  then,  in  a  whisper 
was  added,  *'  I  am  sure  Cousin  Hugh  will  be 
charmed." 

Eugenia  smiled,  and  drawing  her  sister  so  close 
to  her  side,  that  their  faces  almost  touched,  she 
went  on  talking  in  a  tone  too  low  to  catch  her  fa- 
ther's ear. 

*'  I  have  been  hunting  up  their  genealogy.  The 
family  is  very  little  inferior  to  our  own.  Colonel 
Grahame's  mother  was  the  daughter  of  a  marquis, 
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Lady  Eosamond  Graham  e  was  her  name — and  the 
present  Sir  Lawrence  Grahame  is  an  uncle  of 
Hugh's.  By  the  by,  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  Hugh 
might  some  day  be  a  baronet.  If  this  Sir  Lawrence 
has  no  sons,  the  title  would  be  very  likely  to  go  to 
Hugh.  The  present  Mrs.  Grahame  was  a  Miss 
Beauchamp,  of  a  good  family  too,  I  think." 

Grace  looked  a  little  puzzled.  "  Oh !  I  hope  he 
may  some  day  be  a  baronet!  One  of  the  first 
things  to  be  done  is  to  find  out  whether  Sir  Law- 
rence has  any  sons." 

"  Yes,  but  we  must  not  seem  to  have  any  mo- 
tive ;  it  wouldn't  look  well.  The  Graemes  are 
quite  an  old  Scottish  family,  and  they  seem  to  have 
connected  themselves  very  highly  by  marriage." 

"  Lady  Grahame !"  laughingly  whispered  Grace. 
"  How  should  you  like  it,  Eugenie  ?" 

"Hush  !  naughty  child !"  said  her  sister.  *'Tou 
mustn't  talk  of  these  things,  except  when  we  are 
quite  by  ourselves.  We  must  see  what  he  is  like, 
too,  first.     He  may  be  stupid,  and  ugly,  you  know." 

"  Not  if  he  is  like  his  father,"  said  Grace.  "  I 
feel  certain  that  he  is  handsome  and  interesting- 
looking — tall,  and  rather  melancholy,  perhaps." 

"With  a  moustache,"  added  Eugenia.  "I  am 
very  well  satisfied  about  the  family,  for  as  there  is 
no  money,  there  ought  to  be  something  to  make  up 
for  the  want  of  it,  you  know.  After  all,  the  money 
is  not  of  so  much  consequence,  for  if,  as  Mrs. 
Grahame  says,  he  is  so  clever,  papa  could  soon  get 
him  a  good  appointment." 

"  What  would  become  of  poor  E-obert  Macna- 
mara  ?"  asked  Grace,  in  a  saucy  whisper. 

"Oh!"  said  Eugenia,  with  a  smile,  as  she  ar- 
ranged the  bracelets  on  her  arm. — "  He  couldn't 
really  suppose  I  should  ever  think  of  him.  It  waa 
all  very  well  for  a  time ;  in  Erance  one  thinks  no- 
thing of  those  things.     There  was  no  understand- 

II.  G 
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ing  between  us,  you  know,  and  I  never  exactly  en- 
couraged hira.  One  must  have  something  to  amuse 
one  in  a  Scotch  winter." 

"  He  cares  though,  if  you  don't,"  said  Grace,  in 
a  mysterious  whisper.  "Eifie  told  me  so  the 
other  day.  He  would  gladly  wait  ten  or  twenty 
years,  if  he  could  hope." 

"  Well,  well,  we  shall  see.  It  will  all  depend  on 
what  Hugh  is  like.  The  Macnamd^ras  are  nothing 
particular  in  the  way  of  family — not  to  be  named 
in  the  same  breath  with  the  Grahames ;  and  E<o- 
bert's  abilities  are  below  the  average.  There!  I 
hear  footsteps — now,  Grace,  we  shall  soon  see  what 
this  much-talked-of  hero  is  like." 

The  "  Mr.  Grahame"  that  was  announced  was  a 
different  being  from  the  Hugh  that  had  left  Pever- 
stone.  The  interval  that  had  been  spent  in  Wales, 
had  wrought  no  slight  changes  both  outwardly  and 
inwardly.  The  expression  of  light-heartedness, 
that  had  made  him  look  so  particularly  youthful 
and  boyish,  was  completely  gone ;  he  was  now  in- 
deed a  man,  and  his  height,  which  had  never  ap- 
peared remarkable  heretofore,  seemed  now  little 
short  of  six  feet ;  while  the  stern  melancholy  that 
had  taken  possession  of  his  face,  added  years  to  his 
real  age. 

Lord  Foray  rose  and  welcomed  him  warmly,  and 
Eugenia  advanced  a  few  steps,  and  in  reply  to  his 
courteous  bow,  extended  her  hand  with  the  obser- 
vation, 

"  I  cannot  look  upon  you  as  a  stranger,  Cousin 
Hugh,  after  all  I  have  heard  about  you." 

The  appellation  a  little  startled  him,  for  the 
cousinship  had  been  almost  forgotten,  but  he 
roused  himself  to  say  all  that  was  necessary,  with 
his  natural  ease  of  manner,  scarcely  less  courteous 
than  her  own ;  for  all  he  had  endured  since  leaving 
Peverstone,  had  not  altered  the  easy  freedom  and 
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grace,  that  came  as  naturally  to  him,  as  awkward- 
ness to  people  in  general. 

He  asked  for  Lady  Foray,  and  Eugenia  apolo- 
gized for  her  absence,  observing  that  her  health 
was  so  delicate,  that  she  seldom  joined  them  down- 
stairs, but  adding  that  she  was  hoping  to  be  well 
enough  to  see  a  good  deal  of  him  during  his  stay 
at  the  Castle. 

It  was  a  pleasant  sensation  to  feel  himself  a  wel- 
come guest,  as  the  warmth  of  his  reception  proved 
him  to  be,  though  he  felt  little  inclined  for  society, 
and  was  ungrateful  enough  to  wish  for  the  solitude 
of  his  Welsh  cottage,  when  he  found  himself  en- 
tering the  lofty  dining-hall,  with  Eugenia  on  his 
arm.  She  was  resolved  to  overcome  his  reserve, 
and  her  conversation  was  so  easy,  giving  so  little 
trouble  to  her  companion,  that  he  was  well  pleased 
to  be  spared  the  exertion  of  sustaining  it. 

"  It  seems  very  strange  that  we  should  have 
grown  up  unacquainted  with  each  other,"  she  re- 
marked, with  a  smile.  *'  It  has  been  very  wrong 
of  you  to  hide  yourself  as  you  have  done  for  so 
long.  Until  papa  heard  from  Mrs.  Grahame,  a 
short  time  ago,  we  had  no  idea  what  had  become  of 
you.  But  don't  think  we  are  going  to  lose  sight 
of  you  again  in  the  same  way.  In  spite  of  the 
term  of  '  Scotch  cousins'  having  become  almost  a 
proverb,  we  have  not  so  many  that  we  can  afford  to 
part  with  any." 

'* Thank  you,"  replied  Hugh.  "It  is  very  kind 
of  you  to  take  me  for  a  cousin,  for,  otherwise,  I  am 
afraid  I  could  hardly  have  substantiated  my  claim 
to  be  looked  upon  as  such.  Cousins  are  a  rarity 
with  me,  as  well  as  with  you." 

"Then,"  thought  Eugenia,  "probably  Sir  Law- 
rence has  no  sons.  That  is  an  advantage  cer- 
tainly." Then  continuing  aloud — "  I  am  afraid 
you  will  find  us  dull,  but  I  hope  you  don't  care 
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much  for  visiting.  Winter  must  be  dull  every- 
where, and  probably  it  has  been  so  with  you." 

"The  duller  the  better,  I  say,"  replied  Hugh, 
with  a  short  laugh.  "  I  hope  you  won't  think  me 
a  misanthrope.  Miss  Buchanan,  when  I  tell  you 
that  I  look  upon  balls  and  dinner-parties  as  some 
of  the  necessary  evils  of  life." 

"I  don't  think  I  shall  agree  with  you,  and  if 
you  are  disposed  to  be  misanthropical,  I  undertake 
to  cure  you.  I  confess  to  being  rather  imbued 
with  the  love  of  dissipation  that  prevails  on  the 
continent." 

"  Tou  don't  expect  to  make  a  Erenchman  of 
me,  I  hope,"  observed  Hugh,  with  English  so- 
briety. 

'*  Now  I  hope  you  are  not  one  of  those  very  ob- 
stinate, prejudiced  people,  who  abuse  everything 
foreign,  and  prefer  roast  beef  and  plum  pudding  to 
souffiets  and  vol-au-vents.  I  give  you  credit  for 
better  taste.  Cousin  Hugh." 

"  I  fear  you  will  be  disappointed  in  me.  I  am 
full  of  national  prejudices,  and  prefer  even  an  Eng- 
lish print  to  a  Erench  silk.  I  am  a  regular  John 
Bull,  and  the  worst  of  my  prejudices  is  that  I  am 
proud  of  them." 

"  Oh !  fie !"  said  Eugenia,  not  quite  pleased. 
**  That  is  so  like  an  Englishman.  I  must  work  a 
revolution  in  your  opinions,  before  you  leave  us. 
Blind  prejudice  can  never  be  a  good  thing." 

"  Yet  it  is  a  feeling  you  must  respect,  for  it  ori- 
ginates in  great  love  for  one's  country,  and  its  re- 
sult would  be  contentment.  Tou  have  no  idea 
how  I  pity  those  restless  people,  who  can  find  no 
happiness  in  their  native  land,  and  are  for  ever 
seeking  it  on  the  continent." 

"  And  there  I  cordially  coincide  with  you,"  said 
Lord  Eoray. 

"  Well,  but  you  may  be  unprejudiced,  without 
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being  able  to  find  happiness  no  where  but  on  the 
continent,"  said  Eugenia. 

"  Yes ;  and  perhaps  I  expressed  myself  a  little 
too  strongly  just  now  ;  for  I  can  see  beauty  every- 
where, though  my  predilections,  I  confess,  are  all 
in  favour  of  England,  and  English  things." 

"  I  warn  you  then,"  said  Eugenia,  merrily,  "that, 
before  you  leave  Scotland,  all  your  tastes  will  be 
as  thoroughly  French,  as  they  are  now  English. 
I  shall  put  you  through  a  course,  and  begin  your 
education  at  once.  You  shall  hear  nothing  but 
Erench  songs,  read  nothing  but  French  books, 
breakfast  off  French  china,  and  I  will  even  bribe 
the  cook  to  give  you  French  dishes  all  the  time 
you  are  here." 

"  No,  no.  Miss  Buchanan !  An  Englishman  is 
made  of  stouter  stuff  than  that.  No  French  songs 
for  me — '  Eule  Britannia '  is  worth  a  hundred 
*  Marseillaises,'  and  as  for  French  books,  I  never 
read  any,  and  it  even  detracted  from  my  pleasure 
in  reading  *  Eobinson  Crusoe,'  that  the  writer  had 
a  *  De '  before  his  name." 

"  Why,  you  are  the  worst  Englishman  I  ever 
met  with,"  said  Eugenia,  in  a  vexed  tone.  "  I  be- 
lieve you  are  saying  all  this  to  tease  me.  How- 
ever, the  worse  you  are  now,  the  greater  will  be 
my  victory  when  all  your  prejudices  are  van- 
quished. Please  don't  be  formal,  and  '  Miss  Bu- 
chanan '  me.  Eugenia  is  my  name  in  Scotland — 
Eugenie  in  France.  If  you  wish  to  propitiate  me, 
you  will  call  me  by  the  last." 

"  When  do  you  return  to  Oxford  ?"  inquired 
Lord  Foray. 

"  I  am  uncertain,"  replied  Hugh,  and  a  cloud 
came  over  his  face.    "  Not  for  some  time,  probably." 

"  Your  mother  mentioned  in  her  letter,  that 
your  health  had  not  been  good,  which  I  was  sorry 
to  hear.     I  hope  our  Scotch  breezes  will  recruit 
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you.  I  recommeDd  riding  as  the  best  restorative, 
both  for  health  and  spirits.  I  shall  be  glad  of  a 
companion,  and  when  I  am  otherwise  engaged,  you 
will  find  one  in  Eugenie,  who  is  a  second  Die 
Vernon." 

"  With  the  exception  of  the  five-barred  gates, 
which  I  never  could  accomplish,"  replied  Eugenia. 
"  I  am  a  very  quiet  Die  Vernon,  Cousin  Hugh, 
for  the  hounds  are  my  special  aversion  ;  but  if  ever 
you  are  inclined  for  a  gallop  over  our  hills,  you 
will  not  find  me  backward." 

"  I  am  very  fond  of  riding,"  said  Hugh,  thought- 
fully, while  his  brow  grew  stern,  as  memory  wan- 
dered back  to  many  a  ride  over  the  Western 
■Beacon,  with  a  far  difierent  Die  Vernon  by  his 
side,  and  on  her  back  one,  whose  name  was  asso- 
ciated with  all  he  held  most  precious,  and  of  whom 
he  was  not  yet  sufficiently  controlled  to  venture 
to  think  in  the  presence  of  others. 

After  Eugenia  left  the  room.  Lord  Foray  exerted 
himself  to  be  sociable,  inquiring  kindly  into  Hugh's 
prospects,  and  the  profession  he  had  selected.  In 
spite  of  all  Hugh's  efforts  to  be  grateful  and  com- 
municative, he  found  it  a  matter  of  some  difficulty, 
for  it  was  like  walking  blindfold  over  burning 
ploughshares,  when  the  next  step  might  be  fraught 
with  acute  suffering.  The  future  and  the  past 
were  so  inseparably  interwoven,  that  to  touch 
upon  one  was  to  probe  the  wounds  of  the  other. 

With  what  different  feelings  had  Eugenia  sought 
the  drawing-room !  Grace  was  awaiting  her, 
curled  up  on  one  of  the  soft  couches,  with  a  novel 
that  had  been  stolen  from  her  sister's  work-table, 
for  Grace  was  as  yet  forbidden  novels.  Eugenia's 
step  was  so  light  that  she  was  unheard,  until  with 
a  quick,  graceful  motion  she  dropped  into  the 
couch  by  her  sister's  side,  and  laid  her  pretty, 
white  hand  on  the  page  she  was  reading. 
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Grace  looked  up  witli  a  sudden  start — "  Oh  !  I 
am  so  glad  you  are  come  !  Now,  Eugeuie,  tell  me 
all  about  it.  Are  jou  disappointed,  or  is  he  per- 
fection ?" 

"  Not  disappointed  ...  at  all,"  said  Eugenia, 
slowly.  •'  He  is  handsome,  isn't  he,  Grace  ?  Ten 
times  as  handsome  as  Eobert  Macnamara!  But 
there  is  such  a  melancholy  expression  in  his  face, 
especially  in  his  eyes — such  soft  brown  eyes,  too  ! 
Do  you  know,  I  think  he  must  have  had  some 
great  misfortune — something  to  make  him  melan- 
choly." 

"Eeally  ?" — and  Grace  looked  full  of  interest. 

"  "What  can  it  be  ?  Perhaps  he  has  lost  a  friend, 
or  done  something  he  is  sorry  for.  He  is  reserved, 
too,  I  think.  I  am  glad  he  is  tall,  and  such  a  good 
figure  ;  he  shall  go  with  us  to  the  ball  next  week, 
Grace.  How  curious  people  will  be  to  find  out 
who  he  is." 

*'  Oh  !  dear  ;  I  wish  I  was  going,"  sighed  Grace. 

"  The  Macnamaras  will  be  in  such  a  state  till 
they  find  out,"  continued  Eugenia,  pursuing  her 
own  thoughts.  *'  Eobert  will  send  Effie  to  dis- 
cover, and  I  shall  say,  '  an  English  cousin ;'  that 
will  puzzle  them  still  more.  Then  Effie  will  ask 
if  I  like  him,  and  I  shall  say  he  is  '  charming!'  " 

"Eobert  will  be  cross  the  whole  evening." 

"  As  he  was  last  time,  because  I  danced  so  often 
with  Captain  Knollys.  By  the  by,  I  think  I  must 
have  a  new  dress.  Mamma  said  the  white  lace 
would  do,  but  I  am  quite  tired  of  it.  I  fancy  a 
white  tulle,  looped  up  with  pink  roses  and  haw- 
thorn, would  be  lovely.  I  could  bear  three  skirts 
I  am  sure,"  and  Eugenia  sprang  up,  and  surveyed 
her  tall,  elegant  figure  in  the  mirror. 

"Do  come  and  talk  about  him,"  said  Grace, 
drawing  her  sister  again  down  upon  the  couch  by 
her  side.     "  How  long  do  you  think  he  will  stay  ?" 
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"  I  don't  know ;  a  long  time,  I  hope.  He  is 
going  to  ride  with  me.  I  shall  propose  a  ride  to- 
morrow.    I  hope  it  will  be  fine." 

"  I  was  wishing  that  it  might  be  so,  while  you 
were  at  dinner.  I  like  you  better  in  your  riding 
dress  than  in  anything,  and  your  new  hat  is 
come." 

"  Is  it  ?  I  am  so  glad  !  How  does  it  look — is 
the  feather  long  enough  ?" 

"  Marie  says  it  is  '  tout-a-fait  charmant ;'  but 
I  have  not  seen  it  myself." 

The  gentlemen  joined  them  early,  and  Hugh, 
tired  and  depressed,  weary  of  society,  and  longing 
for  quiet,  would  fain  have  dropped  into  oblivion 
over  a  book  of  engravings,  but  this  Eugenia  could 
not  allow.  She  made  room  for  him  on  the  sofa  by 
her  side,  and  exerted  all  her  powers  to  overcome 
his  melancholy. 

"  I  am  sure  you  draw.  Cousin  Hugh.  Ton  have 
a  look  about  the  eyes  that  always  belongs  to  an 
artist.  I  daresay  that  was  the  secret  of  your  visit 
to  Wales." 

Hugh  shook  his  head,  with  a  faint  smile.  "  No, 
I  am  no  artist ;  but  in  spite  of  that  I  can  appre- 
ciate fine  scenery,  and  I  hope  I  shall  see  a  good 
deal  here." 

"  I  will  lionize  you  to-morrow,"  said  Eugenia, 
eagerly.  "  There  is  such  a  view  about  four  miles 
from  here — quite  an  easy  ride,  and  principally  over 
the  short  turf,  which  is  so  delicious  for  a  gallop." 

Months  ago,  Hugh's  eyes  would  have  sparkled 
at  the  thought  of  a  gallop  over  the  turf;  now  they 
were  dim  and  lustreless,  and  with  more  of  a  sigh 
than  a  smile,  he  said — "  Thank  you ;  it  will  be  very 
pleasant." 

"  Are  we  to  have  some  songs  to-night,  Eugenie  ?" 
asked  her  father. 

"  Yes,  papa — by  all  means.     I  have  undertaken 
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the  task  of  conquering  my  cousin's  prejudices,  and, 
in  the  first  place,  I  mean  to  make  him  like  French 
songs,"  and  with  a  light,  dancing  step  she  went 
to  the  piano,  and  almost  before  seating  herself, 
began  a  merry  little  French  song ;  while  Hugh,  as 
in  duty  bound,  followed  slowly,  and  stood,  ap- 
parently absorbed,  by  her  side. 

But  Eugenia  sang  in  vain.  Hugh  was  politeness 
itself,  thanking  her  after  each  song,  and  never  fail- 
ing to  turn  9ver  her  pages  ;  but  the  bright,  dark 
eyes  read  the  want  of  interest  in  his  face,  and  the 
more  plainly  she  discerned  it,  the  more  bent  she 
was  on  kindling  animation,  and  interest  there. 
All  her  newest  and  favourite  songs  were  sung,  and 
all  without  efiect. 

At  length  it  began  to  flash  upon  him,  that  he 
was  not  sufficiently  alive  to  what  was  going  on,  and 
rousing  himself,  observed — "  Tou  think  I  don't  ad- 
mire your  pretty  songs,  as  I  should  do.  I  plead 
guilty  to  the  charge,  but  the  fact  is  that  I  care  for 
nothing  but  pathetic  music." 

France,  and  French  songs,  were  forgotten  then, 
and  Eugenia  began  that  most  pathetic  of  all  Scotch 
songs — "  Flora  Macdonald's  Lament."  Hugh's  in- 
terest increased.  Although  she  did  not  appear 
to  be  feeling  what  she  sang,  her  voice  was  sweet, 
and  very  pleasant,  and  when  the  song  was  ended, 
he  thanked  her  with  a  heartiness,  that  no  French 
ballads  could  have  called  forth. 

Before  his  interest  had  died  away,  she  began 
another  ;  but  whether  he  liked  it,  or  not,  she  could 
not  tell,  for  he  had  seated  himself  on  a  low  seat 
near,  and  his  face  was  hidden  by  liis  hand,  on  which 
it  rested. 

Beneath  that  hand  there  were  evidences  of  feel- 
ing, not  meant  for  other  eyes.  Every  word  fell 
clear  aud  distinct  on  his  ear,  and  struck  upon  a 
sensitive  chord  in  his  heart. 
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*'  An'  ye  shall  walk  in  silk  attire, 
An'  siller  ha'e  to  spare, 
Gin  ye'll  consent  to  be  his  bride, 
Nor  think  o'  Donald  mair." 

But  that  answer — that  true,  enduring  answer, — 
where  was  the  affection,  the  faith,  that  spoke  iu 
those  few  simple  words  ? — 

**  Oh  !  wha  wad  buy  a  silken  goun 
Wi'  a  poor,  broken  heart — 
Or  what's  to  me  a  siller  croun 
Gin  frae  my  love  I  part  ? 

"  The  langest  life  can  ne'er  repay 
The  love  he  bears  to  me — 
An'  ere  I'm  forced  to  break  my  troth 
I'll  lay  me  doun  an'  dee." 

Eugenia  saw  that  she  had  touched  on  a  sensitive 
chord  ;  indeed  she  felt  it,  rather  than  saw  it,  for  his 
face  was  not  seen.  With  ready  tact  she  began 
"  The  Bonnets  o'  Bonnie  Dundee ;"  and  before  it 
was  finished,  Hugh  was  as  calm,  and  composed,  as 
before. 

"  Never  name  Scotch  songs  in  the  same  breath 
with  French  again,"  he  said,  with  a  smile,  as  he 
rose  and  stood  by  her  side.  "  I  have  Scotch  blood 
in  my  veins,  you  must  remember,  and  if  you  want 
to  give  me  pleasure,  sing  me  Jacobite  songs,  and 
not  those  Trench  things." 

The  slight  upon  her  favourite  French  songs  for  a 
moment  called  a  very  faint  look  of  annoyance  to 
her  face ;  but  she  recollected  that,  after  all,  as 
long  as  her  object  was  gained,  the  means  mattered 
little,  and  with  a  smile,  said — 

"  Well,  I  suppose  I  must  let  you  have  your  way. 
They  are  very  beautiful,  certainly,  and,  moreover, 
papa's  favourites.  Now,  tell  me  how  you  like 
this." 
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She  played  with  great  spirit  a  simple  Jacobite 
melody,  touching  from  its  very  simplicity,  and 
Hugh  listened  in  a  quiet  reverie,  soothed  by  the 
pleasant  strain,  and  the  absence  of  affectation  in 
the  style  in  which  it  was  arranged.  Eugenia  was 
gratified,  and  put  forth  all  the  pathos  of  which  she 
was  capable.  Suddenly,  the  melody  ceased,  and  the 
little  white  hands  paused ;  but  it  was  only  for  a 
moment,  and  then  followed  some  elaborate,  brilliant 
variations,  which  she  felt  confident,  would  enhance 
the  effect  she  had  already  produced.  For  one 
moment  Hugh  listened — the  reverie  passed  away, 
the  melody  was  gone,  and  he  quietly  walked  from 
the  piano  to  the  other  side  of  the  room,  where 
Grrace  was  sitting,  asked  with  a  good-humoured 
smile  what  she  was  reading,  and  taking  up  a  book 
from  the  table,  seated  himself  by  her  side,  and 
forgot  Eugenia,  and  the  external  world. 

Eugenia  Buchanan  was  an  uncommon  character. 
Erivolous,  worldly-minded,  selfish,  loving  self-in- 
dulgence, she  had  an  amount  of  energy  in  her  com- 
position, that  had  the  effect  of  making  her,  when 
opposed,  or  defeated,  only  the  more  eager,  and  bent 
upon  securing  her  object.  She  had  discovered 
already  that  Hugh  was  not  one  to  fall  in  love  at 
first  sight,  that  mere  grace  and  beauty  would  never 
gain  his  affections  ;  and  the  harder  they  seemed  to 
gain,  the  higher  value  she  set  upon  them,  the  more 
resolved  was  she  on  obtaining  them.  If  beauty, 
and  elegance  would  not  do  it,  gentleness  and  win- 
ning manners  should,  or  last  of  all,  if  these  should 
fail  to  succeed,  sympathy,  and  kind  consideration 
could  not.  The  more  out  of  her  reach  he  appeared, 
the  more  resolved  she  was  to  follow  and  vanquish 
him.  The  less  he  seemed  to  care  for,  or  notice,  her, 
the  more  she  desired  that  he  should  do  so  ;  and 
if  she  failed  in  securing  her  object,  it  would  be 
through  no  want  of  skill,  or  attractions  ;  but  either 
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from  an  insensibility  on  his  part  to  her  grace  and 
beauty,  or  a  power  of  resistance,  and  a  preoccupa- 
tion of  the  affections,  rarely  to  be  met  with. 

Hugh  was  not  insensible  indeed  to  Eugenia's 
personal  attractions ;  from  the  first  moment,  he 
had  observed  that  she  Was  very  beautiful,  both  in 
face  and  figure,  and  he  had  been  struck  with  the 
ease  and  fluency  of  her  conversation.  But,  as  yet, 
his  affections  and  his  thoughts  were  preoccupied, 
and  he  felt  too  sad  at  heart  to  take  pleasure  in 
beauty,  or  accomplishments,  of  however  high  an 
order.  His  one  deep  sorrow  had  absorbed  every 
other  thought,  and  rest  and  quiet  were  all  that  he 
desired. 


CHAPTEE  yil. 

**  Patience,  and  abnegation  of  self,  and  devotion  to  others, 
This  was  the  lesson  .  .  .  trial  and  sorrow  had  taught  her." 

Evangeline. 

Peances  had  had  her  own  way  with  regard  to  the 
servant.  Marianne  Evans  had  been  spoken  to,  and 
May  deemed  it  wisest  to  let  things  take  their 
chance,  and  trust  either  that  Marianne  might  im- 
prove, or  that  Judith  might  be  unable  to  get  on 
with  her,  when  her  father  would  interfere.  Her 
own  position  was  a  difficult  one.  Frances  naturally 
took  the  place  of  mistress  of  the  house,  and  May 
was  well  pleased  it  should  be  so,  as  it  was  but  her 
right.  But  she  knew  little,  or  nothing,  about 
management,  was  self-willed  and  domineering,  and 
would  brook  no  interference.  This  was  an  un- 
speakable anxiety  to  May,  for  the  consequent  waste 
of  money  was  considerable,  at  a  time  when  they 
had  none  to  spare.  Having,  also,  perhaps  rather 
imprudently,  made  herself  responsible  for  the  sum 
required  by  Dudley,  and  also  half-promised  her 
father  that  there  should  be  sufficient  surplus  money, 
at  the  end  of  the  year,  to  assist  William  slightly, 
her  position  was  one  of  great  anxiety.  She  had 
not  spoken  incautiously,  or  without  consideration. 
She  had  a  clear,  methodical  head,  and  had  mentally- 
gone  over  the  necessary  expenses,  and  knew  that  if 
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the  management  were  in  her  own  hands,  she  could 
with  great  care,  and  Judith's  co-operation,  keep 
her  promise.  But  the  difficulties,  which  met  her 
on  every  side,  had  never  been  anticipated.  Frances 
managed  everything;  and  although  there  was  no 
extravagance,  there  was  not  the  strict  economy 
there  might  have  been.  Pounds  were  well  cared 
for,  but  pence  were  forgotten  ;  and  every  unneces- 
sary expense,  however  slight,  jarred  on  Mabel's 
nerves,  and  often  threatened  to  make  her  irritable, 
although  by  constant  watchfulness  the  irritation 
was  controlled. 

She  had  other,  and  scarcely  minor,  troubles  in 
the  perpetual  warfare  that  went  on  between  Frances 
and  Judith.  The  tone  of  the  former  was  usually 
dictatorial,  that  of  the  latter  not  unfrequently  dis- 
respectful. If  Mr.  Hesketh's  opinion  of  Judith 
had  been  less  high  than  it  was,  he  must  have  been 
turned  against  her  by  the  perpetual  complaints 
that  Frances  made  of  her  behaviour.  But  he  saw, 
more  plainly  than  any  one  thought,  the  ill-temper 
and  haughtiness,  which  Frances  scarcely  attempted 
to  hide ;  and  having  one  day  inquired  of  Mabel 
whether  she  was  satisfied  with  Judith,  and  received 
the  answer  "  Perfectly,"  he  was  afterwards  deaf  to 
any  remarks  Frances  made  in  his  presence. 

Mabel  had  come  to  the  cottage,  fully  resolved  to 
lead  a  useful,  unselfish  life,  adding  to  her  father's 
comfort,  relieving  his  anxiety  by  good  management, 
brightening  their  dreary  home  by  cheerfulness  and 
good  temper.  Less  than  a  week  served  to  show, 
that  if  she  would  be  useful,  it  could  not  be  in  her 
own  way.  At  first  she  felt  simply  nobody  ;  not  re- 
quired, not  heeded,  simply  one  in  the  way,  and  the 
conviction  was  inexpressibly  painful.  Frances  was 
the  mistress,  looking  upon  her  as  a  younger  sister, 
ignorant  on  important  matters,  and  yet  inclined  to 
interfere.     Mr.  Hesketh  sometimes  called  her  his 
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"  little  May-flower,"  but  he  was  absorbed  in  bis 
books  and  papers,  and  when  she  silently  laboured 
for  his  comfort  and  convenience,  he  attributed  it  to 
Judith,  and  made  no  observation.  Judith  herself, 
though  glad  of  some  one  to  listen  to  her  annoy- 
ances, and  console  and  soothe  her  when  Frances 
was  most  assuming,  had  no  time  for  petting,  or 
watching  over,  her,  as  heretofore,  and  seemed  too 
much  occupied  with  her  new  duties,  to  think  of 
aught  besides. 

These  things,  in  reality  little  troubles,  were  very 
trying  to  Mabel,  who,  still  weak  in  body,  and  weary 
in  mind,  longed  to  feel  herself  of  some  use,  and 
thought  all  the  housekeeping  details,  and  weekly 
bills,  could  not  be  half  as  fretting,  as  the  trial  of 
standing  by,  a  silent  spectator,  feeling  confident 
that  she  could  manage  much  better,  yet  not  suf- 
fered to  interfere. 

This  became  at  length  so  exceedingly  trying,  that 
she  began  to  fear  her  temper  would  change,  and 
her  self-control  give  way ;  and,  once  or  twice,  to 
her  great  distress,  she  found  herself  replying 
sharply  to  Frances'  satirical  observations,  and  for- 
getting the  respect  due  from  a  younger  to  an  elder 
sister.  At  these  times  she  could  only  insure  safety 
by  prayer,  petitioning  for  strength  to  curb  her  in- 
clinations, and  the  power  to  discern  her  true  posi- 
tion, and  the  duties  which  undoubtedly  lay  in  her 
path,  although  she  could  not  perceive  them. 

When  certain  duties  seem  peculiarly  suited  to 
us,  and  in  a  measure  blend  with  our  inclinations,  it 
is  no  slight  trial  to  have  to  relinquish  them  for 
those,  which,  though  less  arduous,  are  uncongenial, 
and  not  chosen  by  ourselves. 

So  it  was  with  Mabel.  Her  position,  at  present, 
was  not  to  be  an  active  one,  as  she  had  hoped  and 
believed.  She  was  to  prove  her  sincerity  by  relin- 
quishing the  work  she  preferred,  and  substituting 
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in  its  place  that  which  was  more  distasteful  to  her. 
It  has  been  related  of  a  sincere  penitent,  that,  de- 
siring to  atone  for  his  sins  by  an  unusually  severe 
penance,  he  resolved  to  accomplish  a  long  and  ne- 
cessary journey,  barefooted,  and  within  a  certain 
time.  His  determination  was  communicated  to 
his  confessor,  in  the  full  expectation  of  his  ap- 
proval ;  but  the  priest  replied — '  Your  wish  to  do 
penance  is  right,  my  son ;  but  your  penance  shall 

be  this.     Instead  of  going  to  N barefooted,  as 

you  propose,  you  shall  ride  there  in  your  carriage.' 
The  priest  was  right ;  the  disappointment  was  a 
more  severe  penance  than  the  journey  on  foot  would 
have  been. 

So  Mabel  quietly,  and  uncomplainingly,  suffered 
herself  to  sink  into  apparent  insignificance.  She 
still  worked,  unnoticed,  for  her  father's  comfort ; 
acted  in  private  as  peacemaker  between  her  sister 
and  Judith  ;  strove  to  remedy  the  defects  in  Frances' 
housekeeping ;  and  last,  but  not  least,  schooled 
herself  into  patience  and  submission  under  Frances' 
authority,  and  prayed  that  the  evils  she  foresaw 
might  be  averted  by  an  unseen  Hand. 

The  arrival  of  Marianne  Evans,  in  a  bright 
mousseline-de-laine,  with  a  black  cap  and  coloured 
ribbons,  made  her  rejoice  at  having  acquired  some 
self-restraint.  It  was  necessary  to  talk  Judith  into 
forbearance,  and  assure  her  that  Marianne  was  an 
extremely  quick  girl,  and  if  her  faults  were  kindly 
checked,  might  in  the  end  prove  a  good  servant. 

"'Tain't  my  sort.  Miss  May,"  said  Judith, 
grumblingly,  when  her  first  indignation  had  par- 
tially subsided.  "  It's  just  one  of  Miss  Frances' 
whims  and  vagaries.  What  should  I  want  of  a 
flouncing,  pert,  ignorant  little  upstart  like  that  ? 
I  wanted  a  good  sensible  country  girl,  that  wouldn't 
be  above  cleaning  pots  and  kettles,  and  the  like. 
What  do  you   think   will   become   of  those  fine 
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sleeves,  when  it  comes  to  kitchen  work  ?  I  am  a 
sober,  middle-aged  woman,  Miss  May,  and  I  want 
no  smart  little  madcaps  trolloping  about  me." 

Mabel  smiled,  and  the  speech  came  to  her  mind, 
"  Would  you  yoke  a  feeble  old  sheep  with  a  wild 
young  bull  ?"  She  entreated  Judith  to  give  Ma- 
rianne a  fair  chance,  and  set  to  work  herself  to 
alter  an  old  print  gown  into  a  working  dress  for 
her,  that  the  bright  colours  and  large  sleeves  might 
not  offend  Judith's  eye. 

Marianne's  flightiness  seemed  likely  to  get  her 
into  every  one's  black  books,  before  the  week  was 
over.  Pirst  of  all,  a  plate  and  cup  were  broken  by 
her  thoughtless  way  of  dashing  round  the  corners 
of  the  narrow  passage,  wdth  a  tray  full  of  breakfast 
things  in  her  hands,  and  running  against  any  per- 
son who  happened  to  be  in  the  way.  A  short  time 
afterwards  the  large  sleeves  brought  down  a  vase 
of  flowers,  cracking  May's  favourite  Bohemian 
glass  vase.  Her  heedlessness,  when  waiting  at 
table,  and  the  pert  little  toss,  with  which  she  ex- 
cused herself  when  blamed,  annoyed  Mr.  Hesketh 
greatly  ;  but  Frances  invariably  defended  her,  and 
said  that  in  such  a  small,  ill-contrived  house,  it  was 
impossible  to  help  being  awkward  sometimes. 

One  day  her  carelessness  reached  its  climax. 
The  plates,  at  dinner,  were  brought  in  cold,  and 
not  all  Mr.  Hesketh's  orders  could  make  her  re- 
member to  shut  the  door  after  her,  which  was  no 
slight  discomfort  on  an  exceedingly  cold  day. 
"When  anything  was  asked  for,  she  had  '  forgotten 
it,'  and  was  forced  to  go  and  fetch  it,  leaving  the 
door  open  until  she  returned.  Mr.  Hesketh  bore 
all,  with  a  patience  that  astonished  Mabel ;  but  at 
length  when  she  left  the  room,  and  stayed  away 
until  they  began  to  think  she  did  not  intend  return- 
ing, his  forbearance  could  stand  it  no  longer.  She 
came  in,  at  length,  with  an  idle,  wandering  gaze, 

II.  H 
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and  on  Mr.  Hesketh's  reproving  her,  muttered  that 
she  couldn't  be  everywhere  at  once.  Mabel  was 
greatly  distressed  to  see  her  father,  whose  ideas 
and  requirements  were  so  strict  and  over-refined, 
subjected  to  such  neglect  and  impertinence^,  but 
she  was  still  more  annoyed,  when  Frances  observed 
that  it  was,  "as  usual,  all  owing  to  Judith,"  and 
desired  Marianne  "  in  future  to  attend  to  no  one's 
directions  but  her  ow^n,  when  she  was  waiting  at 
the  dinner  table." 

When  dinner  was  over,  Mabel  ventured  to  re- 
monstrate with  her  sister. 

"  We  both  have  papa's  comfort  at  heart,  Frances, 
and,  seriously,  Marianne  is  very  neglectful  and  pro- 
voking." 

"  I  expected  that  she  would  meet  with  your  dis- 
approbation from  the  first,  my  dear,"  said  Frances, 
in  a  tone  of  pleasant  condescension.  "  She  met 
with  prejudice  the  first  time  her  name  was  men- 
tioned, and  I  have  been  prepared  for  this." 

Mabel  felt  sorely  inclined  to  get  out  of  temper, 
but,  with  an  eff'ort,  she  mastered  the  inclination, 
and  resolved  to  be  chary  of  her  words. 

"  Won't  you  reprimand  her  for  answering  when 
spoken  to  ?  It  is  so  impertinent  in  a  child  of  her 
age." 

"  I  have  reproved  her  several  times  already, 
when  I  considered  her  to  blame  ;  don't  be  afraid  of 
my  failing  in  my  duty  towards  her." 

"I  am  only  thinking  of  papa.  What  a  change 
it  must  be  to  him  from  the  Priory  !  Greorge  used 
to  wait  so  well,  and  be  so  respectful." 

"Very  true  ;  it  is  a  change  to  us  all." 

"  Then  you  really  think  Marianne  will  make  a 
good  servant,"  said  Mabel,  with  a  sigh. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it.  Poor  child !  she  has 
great  difficulties  to  contend  against.  Judith's  in- 
fluence is  enough  to  ruin  any  young  servant." 
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"Frances!"  and  May's  voice  was  indignantly  re- 
proachful. "  Is  that  all  the  gratitude  Judith  gets 
for  following  and  remaining  with  us  in  all  our  trou- 
bles ?  Who  else  in  the  world  would  have  become 
a  servant  of  all  work,  out  of  pure  affection  for  us  ? 
She  has  given  up  ease  and  prosperity,  even  comfort 
and  quiet,  for  our  sakes ;  and  that  at  an  age  when 
she  might  naturally  look  for  rest  and  .  .  ."  Mabel's 
voice  was  choked  with  indignation. 

'* Is  she  so  old?"  said  Frances,  quietly.  "Not 
above  fifty,  I  should  say  ;  and  Judith  has  sufficient 
worldly  wisdom  to  know  when  she  has  a  good  mas- 
ter. As  you  are  fond  of  plain  speaking,  Mabel,  I 
w^l]  caution  you  as  an  elder  sister,  that  since  leav- 
ing the  Priory  you  have  been  very  unguarded  in 
your  temper,  and  lost  a  great  deal  of  the  self-con- 
trol you  once  had.  I  daresay  you  have  had  a  good 
deal  to  try  you,  but  consideration  for  others  should 
make  you  keep  watch  over  it." 

Happily  Mabel  was  standing  with  her  back  to 
her  sister,  so  she  had  time  for  thought  before  her 
jlnswer  came.  It  was  a  hard  struggle  that  went 
on,  before  she  could  command  her  voice  to  speak, 
but  it  ended  in  victory.  To  remonstrate  was  evi- 
dently of  no  use  ;  it  only  irritated  her  sister,  and 
gave  her  opportunities  for  venting  her  irritation. 

Passing  quietly  behind  Prances'  chair,  she  kissed 
her  forehead,  and  said,  "  I  am  sorry  if  I  am  un- 
controlled, but  I  can't  bear  to  hear  a  word  against 
Judith  ;"  and  without  waiting  for  a  reply,  went  to 
her  own  room. 

At  the  time  of  Mabel's  fever,  Prances  had  ap- 
peared to  be  changed  for  the  better.  Her  feelings 
were  wrought  upon,  when  she  thought  of  losing 
her  only  sister,  and  sorrow  had  then  subdued  and 
softened  her.  It  was  but  a  transient  influence, 
how^ever,  and  when  Mabel  was  restored  to  health 
and  spirits,  the  old  failings  returned.     Prances  for- 
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got  bow  precious  Mabel  bad  seemed,  wben  sbe  bad 
contemplated  parting  witb  ber,  and  tbe  good  reso- 
lutions wbicb  bad  been  tben  formed,  vanisbed  into 
tbin  air. 

From  cbildbood,  ber  temper  bad  been  bad ;  ber 
domineering  spirit  and  self-will  bad  been  sources 
of  great  anxiety  to  Mrs.  Hesketb,  wbo  bad  feared 
lest  Mabel  sbould  imbibe  tbe  same  failings  ;  but 
May's  disposition  was  tbe  very  reverse.  After  ber 
mother's  deatb,  Frances  bad  yielded  to  every  an- 
noyance, until  ber  temper  was  beyond  ber  control ; 
and,  since  tbe  cbange  in  tbeir  circumstances,  it  bad 
been  even  more  indulged,  and  tborougbly  destroyed 
tbe  little  cbeerfulness  still  left  in  tbeir  bome-party. 
Mr.  Hesketb  wrapt  bimself  up  in  bis  business,  and 
never  interfered,  for  Frances,  witb  ber  strong  will, 
bad  so  completely  assumed  tbe  tone  and  position  of 
mistress  of  tbe  bouse,  tbat  Mr.  Hesketb,  naturally 
inert,  bowed  to  it.  He  trusted  too  mucb,  as  be 
bad  done  tbrougb  life,  to  *  tbings  rigbting  them- 
selves,' and  concluded  tbat  witb  Judith's  prudence, 
and  May's  common  sense,  all  would  eventually  end 
well. 

Mabel's  life  was  a  sad  and  lonely  one.  Dudley 
being  gone — Hugb  proved  untrue — Dora  wrapt  up 
in  ber  husband  and  children — Mr.  Hesketb  pre- 
occupied, and  full  of  business — sbe  bad  no  one  to 
cheer  or  sympathise  witb  ber,  no  one  to  turn  to 
wben  Frances  was  most  barsb  and  repelling.  Still 
weak  in  mind  and  body,  sbe  felt  sometimes  as  if 
sbe  must  yield  to  despair — as  if  life  were  too  weary, 
too  sunless  to  be  endurable.  Could  sbe  but  have 
felt  useful  and  necessary  to  tbeir  happiness,  it 
would  have  given  ber  strengtb  to  work  on ;  but  tbe 
wbole  tone  of  Frances'  treatment  of  ber  was  such, 
as  to  make  her  feel  keenly  tbat  sbe  was  but  a 
younger  sister,  and  moreover  a  useless  one.  Many 
a  long  hour  in  tbe  night,  bitter  tears  would  stream 
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over  her  pillow,  and  the  intense  longing  for  her 
mother  was  greater  than  ever.  She  was  no  longer 
the  sunbeam  of  the  house,  as  Mr.  Hesketh  had 
called  her ;  the  bright  sister  to  whom  all  had 
turned  for  companionship  and  sympathy  ;  no  longer 
watched  over  and  guarded  with  the  jealous  affection 
Judith  had  evinced  in  former  days.  Judith  had 
other  things  to  think  of  now.  She  had  almost 
more  than  she  could  do,  while  Marianne  was  rather 
a  hindrance  than  an  assistance  to  her.  She  was 
more  blunt,  more  severe,  and  more  uncompromis- 
ing, than  ever;  and  even  her  tone  to  Mabel  was 
brusque  and  hasty,  very  unlike  the  affectionate  care 
which,  with  all  her  roughness,  she  had  exhibited  in 
former  days. 

Mabel  felt  it  all  bitterly,  yet  she  reminded  her- 
self that  even  this  was  better  than  Monckton 
Court  and  Mr.  Collier,  for  there  was  no  self- 
reproach  in  it  all.  Mr.  Chase  was  a  true  friend,  as 
he  had  ever  been,  constant  in  his  visits,  for  he  read 
the  loneliness  and  want  of  companionship  in  Mabel's 
face  ;  and  although  he  could  do  little,  yet  even  the 
assurance  of  sympathy  is  inexpressibly  welcome  to 
the  lonely.  His  visits  always  braced  up  her  mind, 
and  taught  her  to  look  to  the  true  source  for  com- 
fort ;  and  Mina's  letters  were  a  real  pleasure  to  her, 
although  they  were  short,  and  came  seldom,  for  her 
health  seemed  to  be  gradually  sinking. 

One  day,  as  Mabel  sat  at  work  in  the  sitting- 
room,  she  heard  Judith's  voice  raised  far  above  its 
usual  tones,  and  every  now  and  then,  a  pert,  shrill 
voice  made  answer  in  a  way  that  let  Mabel  into 
the  true  state  of  the  case.  With  a  sigh  at  her  own 
insignificance,  and  inability  to  interfere,  she  went 
to  the  door,  to  soothe  the  combatants,  and  reprove 
Marianne.  Judith  met  her  in  the  passage,  and  her 
hard  face  was  fierce  in  its  expression. 

"  Am  I  to  bear  this,  Mias  Mabel  ?    Is  this  idle, 
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good-for-nothing  child  to  dawdle  away  the  whole 
day,  and  when  I  speak  to  her  say  that  Miss  Frances 
told  her  not  to  mind  me  ?  Miss  Frances  is  her 
mistress,  she  says.  Miss  Frances,  indeed !"  and 
Judith's  sober  face  was  stormy  with  anger. 

''  What  is  it,  Judith  ?"  asked  Mabel's  low,  sweet 
voice.     "  What  has  Marianne  been  doing  ?" 

"  Doing,  Miss  !  nothing — little  idle,  impudent 
thing !  There  she  sits  with  her  crochet — making 
a  fine  collar,  if  you'll  believe  it,  and  all  the  house- 
work standing  still.  And  when  I  speak  to  her 
she  says — *Miss  Frances  is  my  mistress,  and  she 
told  me  not  to  mind  you.'  I  may  slave  my  life 
out,  Miss  May,  while  she  sits  over  her  smart 
collar." 

"  It  is  too  bad — "  began  Mabel,  but  she  checked 
herself,  and  said :  "  Frances  never  told  her  that — I 
heard  what  she  said  myself.  Where  is  Marianne  ? 
I  will  speak  to  her." 

"I  am  coming  myself,"  said  a  voice  from  the  top 
of  the  staircase.  "  Thank  you.  May,  I  will  manage 
it  all ;"  and  Frances  brushed  past  Judith  and 
Mabel,  into  the  kitchen. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Marianne?"  were  her 
first  words.  "  How  is  it  you  are  not  doing  your 
work  ?" 

*'  I  ain't  used  to  being  ordered  about,"  said  Ma- 
rianne, half-crying,  but  with  a  great  deal  of  temper. 
"  I  don't  like  being  spoken  to  in  that  way,  and  she 
hasn't  no  right  to  put  so  much  work  upon  me." 

'*  How  dare  you  say  such  things,  you  bad  child  ?" 
exclaimed  Judith,  with  flashing  eyes.  "  You  do 
nothing  from  morning  to  night,  and  I  have  to 
do  your  work,  and  my  own  too.  What  have 
you  done  this  blessed  morning,  I  should  like  to 
know?" 

"  Command  yourself,  Judith,"  said  Frances,  in  a 
dictatorial  tone.     "  This  is  my  affair,  not  yours. 
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Marianne,  I  have  no  wish  to  see  you  do  more  work 
than  you  are  able  to  do,  but  I  can't  allow  you  to  sit 
here  making  this  collar  when  there  is  work  to  be 
done." 

*'  I  have  done  my  work,"  said  Marianne,  violently. 
"  I  have  done  more  than  I  ought  to  do,  but  she 
wants  me  to  do  it  all." 

Mabel's  hand  on  Judith's  arm  restrained  her,  but 
her  quiet  grey  eyes  flashed  with  the  indignation  she 
was  feeling  in  her  heart. 

"  This  mustn't  be,"  said  Frances,  turning  to 
Judith.  "Marianne  is  intended  to  assist  you,  cer- 
tainly, but  not  to  do  your  work,  and  her  own  too. 
I  shall  make  out  a  list  of  her  duties  for  Marianne, 
and  I  must  beg  that  no  more  are  put  upon  her." 
She  turned  to  leave,  but  Judith  shook  off  Mabel's 
grasp,  and  said  resolutely — 

"  Miss  Frances,  while  Mr.  Hesketh  was  my  mas- 
ter, I  would  have  worked  night  and  day  for  him, 
and  so  I  would  for  Miss  May,  as  I  promised  your 
mamma  to  do ;  but  she  never  thought,  and  I  never 
thought,  that  after  all  these  years  I  should  be 
treated  in  this  way.  It's  more  than  I  can  stand, 
and  more  than  I  need  stand,  and  you  must  please 
to  look  out  for  some  one  who'll  bear  to  be  treated 
in  your  fashion.     I  give  you  warning." 

•'  Very  well,  Judith,"  said  Frances,  in  the  quiet 
tone  she  assumed  when  especially  irritated.  "  So 
it  shall  be.     A  month  from  this  time  you  leave  us." 

She  swept  out  of  the  kitchen,  leaving  Mabel 
standing  by  Judith's  side,  half-bewildered.  Ma- 
rianne sat  over  her  collar,  taking  everything  in, 
and  quietly  triumphing  at  having  carried  the 
day.  Mabel  caught  the  self-satisfied  expression 
on  her  face,  and  ordered  her  summarily  out  of 
the  kitchen. 

"  Judith,  dear  Judith,"  she  said,  with  tears  in 
her  eyes,  when  Marianne  was  gone,  "do  bear  with 
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it  for  papa's  sake  and  mine.  What  should  we  do 
without  you  ?  Oh  !  I  will  try  to  make  up  for  all 
JFrances'  unkindness,  but  don't  go  away  from  us." 

"  It's  no  use,"  said  Judith,  sternly,  keeping 
down  a  tear.  "  I'm  mortal,  Miss  May,  as  well  as 
most  folks,  and  human  nature  won't  bear  being 
spoken  to  in  that  way  by  one  I've  held  in  my  arms 
as  a  baby  before  now.  No,  I  shall  go.  Miss,  so 
don't  speak  to  me.  While  I  was  treated  with 
kindness  I  would  have  gone  to  the  world's  end 
with  you,  but  I  can't  bear  this ;"  and  Judith  sat 
down,  the  tear  would  have  its  way,  and  rolled  down 
her  hard  cheek. 

"  You  won't  leave  me,  Judith,"  whispered  May, 
with  one  arm  round  her  neck.  "  I  don't  know 
what  I  should  do  without  you.  I  am  so  lonely 
sometimes,  and  you  have  been  a  mother  to  me  in 
some  ways,  since  mamma  was  taken  away.  Papa 
will  put  it  right — only  do  stay,  dear  Judith,  for  my 
sake  do  stay." 

"  I  can't,  Miss,  I  can't,"  said  Judith,  with  a 
half-sob,  "  I  won't  go  far  away.  Miss  May,  dear, 
and  I  shall  see  you  sometimes,  but  white  folks 
won't  bear  it.  'Tis  treatment  only  fit  for  black 
people." 

In  vain  Mabel  entreated ;  Judith's  spirit  was 
really  up,  and  she  could  not  submit  any  longer. 
May  could  not  wonder  to  see  her  indignant,  and 
was  forced  to  leave  her  at  last,  utterly  despairing 
about  the  future.  With  a  strange  servant,  Frances' 
bad  management,  and  Marianne's  pert,  wild  ways, 
where  would  her  father's  comfort  be  ?  Where 
would  Dudley's  allowance,  and  the  money  they  had 
hoped  to  save  out  of  their  income  for  William,  come 
from  ?  But  the  same  Providence  was  over  them 
now,  as  ever,  and  faith  and  patience  would  bring 
all  right  in  the  end. 

Mr.   Hesketh  came  home  haggard,  and  out  of 
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spirits.  Marianne's  delinquencies  at  dinner  time 
were  unnoticed,  and  there  was  scarcely  any  con- 
versation. Mabel  began  to  wonder  how  he  would 
hear  about  Judith,  or  whether  he  would  hear  at  all 
until  the  time  of  her  departure  approached,  when, 
without  preface,  in  the  middle  of  dinner,  Frances 
made  the  startling  announcement — 

"  Judith  has  given  warning,  papa.  We  must 
look  out  for  another  servant." 

"What?  Judith  given  warning!"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Hesketh,  pushing  back  his  chair,  and  looking 
up  with  unfeigned  astonishment.  "  What  is  this 
about  ?  Frances !  what  have  you  been  doing  ? 
Judith  wouldn't  give  warning  for  nothing." 

"  She  forgets  her  place,"  said  Frances,  coolly. 
"  If  I  am  to  be  mistress  of  the  house,  she  must 
learn  to  look  upon  me  as  such.  Besides — "  and 
she  looked  round  to  see  that  Marianne  had  left 
the  room,  "  she  puts  all  her  work  off  upon  Ma- 
rianne, and  it  is  more  than  the  poor  child  can 
bear." 

Without  a  reply,  Mr.  Hesketh  rose,  and  left  the 
room,  leaving  the  doors  open,  so  that  Frances  and 
Mabel  could  hear  every  word  that  passed. 

"  Judith — there  is  some  mistake,"  he  said,  kindly. 
"  You  surely  are  not  talking  of  leaving  us.  'No, 
indeed,  I  can't  hear  of  it.  After  all  the  years  you 
have  lived  with  us,  and  served  us  faithfully,  you 
must  not  talk  of  going  for  a  mere  trifle.  If  you  are 
uncomfortable,  we  must  make  some  fresh  arrange- 
ment. I  would  rather  keep  another  servant  than 
lose  you." 

"  It's  no  wish  of  mine  to  go,  sir,  but,  at  my  time 
of  life,  I  can't  bear  being  spoken  to  as  Miss 
Frances  speaks  to  me ;  and  it's  hard  to  see  that 
good-for-nothing  child  upheld  in  her  idleness,  and 
encouraged  to  be  disrespectful  to  me." 

''■  I  will  see  to  it,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh.     '*  But, 
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remember,  Judith,  I  am  your  master,  and  if  ever 
you  are  uncomfortable,  I  desire  you  will  let  me 
know.  I  can  appreciate  one  who  has  been  the 
faithful  friend  and  servant  you  have  ;  and  your  care 
of  Mabel  has  been  enough  to  ensure  you  my  gra- 
titude, to  say  nothing  of  recent  services.  If  Ma- 
rianne is  idle,  let  her  go." 

"  May-be,  if  she  had  a  stiff  hand  over  her,  she'd 
do  better,"  said  Judith ;  "  but  if  I  tell  her  one 
thing,  and  Miss  Frances  another,  she'll  end  in 
doing  nothing." 

"I  put  her  into  your  hands  altogether,"  said 
Mr.  Hesketh,  hastily,  wearied  of  the  perpetual  dis- 
turbances Frances  originated.  "  If  she  isn't  a  good 
girl  let  her  go,  there  are  plenty  better  ;  but  always 
come  to  me,  if  you  are  uncomfortable. 

He  returned  to  the  dining-room,  where  Frances 
sat,  with  a  volcano  of  indignation  working  within 
her,  and  Mabel  was  looking  sad  and  uncomfortable. 

"  Papa,"  began  the  former,  with  a  wrathful 
accent ;  but  Mr.  Hesketh  raised  his  hand,  and  said 
authoritatively, — "I  wish  to  hear  nothing  about 
it.  Once  for  all,  I  won't  have  Judith  interfered 
with." 

Even  Frances  dared  not  brave  that  determined 
tone  and  action,  and  sat  restraining  her  indignation, 
as  best  she  could,  but  full  of  irritation  with  her 
father,  Judith,  May — every  one  connected  with  the 
unhappy  business. 

There  was  less  interference  with  Judith,  and 
household  matters,  after  that  day,  and  Mabel  began 
to  grow  more  hopeful.  Not  that  Marianne  im- 
proved. She  continued  careless,  idle,  and  imperti- 
nent, but  was  kept  under  due  restraint  by  Judith's 
authority  and  decision.  It  seemed  just  possible 
that  she  might  in  time  become  a  tolerable  servant, 
with,  what  Judith  called,  a  stiff  hand  over  her,  but 
it  appeared   probable  that  before   that  desirable 
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point  could  be  arrived  at,  all  the  glass  and  china  in 
the  house  would  have  been  sacrificed  to  her  educa- 
tion. Late  one  night,  a  terrific  smash  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  kitchen,  startled  every  one,  and 
Judith's  voice  was  heard  reprimanding  the  offender, 
whom  no  one  doubted  to  be  Marianne.  The  acci- 
dent was  occasioned  by  her  turning  sharply  round 
a  corner,  where  she  had  placed  a  tray  covered  with 
the  tea-things,  and  the  reproof  she  received  was  no 
slight  one,  though  certainly  not  greater  than  the 
ofience  merited.  She  gave  saucy  answers  when 
spoken  to  about  it,  and  went  to  bed  crying. 

"What  is  to  be  the  end  of  it?"  said  Mr.  Hes- 
keth,  wearily ;  "  we  can't  go  on  with  the  girl." 

"  Give  her  one  more  week,"  suggested  Mabel. 
"  If  she  endeavours  to  improve  we  can  still  try  her, 
but  if  not  she  had  certainly  better  go." 

Frances  volunteered  no  remark,  and  the  matter 
ended. 

There  was  a  knock  at  May's  door  early  the  next 
morning.  "  Do  you  know  anything  of  Marianne, 
Miss  May  ?"  asked  Judith,  opening  the  door. 

"  No,  Judith,  nothing — how  should  I  ?" 

"  The  girl's  off,"  was  the  reply.  "  I  haven't  seen 
her  since  she  got  up  this  morning,  and  I  can't  find 
her  nowhere." 

"  Off!  Eeally  !  Oh  !  Judith !  what  will  become 
of  her?" 

"  1^0  fear  about  that,  Miss  May.  She's  gone 
home,  the  little  impudent  thing !  "Well,  it's  a 
good  riddance." 

"  But  how  do  you  know  she's  gone  home  ?  Sup- 
pose she  should  have  run  away  altogether — what 
should  we  do  ?" 

"  She's  not  made  of  that  sort  of  stuff.  Miss  May. 
When  you've  finished  your  breakfast,  I'll  walk  up 
to  her  mother's,  and  find  out.  She'd  best  not 
come  back  again,  I  should  say." 
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"  So  should  I ;  on  no  account  let  her  come  back. 
You  had  better  take  her  things  with  you,  and 
a  month's  wages." 

"  She  hasn't  earned  any  wages,  Miss.  A  year's 
wages  wouldn't  pay  for  all  she's  broken,  since  she 
came  into  the  house.  It's  a  good  job,  to  my  mind, 
and  an  easy  way  of  getting  rid  of  her." 

Mabel  fully  agreed  ;  but  she  was  a  little  anxious 
until  Judith  returned  after  breakfast  with  the  re- 
port, that  she  had  found  Marianne  seated  comfort- 
ably at  home  over  her  crochet  collar,  and  by  no 
means  desirous  to  return. 

"A  pretty  tale  she's  carried  home,  Miss,"  said 
Judith,  angrily.  "  She  told  her  mother  that  if  she 
but  broke  a  tea-cup,  it  was  as  much  as  her  life  was 
worth,  and  it  was  a  mercy  she'd  come  away  with  a 
sound  bone  in  her  body.  She  said  I  made  her 
do  all  her  own  work,  and  mine  too,  and  was  for 
ever  calling  her  an  idle  good-for-nothing,  or  some 
such  thing." 

Mabel  smiled :  "  "Well,  Judith,  it  doesn't  much 
matter,  now  that  she  has  left  us.  Does  her  mother 
take  her  part?" 

"  Yes,  Miss,  and  I  should  say  so.  If  she  didn't 
storm  and  rave  at  me,  till  I  thought  she'd  turn  me 
bodily  out  of  the  house ;  and  all  the  way  down  the 
hill  I  heard  her  going  on  in  the  same  manner, 
and  she's  doing  so  now  most  likely.  A  precious 
nest  of  them  to  take  a  servant  out  of,  I  must 
say !" 

Mabel  tried  to  consult  with  Frances  about  the 
choice  of  a  new  servant,  but  she  was  told  to  do  as 
she  pleased,  and  Frances  maintained  a  dignified 
silence  on  the  subject  of  Marianne,  and  servant- 
girls  in  general.  Eachel  Saunders  was  engaged, 
and  it  was  a  happy  day  for  both  Mabel  and  Judith, 
when  they  saw  her  modest,  smiling  face  enter  the 
house,  and  compared  her  close,  white  cap,  and  print 
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dress,  with  MariaDne's  flaunting  colours.  A  new 
leaf  had  undoubtedly  been  turned  over,  and  under 
Mabel's  direction  she  speedily  became  a  useful, 
attentive  little  servant ;  and,  if  somewhat  awkward 
and  ungainly  at  first,  it  was  amply  atoned  for  by 
her  obedience  and  willingness,  and  her  anxiety  to 
learn. 


CHAPTEE  VIII. 

Still  where  rosy  pleasure  leads, 

See  a  kindred  grief  pursue, 
Behind  the  steps  where  misery  treads. 

Approaching  comfort  view. 
The  hues  of  bliss  more  brightly  glow 
Chastised  by  sabler  tints  of  woe  ; 
And  blended,  form  with  artful  strife 
The  strength  and  harmony  of  life.'' 

GRAY. 


It  was  one  of  the  first  bright  days  of  early  spring. 
Mabel  woke  to  the  recollection  that  it  was  her 
father's  birthday — a  day,  marked  out,  as  fai?  back 
through  her  life  as  she  could  remember,  as  one 
of  the  happiest  and  brightest  of  the  year.  It 
brought  sorrowful  thoughts  this  day,  for  memory 
carried  her  back  to  the  last  time  it  had  dawned 
upon  them,  at  their  own  home,  long  ere  sorrow  or 
reverses  had  been  thought  of.  Yet  she  could  feel 
thankful  that  the  twelvemonth  was  passed,  which 
had  brought  such  deep  suffering  with  it,  and  could 
look  forward  hopefully  to  what  another  year  might 
bring  forth. 

The  sun  could  not  find  its  way  into  Mabel's 
small,  dark  room,  but  it  was  cheering  to  look  out 
of  the  window,  and  see  it  on  the  fields  and  the  bare 
trees.  She  had  been  surprised  to  find  how  little 
the  uninviting  prospect  annoyed  her ;  indeed,  the 
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small  court,  and  the  two  or  three  fields  beyond,  had 
become  so  familiar,  that  if  she  could  have  forgotten 
the  Priory  view,  she  would  have  been  more  than 
contented. 

She  almost  dreaded  alluding  to  his  birthday  be- 
fore her  father,  lest  she  should  awaken  a  painful 
train  of  thought ;  but  she  knew  that  the  more  "  for- 
bidden subjects"  are  curtailed,  at  all  times,  the 
better,  and  accordingly  acted  on  this  principle. 
Her  fears  were  needless,  for  Mr.  Hesketh  was  evi- 
dently awaiting  his  birthday  kiss,  and  as  he  blessed 
her  he  said  :  "  I  hope  another  birthday  will  find  us 
more  prosperous,  my  May." 

There  was  a  cheering  letter  from  Dudley  at  break- 
fast time.  He  spoke  gratefully  of  Mr.  Colby's 
kindness  to  him,  and  said  that  although  the  busi- 
ness was  not  congenial,  yet  he  disliked  it  less  than 
he  had  expected,  and  was  resolved  to  "stick  to 
work."  Mr.  Hesketh' s  spirits  rose  with  this  re- 
port, but  there  were  other  parts  of  the  letter  less 
welcome  to  Mabel.  Although  a  considerable  time 
had  elapsed  since  he  wrote  to  Hugh,  no  answer 
to  his  letter  had  been  received,  and  Dudley  feared 
this  was  silent  proof  of  his  insincerity.  Mabel 
feared  the  same,  and  the  conviction  gave  her  a 
heavy  heart  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

She  had  been  preparing  a  surprise  for  her  father 
foi:  this  day,  and  as  soon  as  he  left  the  house  for 
his  office,  haviug  seen  Frances  start  for  a  solitary 
country  walk,  she  continued  her  preparations. 

The  drawing-room  paint  and  paper  had  long 
been  dry,  and  Mabel  wished  to  arrange  and  fur- 
nish it,  as  a  surprise  for  Mr.  Hesketh  on  his  re- 
turn. The  carpet  had  been  laid  down  the  previous 
day,  and  most  of  their  personal  property,  brought 
from  the  Priory,  was  in  the  room,  piled  up  in 
masses,  as  the  things  had  been  placed,  on  their 
first  arrival. 
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"Eachel,  when  you  have  finished  your  work, 
do  you  think  you  can  come  and  help  me  a  lit- 
tle?" 

Eachel  gave  a  smiling  curtsey,  and  hastened  to 
finish  her  morning  duties,  that  she  might  help 
'*  Miss  Mabel,"  of  whom  she  had  been  very  fond, 
when  in  her  class  at  the  school ;  and  before  May 
expected  her  she  was  knocking  at  the  door,  with 
the  intelligence  that  she  had  almost  done  her  work, 
and  that  Judith  had  promised  to  finish  it  for  her, 
in  order  that  she  might  assist  Miss  May. 

The  paper  was  chocolate  and  green,  looking  very 
clean  and  spring-like.  Mabel  was  surprised  to 
find  how  many  pictures  still  remained  to  them. 
Her  favourite  engraving  of  "  Una  and  the  Lion  " 
was  hung  over  the  mantel-piece,  while  the  family 
portraits  hung  on  each  side,  and  some  water-colour 
sketches  of  Mrs.  Hesketh's  adorned  the  three 
other  walls.  Frances'  grand  piano  had  been  ex- 
changed for  a  smaller  one,  as  it  could  never  have 
entered  the  house,  and  by  its  side  stood  the  music- 
rack.  The  centre  table,  and  other  articles  of  fur- 
niture, which  they  had  been  forced  to  purchase,  were 
plain  and  inexpensive,  but  this  was  lost  sight  of 
amongst  the  many  things  belonging  to  Frances 
and  Mabel,  rescued  from  Mr.  Collier's  grasp.  Ma- 
bel's work-table  stood  in  the  window,  with  a  china 
basket  of  flowers  upon  it,  and  a  side  table  against 
the  wall  was  spread  with  book-stands  and  port- 
folios. A  light  couch,  and  several  worked  cushions, 
stood  on  one  side  of  the  fireplace,  and  some  sim- 
ple cane  and  basket-work  chairs,  relieved  by  co- 
loured anti-macassars,  filled  up  the  vacant  spaces. 
The  simple  chintz  curtains  suited  the  room  better 
than  damask  could  have  done,  and  Mabel  looked 
at  them  with  no  little  pride,  for  they  had  been 
made  by  her  own  hands,  with  Judith's  assistance. 
When  she  had  placed  all  her  own,  and  Frances' 
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little  ornaments  on  the  mantel-piece  and  piano, 
she  sent  Eachel  to  summon  Judith  to  judge  of  the 
effect. 

Judith's  words  were  few,  but  hearty.  She  was 
happy  to  see  May  happy,  and  rejoiced  at  anything 
that  should  give  them  pleasure,  after  the  sorrow 
through  which  they  had  passed.  But  in  her  own 
mind  she  was  comparing  the  little  room  Mabel  was 
taking  such  delight  in,  with  the  sweet,  sunny 
drawing-room  at  Northwode  Priory,  and  there  was 
more  of  a  sigh  than  a  smile  in  her  heart. 

Mabel,  herself,  would  indulge  in  no  comparisons. 
The  room  was  undoubtedly  very  bright  and  pretty, 
and  she  enjoyed  having  the  well-remembered  pic- 
tures and  books  about  her  again.  But  for  Hugh, 
she  would  have  been  really  happy  in  a  calm,  sober 
way,  for  she  knew  that  it  would  gladden  her 
father's  heart  to  escape  from  the  dark,  dingy  little 
dining-room,  and  find  himself  amongst  familiar  ob- 
jects once  more. 

The  door  was  carefully  locked,  and  Frances  re- 
mained in  ignorance  of  Mabel's  employment  during 
her  absence.  As  the  time  approached  for  Mr. 
Hesketh's  return.  May  ordered  the  fire  to  be  lit, 
and  directed  E.achel  to  lay  the  tea-things  in  pre- 
paration for  tea.  He  came  home  cheerful,  quite  in 
spirits  about  the  business,  and  full  of  Dudley's 
satisfactory  letter.  Mabel  was  cheerful,  too,  and 
Frances  was  brighter  than  she  had  been  for  some 
weeks. 

When  dinner  was  over.  May  asked,  in  a  tone  of 
suppressed  amusement :  "  Shall  we  retire  to  the 
drawing-room  ?" 

"  Ah  !"  sighed  Mr.  Hesketh,  thinking  she  was 
joking,  and  feeling  weary  of  the  one  tiny  room. 

She  rose,  however,  and  offered  him  her  arm, 
which  he  took  with  a  smile,  believing  her  to  be 
still  in  fun  ;  but  she  led  him  out  of  the  room, 

II.  I 
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across  the   narrow  passage,  and  threw  open   the 
door  opposite. 

A  bright  fire  blazed  there,  lighting  up  the  room, 
pictures  and  furniture  ;  the  lamp  stood  on  the 
table,  where  tea  was  prepared,  and  the  contrast 
with  the  room  they  had  just  left,  was  at  first  almost 
dazzling. 

Sorrow  had  become  so  habitual  to  Mr.  Hesketh, 
that  a  sensation  of  pleasure  was  strange  to  him. 
He  stood  still  for  a  moment,  without  speaking,  and 
then  putting  his  arm  round  Mabel,  said,  "  Have 
I  to  thank  my  May-flower  for  this  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Judith,  who  stood  in  the  back- 
ground, to  witness  Mr.  Hesketh's  surprise.  "  It  has 
been  Miss  May's  great  pleasure  to  prepare  it  for 
you,  and  it's  all  her  own  doing." 

"  With  Eachel's  assistance,"  added  Mabel.  "  She 
has  been  helping  me  a  great  deal  this  morning." 

Mr.  Hesketh  sent  for  Eachel,  and  thanked 
her,  calling  forth  her  smiles  and  blushes,  after 
which  they  sat  down  by  the  bright  fire,  to  spend  a 
pleasant  evening.  Frances  was  delighted  to  get  a 
piano  again,  and  Mabel  thought  Mr.  Hesketh 
would  never  cease  going  round,  and  feasting  his 
eyes  on  the  portraits,  and  his  wife's  sketches,  es- 
pecially the  one  of  the  Priory,  which  was  full  of 
sad  associations. 

"  Our  visitors  may  come  and  see  us  now  if  they 
like,"  said  Frances.  '*  The  prospect  of  having  to 
receive  them  in  that  dreadful  little  room,  has  been 
a  weight  upon  my  spirits  for  some  time.  Fancy 
entertaining  Mrs.  Grahame  there !  I  should  never 
have  survived  it,  May  !" 

"She  cannot  intend  to  call  upon  us,"  observed 
Mabel.  '*  She  would  have  been  here  already  if  she 
had." 

"  No,  I  don't  think  so ;  we  have  had  scarcely 
any  visitors,  recollect.     I  fancy  people  are  waiting 
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from  a  feeling  of  delicacy — giving  us  time  to  set- 
tle in." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  May,  in  a  dreamy  tone. 

*'  Or  else  they  don't  intend  to  come,"  said 
Frances,  and  her  colour  rose.  *'  Do  you  know, 
May,  that  the  Lushingtons  are  giving  one  of  their 
large  parties,  and  for  the  first  time  in  our  lives  we 
are  excluded  ?" 

''Eeally?"  said  Mabel,  looking  up.  "Well, 
never  mind ;  we  could  not  well  have  gone,  and 
they  may  not  like  to  ask  us." 

Frances  shook  her  head.     "  They  wouldn't  give- 
us  the  chance  of  going.    It  is  just  like  the  Lushing- 
tons ;  wliile  we  were  at  Northwode   Priory,  they 
were  delighted  to  know  us,  and  visit  us,  but  now, 
you  see,  it  is  a  different  thing." 

'*  Perhaps  Mr.  Lushington  is  afraid  that  papa 
and  William,  together,  will  interfere  with  him." 

"  Possibly ;  I  don't  pretend  to  say  what  the 
reason  is  ;  but  one  thing  I  know,  that  we  are  not 
rich  enough,  or  grand  enough,  to  associate  with 
the  Lushingtons  any  longer.  I  saw  Julia  Lushing- 
ton the  other  day—she  was  coming  down  the  street 
as  I  walked  up,  and  when  I  came  within  a  dozen 
yards  of  her,  she  quietly  turned  round,  and  went 
into  Moore's  shop,  without  attempting  to  recognise 
me.  How  indignant  I  felt !  Mary  Grainger  hap- 
pened to  come  up  at  that  moment,  and  I  stood  talk- 
ing with  her  outside  Moore's  shop  for  full  ten 
minutes,  keeping  Julia  a  prisoner,  for  she  took 
care  not  to  come  out  upon  us." 

"Ton  will  only  be  miserable,  my  dear  child," 
said  Mr.  Hesketh,  "  if  you  allow  yourself  to  dwell 
upon  these  slights.  They  will  make  you  attach 
more  value  to  money  than  you  ought ;  for,  recol- 
lect, we  are  the  same  Heskeths  now  that  we  were 
at  Northwode  Priory,  only  then  we  were  rich,  now 
we  are  poor.      If  the  Lushingtons  valued  us  for 
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our  money,  we  may  be  glad  that  the  intimacy  be- 
tween us  has  ceased." 

"  I  never  liked  them,"  observed  Frances  ;  '*  cold, 
worldly-minded  people  they  are.  But,  I  confess,  I 
writhe  under  such  treatment,  papa." 

**  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  they  had  it  in  their 
power  to  make  you  unhappy,"  said  her  father. 

"  They  haven't  exactly — that  is  to  say — Oh ! 
dear,  I  don*t  know  what  I  mean  ;  I  only  know  that 
'  I  am  aweary,  aweary.'     Are  not  you,  May  ?" 

*'  Perhaps  I  am,"  said  Mabel,  rousing  herself 
from  a  reverie,  *'  but  not  on  account  of  the  Lush- 
ingtons.  "We  have  real  friends  left,  and  this  is 
only  what  I  have  expected  from  them.  You  know 
they  are  too  intimate  with  Mr.  Collier  to  continue 
friendly  with  us." 

'*  And  yet  how  Julia  used  to  ridicule  him  !" 

"  So  she  does  every  one  behind  their  back.  She 
was  always  false  to  her  friends  and  civil  to  her  ene- 
mies." 

"  A  severe  speech  for  you,  May." 

"  "Well,  so  it  was,  rather.  I  am  afraid  these  sort 
of  things  make  one  feel  a  little  severe.  "We  had 
better  not  talk  about  them." 

"Much  better  not,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh,  return- 
ing from  his  study  of  the  pictures,  and  drawing  his 
chair  close  to  the  fire.  '*  I  have  heard  two  pieces 
of  news  to-day." 

"  I  am  just  in  a  humour  for  news,"  said  May. 

"  Not  for  this  sort,  I  am  afraid.  Northwode 
Priory  is  let." 

Frances  uttered  an  exclamation  of  dismay,  but 
Mabel  was  too  much  occupied  in  studying  her  fa- 
ther's expression,  to  say  anything. 

"I  don't  know  why  we  should  care,"  said  Mr. 
Hesketh,  quietly.  "For  my  own  part  I  feel  re- 
lieved, for  I  would  rather  see  it  in  a  stranger's 
hands,  than  Mr.  Collier's." 
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*'  Our  pictures,  and  furniture,  and  garden,  and 
all !"  sighed  Frances,  despairingly. 

"  There  is  no  necessity  for  reviving  past  griev- 
ances," said  Mr.  Hesketh,  shortly.  "  When  it 
went,  it  went  for  ever,  and  who  the  occupant 
may  be  is  a  matter  of  indifference  to  us.  Nothing 
can  be  worse  than  Lloyd  Collier's  being  the 
owner." 

"  He  is  the  owner  still,"  said  Frances. 

"  Yes,  and  will  be  so  always,  probably ;  but  I 
hear  nothing  has  been  removed,  and  we  may  be  glad 
that  our  possessions  have  not  been  taken  to  Monck- 
ton  Court." 

"Do  you  know  who  has  taken  the  Priory?" 
asked  Mabel. 

"  A  family  of  the  name  of  CoUingwood.  Dr. 
Grainger,  who  knows  them,  says  they  are  very  nice 
people." 

"  We  shall  not  know  them,"  said  Frances. 

"  "Why  not  ?"  asked  Mr.  Hesketh.  **  if  they  are 
really  nice  people,  I  should  wish  you  to  know  them 
very  much." 

""What!  Go  and  call  upon  them!"  exclaimed 
Frances.  "  You  couldn't  wish  us  to  do  such  a  thing, 
papa." 

"  Yes,  I  could.  I  see  no  reason  why  we  should 
have  no  acquaintances,  simply  because  we  live  in  a 
smaller  house  than  formerly." 

'*  But  we  couldn't  invite  our  friends  in  this  place, 
and  I  could  never  bear  to  visit  without  making  any 
return." 

"  I  shall  never  ask  you  to  do  so.  Probably  they 
will  never  invite  us  if  we  have  not  asked  them  first ; 
but  you  may  be  acquainted  with  people,  without 
interchanging  invitations." 

"To  knock  and  ring  at  our  own  door,  and  be 
shown  into  our  own  dear  drawing-room  as  visitors !" 
said  Frances,  sadly. 
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"  I  will  manage  it,"  said  Mabel,  feeling  for  her 
sister.  "  Dora  will  call,  and  I  can  go  with  her,  and 
take  papa's  card." 

"  They  are  not  come  yet,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh  ; 
'*  but,  Frances,  I  want  to  explain  to  you  how  very 
much  I  desire  that  you  should  keep  up  a  certain 
amount  of  visiting,  and  not  shrink  from  forming 
acquaintances.  The  result  of  such  a  course  would 
be  morbidness,  and  probably  selfishness.  You 
would  retire  into  a  little  world  of  your  own — shut 
up  your  sympathies,  and  forget  that  there  were 
trials  iu  the  world,  greater  and  more  overpowering 
than  your  own." 

"  I  don't  see  why  that  should  be  the  result, 
papa,"  said  Frances. 

"  It  would,  indeed,  my  love.  The  more  you  see 
of  those  around  you,  if  you  associate  with  them  in 
a  right  spirit,  and  the  more  you  endeavour  to  throw 
yourself  into  their  feelings  and  circumstances,  the 
less  you  will  feel  disposed  to  brood  over  your  own. 
There  are  few  trials  that  are  not  to  be  surpassed, 
when  compared  with  those  of  others." 

"  I  doubt  if  any  can  be  worse  than  ours,"  sighed 
Frances. 

'*  I  was  thinking,"  observed  Mabel, "  that  no  trou- 
bles can  be  so  very  bad,  if  there  is  no  self-reproach 
connected  with  them.  Mr.  Chase  was  telling  me 
the  other  day  of  two  sisters  he  has  been  visiting, 
among  the  poor  people.  The  elder  was  many  years 
older  than  the  youuger,  and  when  the  mother  died 
she  committed  the  little  girl  to  the  care  of  her 
elder  sister.  Some  bad  people  induced  the  elder 
to  give  up  going  to  Church,  aud  to  remove  the 
younger  one  from  the  Church  school,  and  place  her 
at  a  very  bad  lace  school  in  Peverstone.  They  got 
into  bad  company,  and  the  little  girl  from  being  a 
good,  obedient,  steady  child,  grew  idle,  and  slovenly, 
and  irreligious.     Mr.  Chase  said  he  could  scarcely 
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recognise  her  for  the  same  girl.  A  short  time  ago 
she  died  quite  suddenly,  and  this  aroused  her  elder 
sister  to  a  knowledge  of  what  she  had  been  doing. 
I  believe  her  distress  now  is  terrible.  Oh  !  Frances, 
what  are  our  misfortunes  compared  with  the  self- 
reproach  she  must  endure  through  life  ?" 

"  That  is  a  difierent  kind  of  sorrow,"  said  Fran- 
ces, thoughtfully. 

"  But  it  is  good  for  us  to  hear  of  sorrow  of  all 
sorts,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh;  "and  it  is  wiser  to  feel 
thankful  that  we  are  spared  the  worse  sorrows  that 
are  sent  to  other  people,  than  to  repine  at  those 
ordained  for  ourselves." 

"  You  said  you  had  another  piece  of  news,  papa," 
observed  Mabel. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Hesketh.  "  It  is  reported 
that  Geraldine  Egerton  is  engaged  to  be  mar- 
ried." 

"So  soon  ?"  said  Mabel,  sadly. 

"  I  am  not  surprised,"  remarked  Frances.  "  This 
will  effectually  cure  Dudley  of  any  lingering  regrets 
he  may  still  have." 

"  Have  you  heard  any  particulars,  papa  ?"  asked 
Mabel. 

"  The  gentleman,  I  believe,  is  a  Captain  Yilliers, 
— very  well  off  and  highly  connected.  This  is 
everything  with  Geraldine." 

"  And  all  against  poor  Dudley,"  said  Frances, 
"  but  there  is  no  cause  for  regret.  "We  may  hope 
something  better  is  in  store  for  him." 

"  Shall  I  tell  Dudley,  papa  ?"  asked  Mabel. 

"  Not  until  we  hear  the  report  confirmed.  It 
seems  providential  in  many  ways ;  Dudley  was  far 
too  young  and  thoughtless,  and  the  pretty  face  en- 
snared him.  I  can't  think  what  two  such  giddy 
heads  would  have  done  together." 

"  I  used  to  think  her  giddiness  would  sober  him," 
observed  May. 
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"  An  unsafe  theory,"  replied  Mr.  Hesketh.  "  A 
wife  ought  to  lead  her  husband  to  better  things — 
not  drive  him  to  them  through  desperation." 

"  I  suppose  it  would  have  been  desperation,"  said 
Mabel,  thoughtfully.  "  I  used  to  fancy,  sometimes, 
even  during  his  engagement,  that  he  felt  the 
want  of  more  stability  and  depth  of  character. 
Both  Greraldine  and  Dudley,  if  placed  in  good 
hands,  might  work  out  into  sensible  persons,  but 
they  could  never  have  remedied  each  other's  de- 
fects." 

"  William  is  very  indignant,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh, 
"  but  I  tell  him  it  signifies  little  to  us,  now,  since 
Geraldine  was  virtually  lost  to  Dudley  before  ;  and, 
if  this  is  for  her  happiness,  I  don't  see  in  what  pos- 
sible way  we  are  affected  by  it." 

'*You  forget  the  slight  upon  Dudley,"  said 
Frances,  reproachfully. 

"  The  slight,  if  slight  it  can  be  called,  was  in  her 
letter,  not  in  the  fresh  engagement.  Unpleasant 
things  are  better  forgotten,  and  it  can  do  no  good 
to  live  them  over  again  in  memory." 

"  Well — adieu  to  painful  subjects,"  said  Mabel, 
cheerfully.  "  We  have  had  no  birthday  talk  as 
yet.  Shall  we  not  have  some  music,  and  drive 
away  all  disagreeable  thoughts  ?" 

Erances  gladly  turned  to  the  piano,  and  fully 
appreciated  the  enjoyment  of  turning  over  her 
favourite  pieces  once  more.  She  played  very  well, 
and  Mr.  Hesketh  had  always  been  fond  of  listen- 
ing to  music.  Mabel  was  rejoiced  at  the  prospect 
of  having  this  always  at  hand,  to  rest  and  refresh 
his  mind,  when  he  returned  home  in  the  evening, 
weary  with  the  day's  work. 

She,  herself,  had  never  played  well,  and  seldom 
touched  the  piano  except  to  accompany  a  voice  ;  and 
now  she  employed  herself  at  the  tea-table,  drawing 
it  near  the  fire,  that  Mr.  Hesketh  might  sit  undis- 
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turbed  in  his  quiet  corner,  and  yet  be  within  reach 
of  his  tea.  She  had  a  wonderful  faculty  of  making 
everything  look  sociable  and  home-like,  and  Mr. 
Hesketh  was  not  insensible  to  this,  for  he  stroked 
her  hair  fondly,  as  she  knelt  down  before  the  fire 
to  make  his  toast,  and  said  :  "  I  don't  know  what  I 
should  do  without  you,  my  May-flower.  It  has 
been  a  difierent  place  since  you  came  here." 

"  It  will  be  quite  a  different  place  in  every  way, 
now,"  said  Mabel.  "  We  should  never  have  appre- 
ciated this  room,  if  we  had  not  lived  in  that  little 
dark  one  for  so  long," 

She  would  not  allow  the  conversation  to  grow 
sad  again.  She  called  Frances  to  tea,  and  brought 
forward  every  cheerful  subject  she  could  think  of. 
**  Dudley's  letter  promises  well,  dear  papa,"  was 
the  first. 

"  Yery  well,  indeed ;  Colby  was  always  a  kind- 
hearted  fellow,  and  I  feel  certain  that,  if  he  finds 
Dudley  steady  and  diligent,  he  will  advance  him." 

"  I  have  a  vision  of  very  bright  days  in  store  for 
us,  yet,"  said  May,  cheerfully.  "  Dudley,  as  a  rich 
merchant,  coming  down  with  a  nice  wife,  whom  we 
can  love  as  a  sister  ;  and  papa  and  William  flourish- 
ing lawyers,  and  Dora  the  best  housekeeper  in  the 
world  !     We  might  be  very  happy." 

"  Lawyers  and  merchants  !"  repeated  Frances. 
"  Is  that  what  the  Heskeths  of  JSTorthwode  Priory 
are  come  to  P" 

"  They  would  never  have  been  the  '  Heskeths  of 
Northwode  Priory '  but  for  a  merchant,"  said 
Mabel,  still  cheerfully.  "  What  fine  little  fellows 
Willy  and  Archie  are  growing !  It  is  so  strange  to 
hear  them  call  Dora  *  mamma.'  " 

"She  looks  more  like  their  elder  sister,"  said 
Mr.  Hesketh,  smiling. 

"  Archie  will  be  the  image  of  papa,"  said  Frances. 

*'  I  think  he  will,"  replied  Mabel ;  and  a  long 
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repetition  of  the  quaint  sayings  and  doings  of  her 
little  nephews  followed. 

The  task  of  keeping  the  conversation  cheerful 
was  not  easy,  for  Frances  had  a  lament  and  a  sigh 
ready  for  every  occasion,  and  Mr.  Hesketh  alter- 
nated between  the  moods  of  his  daughters.  Bed- 
time came  at  last,  and  Mabel  was  not  inclined  to 
postpone  it. 

It  was  a  calm,  brighb  face  that  Mr.  Hesketh 
kissed,  as  he  washed  her  good-night.  Who  could 
have  recognised  it  in  the  pale,  care-worn,  tearful 
countenance,  that  rested  on  her  pillow  half-au-hour 
afterwards  ?  When  the  restraint  was  withdrawn, 
her  highly-strung  feelings  gave  way,  and  it  was  a 
luxury  to  indulge  them,  without  fear  of  giving 
pain. 

Unconsciously,  she  had  encouraged  a  hope  that 
Hugh  might  yet  be  sincere,  and  that  some  misun- 
derstanding had  arisen,  which  Dudley's  letter 
would  explain.  Almost  involuntarily,  for  some 
time  past,  her  thoughts,  throughout  the  day,  had 
centred  on  post-time,  and  when  the  postman  had 
called,  not  bringing  the  letter  she  anticipated,  she 
instinctively  turned  her  expectations  to  the  next 
day's  post,  and  went  on  in  the  hope  that  the  fol- 
lowing morning  might  bring  some  definite  news  of, 
or  from,  him.  Now,  that  lingering  hope,  to  w^iich 
she  had  clung,  was  taken  from  her,  and  Hugh's 
friendship  must  be  but  a  dream  of  the  past — a  sad 
recollection,  not  to  be  dwelt  on,  or  encouraged. 
Mabel  had  strength  for  this — it  might  be  a  bitter 
effort — it  might  cost  untold  suffering,  but  it  was 
right,  and  it  should  be  done.  This  once,  she  would 
yield  to  her  sorrow,  for  indeed  her  feelings  were, 
for  the  time,  beyond  her  control ;  they  had  been 
pent  up  too  long,  and  now  would  have  their  way, 
but  it  was  for  the  last  time,  and  the  next  day 
should  find  her  calm  and  composed  again.     Her 
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grief  should  be  drowned  in  better  feelings,  for 
there  was  a  strength  from  on  high,  ready  for  all 
who  might  seek  it ;  and  in  thought  for  others, 
and  forgetfulness  of  self,  she  would  again  find  that 
contentment,  which  had  for  the  time  been  dis- 
turbed. 

Various  feelings  combined  to  augment  her  dis- 
tress. It  is  sufficiently  painful  when  we  find,  that 
what  we  have  hitherto  enjoyed  and  appreciated,  is 
withdrawn  from  us  for  ever,  even  when  the  thing 
may  not  be  peculiarly  precious,  or  necessary  to  our 
happiness.  Hugh's  sympathy  and  companionship 
were  no  trifling  loss  to  Mabel ;  for  she  knew  not 
where  to  turn  to  find  such  a  friend  again.  But,  in 
addition  to  this,  the  high  esteem,  in  which  she  had 
held  him,  was  suddenly  lowered,  and  in  future  she 
must  regard  him  as  insincere,  and  doubt  whether  the 
friendship  he  had  once  appeared  to  feel  for  them, 
had  ever  been  a  true  friendship.  The  loss  of  es- 
teem is  as  deep  and  wounding,  as  the  loss  of  affec- 
tion ;  and  it  was  not  the  least  part  of  her  trial 
that  she  was  forced  to  believe  she  had  hitherto 
been  deceived  in  her  opinion  of  him,  and  that  a 
fair  face  had  been  the  mask  that  concealed  a  false 
heart. 

Her  affection  for  Hugh  had  been  really  that  of  a 
sister.  Eor  some  years  he  had  been  classed  with 
Dudley  in  her  thoughts  and  feelings  ;  but  while 
Dudley  stood  still  mentally  and  morally,  and  Hugh 
grew  better,  more  earnest,  more  controlled,  more 
unceasing  in  his  endeavours  to  do  right,  so  her 
esteem  and  regard  for  him  proportionately  in- 
creased. 

It  was  all  swept  away  now — and  the  thin,  white 
hands  were  pressed  over  the  pale,  blistered  face,  in 
a  vain  attempt  to  control  the  tears  that  would  have 
their  way.  Human  strength  was  unequal  to  the 
effort ;  but  Mabel  knew  where  to  turn  for  support 
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and  rest,  and  rising,  she  knelt  by  her  bed-side,  and 
with  clasped  hands  prayed  for  herself — for  him — 
for  all  whom  she  loved.  He  must  indeed  be  ex- 
cluded from  her  affection,  from  her  thoughts ;  but 
from  her  prayers — never!  Would  he  not  need 
them  more  now,  than  he  had  ever  done  before  ? 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

**  He,  who  for  Love  has  undergone 
The  worst  that  can  befall, 
Is  happier  thousandfold  than  one 
Who  never  loved  at  all." 

MONCKTON    MILNES. 

Hugh  was  alone  in  the  library  at  Eoray  Castle. 
He  had  been  in  Scotland  three  weeks,  and  was  as 
fully  at  home  as  if  he  had  been  at  Lynchbrook. 
No  one  interfered  with  him ;  he  was  allowed  to 
come  and  go  as  he  liked  ;  there  were  horses  at  his 
disposal,  and  an  ever-ready  companion  in  the  per- 
son of  his  cousin,  Eugenia  Buchanan.  Lord  Eoray 
was  exceedingly  pleased  with  him,  and  urged  him 
to  lengthen  his  visit  as  much  as  was  convenient  to 
himself.  In  the  evening,  Eugenia  was  ready  to 
play  and  sing  to  him,  or,  if  he  liked  it  better,  to 
play  chess  or  bagatelle,  or  anything,  in  short,  that 
suited  his  fancy.  She  appeared  the  essence  of 
good-humour,  and  Hugh  had  too  little  self-esteem 
to  imagine,  that  any  motive  but  good-nature  could 
make  her  take  such  pains  to  cheer,  and  amuse 
him. 

They  took  many  long  rides  together,  sometimes 
alone,  and  sometimes  accompanied  by  Lord  Eoray. 
The  neighbourhood  was  bold  and  picturesque,  and 
Hugh  was  a  great  lover  of  fine  scenery,  so  that 


126  NOETHWODE    PEIOET. 

riding  was  his  great  enjoyment,  and  frequently, 
after  taking  a  long  ride  with  Lord  Foray  and  Eu- 
genia in  the  morning,  he  also  spent  the  whole  after- 
noon on  horseback. 

Eugenia  could  not  understand  him.  She  liked, 
and  admired  him  more  every  day,  and  grew  more 
and  more  desirous  to  gain  his  favour,  but  even  when 
she  was  most  bright  and  fascinating,  a  strange,  im- 
penetrable reserve  pervaded  him,  which  all  her 
beauty  and  talent  could  not  pierce.  Courteous,  he 
was,  always,  but  she  never  seemed  to  gain  ground 
in  her  intimacy  with  him ;  and  although  he  was 
friendly  and  cousinly  enough  to  foster  the  feelings 
she  entertained  towards  him,  yet  he  was  also  suffi- 
ciently reserved  to  make  her  the  more  anxious,  and 
determined  on  gaining  her  point. 

This  was  quite  unintentional  on  Hugh's  part. 
He  admired  Eugenia,  and  found  her  a  pleasant, 
amusing  companion,  but  beyond  this  he  seldom 
thought  of  her  at  all.  Perhaps  she  surmised  this 
sometimes,  when  he  was  abstracted  and  pre-occu- 
pied  ;  but  it  only  incited  her  to  fresh  efforts,  for 
she  had  full  confidence  in  her  powers  of  attraction  ; 
and,  as  she  said  to  Grace  in  one  of  their  private 
confabulations — "  "What  man  is  proof  against  a 
decided  woman  ?" 

The  look  of  sadness  on  Hugh's  face  had  been  in 
no  way  dispelled  by  his  residence  at  Eoray  Castle. 
The  library  was  his  favourite  resort ;  not  that  his 
mind  was  equal  to  any  steady  reading,  or  that  such 
would  have  suited  his  inclination,  but  he  liked  to 
turn  listlessly  over  the  books,  reading  odd  pages, 
and  taking  a  melancholy  pleasure  in  the  familiar 
touch  of  many  of  his  old  favourites.  He  was  more 
likely  to  find  solitude  here,  than  in  the  drawing- 
room,  although  Eugenia  sometimes  broke  in  upon 
his  privacy  ;  but,  at  present,  he  was  undisturbed, 
and,  resting  in  Lord  Eoray's  own   peculiar  arm- 
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chair,  within  reach  of  the  book-shelves,  felt  as  con- 
tented as  he  had  done  for  some  months. 

It  was  a  strange  life  he  was  leading — closing 
both  mind  and  vision  alike  to  the  future  and  the 
past — simply  existing  in  the  present — welcoming 
anything  that  distracted  his  thoughts,  with  no 
plans,  no  desires  for  the  future.  The  state  of  his 
mind  could  be  read  in  the  calm,  passionless  eye, 
once  so  sparkling  with  life  and  vigour ;  and  the 
unvarying,  indifferent  tone  of  his  voice  told  plainly 
of  the  despairing  heart. 

He  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  his  broad  white  fore- 
head resting  on  his  hand,  and  the  dark  curls  of 
chestnut  hair  clustering  above  it.  His  full  dark 
grey  eye  wandered  over  a  book  he  held  in  his  other 
hand,  and  his  thoughts  were  apparently  far  away. 

At  length  he  looked  up  suddenly — his  eye  had 
caught  a  passage  that  touched  him,  and  although 
alone,  he  was  ashamed  of  the  feeling  that  he  knew 
could  be  read  in  his  face.  But  they  were  not 
words  that  recalled  his  suffering,  bringing  with 
them  no  relief,  and  after  a  moment's  pause  he  read 
them  again, 

**  But  'tis  not  ours  o'er  ruined  wrecks  to  mourn. 

For  through  the  broken  rents  which  Time  hath  worn, 

Shines  our  celestial  House  :  our  Father  blest 

Would  teach  us  thus  how  vain  each  earthly  bourne, 

Though  fairest  seeming,  holiest  and  best ; 

The  more  to  seek  for  nought,  but  His  ete?hal  rest." 

"  If  it  were  but  possible  !"  and  he  clasped  his 
hands  over  his  face,  and  for  a  moment  went  over  all 
that  had  passed,  in  memory.  He  allowed  himself 
to  dwell  for  an  instant  upon  May  as  he  had  last 
seen  her — the  slight,  girlish  form,  and  delicate  re- 
fined features,  absolutely  pretty  with  the  glow  of 
health  upon  them  ;  the  large,  clear  blue  eyes,  with 
their  peculiarly  open,  truthful  expression,  and  the 
long  golden  curls,  too  deep  in  colour  to  be  called 
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really  light  hair,  yet  too  sunny  to  be  a  true  brown. 
How  he  recollected  every  curl,  and  every  varying 
look  of  the  quick-changing  face,  and  how  the  soft, 
sweetly-modulated  voice  seemed  to  fall  on  his  ear, 
as  he  recalled  her ! 

Where  was  she  now  ?  Could  he  bear  to  think  ? 
Could  he  bear  to  believe,  what  he  had  never  yet  al- 
lowed himself  to  realise,  that  she  had  sold  herself? 
What  a  lifetime  of  anguish  was  compressed  into 
those  few  words !  His  nightly  dream,  his  waking 
vision — yet  he  could  not  contemplate  it  without 
distress  and  suffering,  and  turned  from  the  thought 
instantly. 

Could  he  only  discipline  his  mind  into  indiffer- 
ence to  worldly  enjoyment,  and  '  seek  for  nought 
but  His  eternal  rest,'  peace  might  yet  be  within 
attainment ;  but  even  this  bitterest  of  trials  was 
insufficient  wholly  to  wean  his  heart  from  earthly 
affections,  and  he  still  fondly  clung  to  the  ruin  that 
remained  to  him.  His  vision  had  indeed  been 
"  fairest  seeming,  holiest  and  best ;"  yet  it  had  faded, 
and  turned  his  life  into  a  wreck  of  what  it  had  once 
been. 

He  did  turn  to  the  source  of  peace,  and  found 
rest,  but  not  the  rest  he  sought.  He  could  look  on 
to  the  end  of  life,  with  a  yearning,  longing  sensa- 
tion, but  even  in  this  holiest  thought  his  blight 
met  him,  and  turned  the  peace  into  sadness.  What 
could  he  ho'pe  to  be  to  her  in  another  world  ?  It 
was  an  awful  question,  and  he  put  it  from  him,  for 
this  is  among  the  deep  mysteries  "  hid  from  our 
eyes,"  and  he  dared  not  dwell  upon  it;  but  he 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  exclaimed, 
"  Oh  !  May,  if  you  had  died,  I  could  have  borne  it ! 
I  could  have  lived  on  in  the  sure  and  certain  hope 
of  being  re-united  to  you  hereafter,  but  now — !" 

"Oh  !  Cousin  Hugh — is  anything  the  matter?'* 
and  Eugenia  approached  him  with  a  light,  noiseless 
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tread.  "  Your  head  aches,  I  am  sure.  "Will  you 
have  Eau-de-Cologne,  or  sal-volatile  ?" 

"Neither,  thank  you,"  was  the  reply,  in  a  deep, 
uncourteous  voice.  "  I  have  got  no  head-ache,  and 
I  shall  come  and  join  you  in  a  few  minutes." 

"What  a  bare-faced  hint!"  she  said,  laughing, 
as  she  walked,  undaunted,  towards  the  fire-place. 
"  These  long,  solitary,  melancholy  mornings  are 
very  bad  for  you,  and  I  shall  take  no  hints,  for  you 
come  out  pale  and  haggard,  and  as  misanthropical 
as — I  don't  know  what!"  Then,  changing  her 
light  tone  into  a  low,  sympathising  one,  she  con- 
tinued, "  I  am  sure  you  are  unhappy ;  I  am  not 
curious,  nor  inquisitive,  and  I  wish  to  force  no  se- 
crets from  you,  but  if  I  could  make  you  happier  in 
any  way  it  would  be  such  a  pleasure  to  me." 

His  brief,  harsh  tone  was  a  curious  contrast  to 
her  low,  winning  one.  '*  Thank  you,  I  am  a  bad 
hand  at  giving  confidences.  When  I  feel  depressed, 
I  always  prefer  being  alone,  and  although  you  are 
very  kind,  you  cannot  possibly  help  me  in  any 
way." 

"  Do  you  really  mean  to  send  me  away  ?"  she 
asked,  in  a  sorrowful,  piteous  tone.  '*  I  will  be 
very  good  if  I  may  stay,  and  not  disturb  you  at  all. 
But,  Hugh,  I  must  say  one  thing — I  can't  bear  to 
see  you  unhappy." 

"  It  is  not  an  unusual  sight  to  see  a  person  un- 
happy, is  it  ?"  said  Hugh,  with  a  cold,  forced  laugh. 
"  Every  one  can't  be  happy  in  balls,  and  music, 
and  novels,  as  you  are." 

"  Oh !  that  is  unkind !"  and  a  deep  colour  flushed 
to  her  face.  "  Do  you  really  think  my  happiness 
is  made  up  of  these  things  ?  How  little  you  know 
me  1  But  it  is  the  case  with  every  one  ;  because  I 
am  externally  a  butterfly,  I  am  supposed  to  care  for 
nothing  but  flowers  and  sunshine.  My  heart  is 
not  the  heart  of  a  butterfly.  Cousin  Hugh." 

11.  K 


130  FOETHWODE    PRIOET. 

Hugh  looked  doubtful,  and  smiled  at  the  re- 
proachful tone.  "  Whether  really  a  butterfly,  or 
not,  Cousin  Eugenia  .  .  ."  he  began. 

"  Eugenie !  Oh  !  please  say  Eugenie,"  she  ex- 
claimed, in  a  distressed  tone. 

"  I  hate  Erench  names !"   he  replied. 

"  No,  you  mustn't  say  so — if  you  wish  to  gain 
my  favour  you  will  always  call  me  *  Eugenie.'  " 

"  No — "  he  said,  resolutely.  "  You  ought  not 
to  ask  me  to  do  so.  You  were  christened  Eugenia 
and  not  Eugenie,  so  Eugenia  is  your  name." 

She  laughed  it  ofi",  good-humouredly,  and  said, 
"  "Well,  have  I  convinced  you  that  I  am  not  a  but- 
terfly ?  Will  you  give  me  some  rational  employ- 
ment, and  either  let  me  talk  to  you,  or  read  to 
you?" 

'*  I  am  not  in  a  humour  for  reading,  thank  you, 
and  there  is  nothing  worth  talking  about." 

"  But  you  have  been  reading,"  said  Eugenia, 
looking  over  his  shoulder,  and  repeating  the  words 
on  which  his  finger  still  rested, 

"  But  'tis  not  ours  o'er  ruined  wrecks  ..." 

The  book  was  roughly  closed,  and  Hugh  sprang 
up,  and  walked  to  the  window.  *'  Are  you  going 
to  ride  to-day  ?" 

"  Yes,  if  you  like.  Papa  is  gone  out  on  business, 
and  we  can  ride  over  the  moor  to  meet  him.  It  is 
a  beautiful  day." 

"  It  looks  rainy,"  said  Hugh. 

*'  The  wind  is  north-west,  I  don't  think  it  can 
rain.     Shall  I  order  the  horses  ?" 

It  seemed  to  occur  to  Hugh,  that  he  was  not 
speaking  courteously,  and  he  said  quickly, 

"  No,  I  will  order  them.  Thank  you  for  being 
willing  to  ride  with  such  a  surly  old  bear." 

She   laughed,   and    approaching   him,   laid    her 
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small  white  hand  on  his  arm,  and  said,  in  almost  a 
child-like  manner,  '*  I  am  afraid  I  have  vexed  you. 
I  am  so  thoughtless  and  inconsiderate,  but  I  never 
mean  to  give  pain.  Just  say  you  forgive  me  if  it 
is  so." 

He  smiled  one  of  his  old  winning  smiles,  the 
first  Eugenia  had  received,  as  he  answered,  "  I  told 
you  I  was  an  old  bear,  so  you  must  make  allowance 
if  you  meet  with  a  growl  sometimes." 

Eugenia  was  no  mean  proficient  in  the  art  which 
she  practised.  She  had  found  that  grace  and 
beauty  made  no  impression  upon  him  ;  music  and 
conversation  had  but  a  transient  effect,  and  now 
sympathy,  and  a  child-like,  winning  manner,  was  to 
be  tried. 

Hugh  was  less  proof  against  these  than  those 
arts  which  had  preceded.  Where  he  could  discern 
affectation,  and  a  frivolous  taste,  he  was  impene- 
trable ;  but  most  men  are  alive  to  sympathy,  and 
Eugenia  hoped  that  like  the  fabled  dragon  ^of 
Colchis,  while  impervious  to  open  weapons,  he 
might  yet  be  beguiled  by  sweet  cakes,  judiciously 
administered. 

But  Hugh's  heart  was  far  away,  and  although 
he  might  be  momentarily  won  by  simplicity  and 
gentleness,  the  next  instant  brought  before  him 
a  vision  of  one,  whose  every  word  and  action 
had  been  all  gentleness  and  sweetness.  While 
Mabel's  image  was  undestroyed  in  his  memory, 
there  was  no  danger  of  any  other  image  blending 
with  it. 

When  they  returned  from  their  ride,  Eugenia 
ran  up  stairs  to  her  own  room,  where  she  was  pre- 
sently joined  by  Grace,  who  had  heard  her  light 
foot  on  the  stairs. 

"  Well,  is  it  settled  ?"  slie  asked,  caressing  her. 

"Settled — no,"  said  Eugenia,  with  a  sigh.  "But 
we  get  on  well  together,  and   he  is  such  a  nice  fel- 
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low !  I  never  knew  any  one  so  nice  before, 
Grace." 

"  It  will  be  settled  before  long,  I  can  see,"  said 
Grace,  confidently.  '*  He  likes  you  very  much  in- 
deed, I  am  certain.  Now,  confess,  Eugenie,  don't 
you  think  so  ?" 

Eugenia  smiled ;  "  Yes,  I  think  he  likes  me  ;  I 
have  found  out  how  to  please  him  at  last.  He  used 
to  be  frightened  at  my  light,  careless  ways  ;  these 
sober-minded  Englishmen  are  horrified  at  the  sight 
of  a  Erench  romance,  or  a  tri-colour  neck-ribbon. 
They  don't  even  like  a  sprinkling  of  Erench  words 
in  one's  conversation,  so  I  am  careful  with  him, 
and  talk  as  sedately  as  he  can  himself.  Poor  fel- 
low !  I  made  a  considerable  advance  this  morn- 
ing ;  he  was  sitting  forlorn,  and  out-of-spirits,  in 
the  library,  and  I  went  and  tried  to  get  him  to  be 
confidential.  I  told  him  I  was  not  as  frivolous  as 
I  appeared,  and  that  I  would  gladly  do  anything 
to  make  him  happier.  He  was  not  confidential, 
but  he  seemed  pleased  at  my  sympathy,  and  smiled 
as  no  one  else  can  smile." 

"If  once  he  is  confidential,  it  will  all  come 
right,"  said  Grace,  in  a  congratulatory  tone. 

"Tes,  I  think  it  will,"  said  Eugenia,  thought- 
fully, taking  off  her  riding-hat,  and  laying  it  beside 
her  whip  and  gloves,  on  the  toilet-table. 

"  Didn't  he  admire  the  hat  ?"  asked  Grace.  '*  It 
suits  you  better  than  anything." 

"  No — I  don't  think  he  saw  it.  He  is  so  ab- 
sent !  AVhat  dress  shall  I  put  on,  Grace  ?  I 
don't  think  he  likes  fine  colours,  for  he  told  me 
the  other  night  that  he  thought  Effie  Macnamara's 
dress  the  prettiest  in  the  room,  and  she  had  only  a 
white  muslin  with  a  broad  blue  sash.  I  couldn't 
help  feeling  annoyed,  for  I  had  on  my  new  London 
dress  with  that  exquisite  wreath.  But  I  see  he 
doesn't  appreciate  costliness  in  dress." 


NOBTHWODE    PRIOET.  133 

"  What  will  you  wear  to-night,  then  ?  Here  is 
your  plain  blue  silk — he  said  he  liked  blue  the  other 
day — and  you  can  let  your  hair  down  in  curls,  and 
wear  a  snood,  and  no  flowers." 

"  Well,  give  it  to  me.  By  the  by,  Grace,  I 
wanted  to  caution  you.  You  had  better  say  no- 
thing more  about  French  novels,  for  he  doesn't 
quite  admire  the  idea  of  our  reading  them,  I  see. 
If  we  get  on  the  subject  of  books  at  all,  you  had 
better  talk  about  the  '  Waverley  Novels,'  or  '  Miss 
Strickland's  Queens.'  What  have  you  done  with 
the  novel  you  were  reading  this  morning  ?" 

"  I  left  it  on  the  table." 

"  Just  fetch  it  before  dinner,  and  put  it  away. 
You  know,  there  is  no  reason  why  we  should  ruin 
our  cause  for  the  want  of  a  little  caution." 

Grace  laughed,  and  acquiesced,  and  Eugenia  con- 
tinued : 

"  It  occurred  to  me  the  other  night  that  he 
might  imagine  there  was  some  understanding  be- 
tween Eobert  and  myself,  as  Kobert  was  so  atten- 
tive. That  would  never  do,  so  I  mean  to  set  it 
right  this  evening." 

"  I  daresay  he  was  jealous,"  said  Grace.  "  Per- 
haps that  was  what  made  him  so  melancholy  in  the 
library  this  morning." 

"  I  don't  think  so,"  said  Eugenia,  wishing  she 
could  believe  such  to  have  been  the  case,  "  but  I> 
am  resolved  to  clear  it  up." 

"  Well !  I  only  wish  he  would  be  quick  and 
speak  out,"  said  Grace,  a  little  impatiently. 

"Ah!  there  is  the  ball  to  come  yet,"  said  Eu- 
genia, in  a  low  voice.  '*  All  my  expectations  turn 
to  that.  Never  fear,  Grace,  we  are  getting  on 
capitally." 

Music,  in  the  evening,  had  been  discontinued 
lately,  for  after  the  first  few  nights,  Hugh  used  to 
take'  advantage  of  Eugenia's  going  to  the  piano, 
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and  make  himself  comfortable  in  the  corner  of  the 
sofa  with  a  book.  To-night,  however,  he  asked 
her  to  pla_y,  for  he  felt  depressed,  and  reading  did 
not  sufficiently  divert  his  mind.  He  followed  her 
to  the  piano,  and  turned  over  her  music,  selecting 
his  favourite  airs. 

They  remained  at  the  piano  until  Grace  had 
gone  to  bed,  and  Lord  Eoray  fallen  asleep  over  his 
paper.  Eugenia  was  playing  "  Jock  o'  Hazeldean," 
and  when  she  had  finished,  she  said — 

"That  is  Robert  Macnamara's  favourite — at 
least,  he  says  so,  although  he  has  so  little  taste 
for  music,  tliat  I  should  think  he  can  scarcely  know 
one  tune  from  another." 

"That  is  strange,  for  his  sister  sang  well  the 
other  day." 

"Well  in  her  own  way;  but  she  has  never 
learnt." 

"  I  don't  care  for  elaborate  singing,"  observed 
Hugh.  "  If  a  person  sings  with  taste  and  feel- 
ing, I  think  it  better  than  any  grand  runs,  and 
flourishes." 

'*Effie  sings  with  feeling,  certainly.  But  E-obert 
has  no  ear  at  all.  Didn't  you  hear  how  he  talked 
through  all  the  music  the  other  night  ?" 

"  No,  I  didn't  notice.  He  seems  fond  of  music, 
too,  for  I  recollect  he  stood  by  your  side  all  the 
while  you  were  playing,  and  he  said  to  me  after- 
wards that  he  very  seldom  got  such  a  treat." 

Eugenia  smiled  contemptuously.  "  Yes,  he  may 
say  that,  but  he  has  no  appreciation  of  music  never- 
theless. "What  an  unhappy  thing  it  must  be  to  be 
born  without  brains.  Cousin  Hugh." 

"But  that  is  not  the  case  with  him,"  said 
Hugh. 

Eugenia  put  on  a  doubtful  face.  **No  one  can 
call  him  intellectual.  He  is  very  good-tempered, 
and  easy  to  get  on  with,  but  wanting  in  ability." 
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**  He  didn't  strike  me  as  deficient,"  said  Hugh, 
thoughtfully. 

"  I  don't  mind  telling  you,  Cousin  Hugh,  because 
you  are  a  cousin,  and  will  see  the  folly  of  such  a 
notion  in  a  minute  ;  but  people  raised  very  absurd 
reports  about  E-obert  and  myself,  and  said  ...  all 
sorts  of  things — utter  nonsense,  you  know — I  like 
E-obert  well  enough  as  an  acquaintance,  but  as  .  .  . 
Oh  !  people  are  so  silly !"  This  rather  confused 
confession  was  terminated  by  a  light,  unmeaning 
laugh,  and  Hugh  looked  rather  in  the  dark  as  to 
the  sense  of  what  she  was  saying,  and  more  than 
rather  indifierent. 

"  He  seems  a  very  good  fellow,"  he  said,  "and 
intellect  is  a  very  secondary  consideration,  after 
all." 

"  Oh  !  Cousin  Hugh !— " 

"  You  wouldn't  place  it  by  the  side  of  goodness 
of  heart,  and  right  principle  ?"  said  Hugh,  in- 
quiringly. 

"  O !  I  don't  know !  I  don't  think  anything 
would  atone  for  the  want  of  it." 

"  I  think  ladies  are  very  unwise  in  thinking  so 
much  of  intellect,  instead  of  other  things,"  he  said, 
turning  quietly  away.  "  Intellect  without  religious 
principle  is  worth  .  .  .  what  ?" 

Eugenia  did  not  reply.  She  would  have  pre- 
ferred seeing  him  more  interested  in  the  subject, 
and  it  would  have  been  more  gratifying  to  hear 
Eobert  abused,  than  defended.  She  stood  at  the 
piano  for  some  time  in  silent  thought,  and  then 
followed  Hugh  to  the  fire-place,  where  he  was 
standing,  looking  into  the  fire,  abstractedly, 

"  What  ought  to  be  first  considered  ?"  she 
asked. 

Hugh  roused  himself,  having  forgotten  the  sub- 
ject of  their  conversation.  "  Oh  !  you  mean  in  the 
place  of  intellect.     There  are  many  things  more 
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important — high  principles,  for  instance,  as  I  said 
before,  not  in  theory  only,  but  in  practice — sound 
Church  views — a  good  temper, — and  a  great  many 
other  things  that  I  need  not  enumerate.  Mere 
intellect,  unless  combined  with  higher  qualities,  is 
but  an  unprofitable  gift  after  all,  and  will  bring  no 
happiness  to  any  one." 

"  Papa  thinks  so  much  of  intellect,"  said  Eu- 
genia. 

"  Most  people  do,"  was  the  brief  reply. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  have  not  been  taught  to  think  of 
things  as  seriously  as  you  have,  Hugh,"  she  con- 
tinued. "  In  France,  and  even  here,  intellect  and 
wealth  are  uppermost  in  people's  minds,  and  religion 
comparatively  little  thought  of." 

'*  It  is  a  great  pity,"  replied  Hugh.  *'  Every- 
one has  opportunities  for  seeing  things  rightly,  if 
they  choose  to  take  advantage  of  them." 

Eugenia  looked  uncomfortable.  "  I  don't  agree 
with  you  there.  I  am  certain  I  have  never  had 
such  high,  strict  notions  put  before  me." 

"  Do  you  never  listen  to  sermons  ?"  asked  Hugh, 
quietly.  "  Your  Eector,  Mr.  Gordon,  preached  a 
most  excellent  one  last  Sunday,  full  of  high  motives, 
and  right  suggestions  ;  but  perhaps  he  has  not  been 
here  long." 

Eugenia  turned  aside  to  hide  a  crimson  face. 
"  Mr.  Gordon  means  very  well  .  .  ."  she  began. 
"  Yes,  he  has  been  here  some  time,  but  we  don't 
think  much  of  him.  He  never  did  anything  at 
Oxford,  I  have  been  told." 

Hugh  smiled — a  quiet,  compassionate  smile,  but 
he  did  not  seem  to  think  it  worth  while  to  argue 
the  point,  and  turned  to  his  book,  to  close  the  con- 
versation. Eugenia  almost  immediately  wished 
him  "good-night,"  and  flew  off  to  be  consoled  by 
her  sister. 

"  0  Grace  !  I  wish  he  was  a  little  bit  less  rigid 
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in  his  ideas  !  It  is  such  a  strain  upon  the  mind  to 
make  serious  talk.  After  all,  Eobert  Macnamara 
is  much  easier  to  get  on  with  !" 

"  Never  mind,"  whispered  Grace.  "  If  it  suc- 
ceeds, you  mustn't  mind  the  trouble  now;  you 
wouldn't  have  to  keep  it  up  afterwards,  you 
know." 


CHAPTER  X. 

"  Still  hope  !  still  act !     Be  sure  that  life, 
The  source  and  strength  of  every  good, 
Wastes  down  in  feehng's  empty  strife, 
And  dies  in  dreamings'  sickly  mood. 

"  So  shalt  thovi  find  in  work  and  thought 
The  peace  that  sorrow  cannot  give  ; 
Though  grief's  worst  pangs  to  thee  be  taught, 
By  thee  let  others  noblier  liv6." 

STERLING. 

"  Oh  !  how  nice  you  look  !" 

Eugenia  smiled,  well  pleased,  and  walked  to  the 
mirror  to  survey  herself,  while  Grace  moved  round 
and  round  her,  giving  vent  to  her  admiration. 

She  looked  very  beautiful  in  her  white  silk  dress 
covered  with  lace,  with  bunches  of  pink  roses  loop- 
log  up  the  skirt.  Pearls  were  twisted  in  her  black 
hair,  and  ribbon  and  flowers  formed  her  head-dress, 
spreading  over  her  white  shoulders.  She  wore 
pearl  ornaments  round  her  neck  and  arms,  and  in 
her  hand  she  carried  a  bouquet  of  choice  hothouse 
flowers,  an  exquisite  lace  handkerchief,  a  fan,  and 
her  gloves.  She  did  not  seem  disappointed  at  the 
vision  the  mirror  presented,  but  turning  aside  asked 
quickly, 

*'  Where  is  Hugh  ?  I  hope  he  won't  be  late  ; 
the  carriage  has  been  waiting  nearly  half  an  hour. 
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He  looks  very  well,  when  dressed  for  the  evening, 
Grace." 

"  Yes — I  hope  you  will  have  a  nice  ball.  I  sup- 
pose you  are  engaged  to  him  for  the  first  dance." 

"  No,  I  am  not,"  said  Eugenia,  in  a  tone  of  some 
vexation.  "He  is  not  at  all  comme  il faut  in  these 
matters ;  but  of  course  he  will  ask  me  during  the 
drive.  It  would  be  intensely  provoking  if  he 
didn't,  but  I  don't  think  there  is  any  fear.  I 
wouldn't  have  the  Macnamaras  find  me  disengaged 
for  the  first  dance  for  any  consideration.  When 
did  he  go  up  to  dress,  Grace  ?" 

"I  haven't  heard  of  him  since  dinner.  Has 
mamma  seen  you  since  you  were  dressed  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  went  in  for  a  moment  just  before  I 
came  down.  She  said  the  dress  was  lovely — the 
most  becoming  I  ever  had." 

"  I  wish  he  would  be  quick  and  come  down," 
said  Grace,  thoughtfully.  "  He  couldn't  help  being 
charmed." 

'*  Suppose  I  play  his  favourite  '  Annie  Laurie,'  as 
a  dernier  resort  j"  said  Eugenia,  seating  herself  at  the 
piano.  "  He  told  me  the  other  day  he  could  hear 
the  piano  quite  distinctly  in  his  room,  and  I  dare- 
say the  sound  of  music  will  bring  him  down." 

'  Annie  Laurie'  was  played  without  success,  and 
Eugenia  began  to  get  a  little  impatient.  "  Papa 
will  be  here  in  a  minute,  and  the  horses  will  catch 
cold  ;  I  do  think  I  shall  tell  Foster  to  hurry  him." 

She  did  not  do  so,  however,  and  ten  minutes 
more  elapsed,  when  Lord  Eoray  came  down,  in 
great  haste,  vexed  at  the  horses  having  been  kept 
waiting,  although  it  was  his  own  fault.  He  rang 
the  bell  for  Foster,  and  told  him  to  tell  Mr.  Gra- 
hame  there  was  no  time  to  be  lost. 

Foster  returned  almost  immediately  with  the  in- 
telligence that  Hugh  was  not  in  his  room.  Lord 
Foray  was  rapidly  getting  cross. 
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'*  Where  can  he  be,  then  ?  Can't  you  go  and  look 
for  him,  instead  of  standing  there  doing  nothing  ?" 

The  man  obeyed,  and  Lord  Eoray  paced  the 
room  to  control  his  impatience,  not  feeling  really 
cross  with  Hugh,  but  a  little  put  out. 

"  Mr.  G-rahame  is  walking  on  the  higher  terrace, 
my  Lord,"  said  Poster  returning.  "  I  told  him 
your  Lordship  was  waiting,  and  he  will  be  here  in 
a  moment." 

"  Very  imprudent  with  thin  boots  on,"  said  his 
Lordship. 

Presently,  Hugh  entered,  in  his  usual  dress, 
very  much  concerned  they  should  have  waited  for 
him,  as  he  had  never  thought  of  going  to  the  ball. 
He  fancied  he  had  told  his  Cousin  Eugenia  that  he 
never  went  to  public  balls. 

Lord  Foray  with  a  violent  effort  swallowed  his 
annoyance,  and  said  it  was  an  unfortunate  mistake. 
Eugenia  had  less  self-command.  Her  disappoint- 
ment and  indignation  were  unbounded,  and  as  she 
swept  past  Hugh,  her  beautiful  face  was  black, 
black  as  night,  with  suppressed  resentment.  She 
disregarded  his  proffered  hand,  and  gave  him  a 
stiff,  freezing  little  bow,  by  way  of  farewell.  It 
was  not  a  little  vexatious  and  humiliating,  to  hear 
the  cheerful  tone  with  which  he  took  a  seat  by 
G-race,  a  moment  afterwards. 

"Well,  Cousin  Grace;  you  and  I  are  to  be 
Darby  and  Joan,  then :  shall  we  begin  our  evening 
with  a  game  of  backgammon  ?" 

Perhaps  Hugh's  indifference  first  opened  Eu- 
genia's eyes  to  the  foolishness  of  what  she  had 
done  ;  for  they  had  scarcely  left  the  park  gates, 
when,  leaning  back  in  a  dark  corner  of  the  carriage, 
she  repented  bitterly  of  having  given  way  to  her 
annoyance  in  his  presence.  After  all,  it  was  a 
mere  trifle,  and  might  easily  be  passed  off  to  the 
Macnamaras ;  but  how  could  she  efface  the  recol* 
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lection  of  that  sullen,  lowering  face  from  his 
memory  ? 

Never  was  anything  more  vexatious!  How 
bright,  and  smiling,  and  bride-like  she  had  looked 
a  few  minutes  before,  when  she  contemplated  her- 
self in  the  mirror,  her  beautiful  face  radiant  with 
happiness  and  expectancy !  How  confident  she  had 
felt  of  the  effect  on  his  mind !  And  now  all  this 
was  undone  by  a  momentary  exhibition  of  temper ; 
for  she  felt  that  Hugh  neither  knew,  nor  cared, 
whether  her  dress  was  lace  or  stuff.  She  hated  the 
sight  of  the  roses,  and  could  have  dashed  her  fan 
and  bouquet  out  of  the  window. 

Yet,  vexatious  as  it  was,  she  liked  him  better 
than  ever,  and  resolved  to  ask  his  pardon  for  the 
offence  early  the  next  morning.  If  she  could  get 
him  alone  in  the  library,  to  what  might  not  such  a 
proof  of  her  humility  lead  ? 

Lord  Foray,  at  first,  gave  vent  to  a  good  deal  of 
annoyance  and  anger,  but  to  his  surprise  he  found 
that  Hugh  had  an  energetic  champion  in  the  other 
corner  of  the  carriage  ;  and  his  vexation,  which  was 
usually  short-lived,  died  a  sudden  death  before 
half  their  journey  was  over. 

They  were  late,  and  the  ball-room  was  crowded 
when  they  entered.  Eobert  Macnamara  was  sta- 
tioned at  the  door,  awaiting  Eugenia's  arrival,  with 
a  face  full  of  expectation  and  anxiety.  What 
would  she  not  have  given  to  have  been  leaning  on 
Hugh's  arm  !  But  Eobert  was  better  than  no  one, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  she  was  flitting  round  in  her 
peculiarly  graceful,  lady-like  way,  in  a  valse  d,  deux 


After  about  ten  minutes,  they  rested  close  to 
Eobert's  sister,  Effie.  She  was  looking  her  best  in 
a  white  dress  with  streaming  blue  ribbons,  Hugh's 
favourite  colour ;  and  Eugenia  rejoiced  that  she 
had  left  him  at  home  by  Grace*8  side,  out  of  the 
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reach  of  auy  ball-room  young  lady's  arts  and  fasci- 
nations. 

"  Is  your  cousin  here,  Eugenia  ?"  was  her  first 
question. 

Eugenia  shook  her  head  sadly.  "  Ah  !  no,  poor 
dear  fellow !  He  couldn't  come — he  wasn't  equal 
to  it ;  such  a  disappointment  to  him,  and  to  us  all !" 

"  To  you,  is  it  ?"  asked  Robert,  gloomily. 

"  To  us  all,"  repeated  Eugenia,  wavering  between 
a  desire  to  retain  Robert  as  an  admirer,  and  a  wish 
to  let  Effie  think  there  was  an  attachment  between 
her  cousin  and  herself. 

"  He  isn't  well,  then  ?"  continued  Effie. 

"  jSfot  altogether — nervous,  fatigue,  indispose — 
mais  ce  nest  rien — he  will  be  better  to-morrow,  Ihope 
and  trust.  It  was  unfortunate  though  ;  I  lost  my 
first  dance  with  him,  but  I  was  not  long  left  with- 
out a  partner,"  she  added,  smiling  on  Robert. 
Then  turning  to  Effie  again,  "It  is  for  him  I  am 
sorry  ;  it  is  such  a  disappointment,  and  it  seemed 
hard  to  leave  him  to  play  le  Solitaire  at  home ;  but 
of  course  we  were  forced  to  come.  I  quite  dread 
how  I  may  find  him  on  our  return,  so  low  and  de- 
pressed as  he  is,  when  I  am  not  there  to  cheer  him. 
You  know  we  are  quite  like  brother  and  sister,  and 
he  turns  to  me  always  for  companionship.  Oh  ! 
Effie,  how  you  would  like  him,  if  you  knew  all  his 
inner  mind  and  feelings,  as  I  do  !" 

"  They  are  beginning  again,"  observed  Robert, 
drawing  her  gently  away.  "  What  was  that  you 
M^ere  saying  ?" 

"  N'importe  !  only  about  my  Cousin  Hugh.  It 
is  such  a  pleasant  relationship — a  cousin.  So 
much  freedom  and  ease,  without  the  danger  of 
scandal.  With  you,  Robert,  you  see  I  am  obliged 
to  be  guarded  and  reserved,  but  it  is  quite  a  difter- 
ent  thing  with  him." 

*'I  don't  see  that,"  said  Robert,  in  a  somewhat 
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surly  tone.  "  I  have  dozens  of  cousins,  pretty,  and 
ugly,  and  rich,  and  poor,  and  I  can't  abide  one  of 
them.  I  don't  see  anything  particular  in  your 
cousin  to  admire." 

"  I  may  be  prejudiced,  but  he  is  undoubtedly  a 
kind-hearted,  good  fellow,  and  likes  you  exceed- 
ingly, Eobert." 

"Have  you  been  discussing  me,  then?"  asked 
E-obert,  half  flattered,  half  displeased,  and  uncer- 
tain whether  to  take  it  as  a  good,  or  a  bad  sign. 

'•  Not  discussing  you — that  would  be  unkind  ; 
but  he  told  me  one  day  how  he  liked  you." 

"What  a  muff  not  to  come  to-night!"  was  Ro- 
bert's rejoinder. 

"  Ah  !  poor  dear  fellow !  I  hope  he  is  not  very 
dismal." 

Not  dismal  by  any  means  was  Hugh,  sitting  vis- 
a-vis  to  Grrace,  with  the  backgammon  board  on  a 
small  table  between  them.  When  the  interest  of 
the  game  was  exhausted,  Grace  brought  forward 
some  puzzles  from  a  side-table,  with  a  box  of  let- 
ters, wherewith  to  pose  her  cousin;  and  when 
twelve  o'clock  struck,  she  was  forced  to  bid  him 
good  niglit,  and  leave  him  unsuccessfully  endeavour- 
ing to  put  together  the  letters  that  formed  the  im- 
practicable word  '  Usquebaugh.' 

At  length,  resigning  it  in  despair,  he  went  to  his 
room,  and  finding  it  was  a  clear,  starlight  night, 
sought  the  walk  beside  the  battlements,  where  he 
had  been  taken  once  before  i)y  Eugenia. 

How  long  he  walked  there  he  knew  not,  for  his 
thoughts  were  many  hundreds  of  miles  away  ;  but  he 
was  awakened  at  length  to  a  sense  of  the  lateness 
of  the  hour,  by  the  sound  of  the  returning  carriage 
wheels.  Eugenia  had  soon  tired  of  the  ball,  and 
Eobert' s  unceasing  attentions,  and  finding  her  fa- 
ther willing  to  leave,  had  come  away  early. 

Hugh   leaned   against   one  of  the  battlements, 
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in  a  mournful,  drowsy  state,  unwilling  to  make  the 
effort  of  moving.  A  little  to  his  left  was  the 
window  of  Grrace's  bedroom,  though  he  did  not 
know  it  was  hers,  until  the  sound  of  voices  led  him 
to  conclude  that  such  was  the  case. 

"  Have  you  had  a  very  tiresome  evening,  Gracey, 
dear  ?" 

"  Oh !  no,  not  at  all — he  has  been  so  pleasant. 
Just  as  he  is  when  alone  with  you,  smiling  those 
bright,  kind  smiles  you  told  me  of." 

"  Has  he  been  in  spirits  then  ?" 

*'  Tes,  more  so  than  I  ever  saw  him  before." 

"  And  he  didn't  care  for  my  looking  vexed  ?" 

"  I  don't  think  so ;  yet  I  am  sure  he  must  have 
cared,  Eugenia,  for  he  talked  of  you  several  times, 
and  said  how  beautiful  you  were." 

"Eeally!" 

"  Yes,  and  I  can  see  how  he  cares  for  you, 
although  he  says  so  little.  I  tried  to  stay  awake 
till  you  came,  that  I  might  tell  you,  but  somehow 
or  other  when  I  was  not  thinking  of  it,  I  fell  asleep." 

Hugh  walked  quietly  away,  wishing  he  had  not 
overheard  what  was  never  intended  for  his  ears, 
and  blaming  himself  for  not  having  moved  at  the 
first  sound  of  the  voices. 

When  he  descended  to  the  sitting-room  the  next 
morning,  he  found  no  one  down  but  G-race,  and 
concluded  they  were  too  tired  to  rise  so  early. 
Before  breakfast  was  over,  however,  Eugenia  tripped 
in  in  her  spring-like  muslin  dress,  looking  as  fresh 
and  bright,  as  if  she  had  been  eight  hours  in  bed 
instead  of  three. 

Little  was  said  about  the  ball,  except  that  she 
had  danced  every  dance,  but  not  enjoyed  it  much ; 
that  the  Macnamaras  were  there,  and  Effie  had 
been  desperately  taken  with  a  tall,  foreign-looking 
officer,  with  fierce,  black  moustache  and  whiskers, 
and  danced  every  other  dance  with  him. 
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As  soon  as  politeness  would  allow,  Hugh  slipped 
away  to  the  library,  where,  in  his  favourite  arm- 
chair, he  was,  before  long,  deep  in  a  volume  of  Ali- 
son's Europe.  No  thought  of  Oxford,  or  honours, 
now  mingled  with  his  desire  of  acquiring  know- 
ledge. He  read  for  reading's  sake,  for  the  purpose 
of  drowning  sad  thoughts,  and  painful  recollections. 
The  future  was  a  dark,  confused  chaos  of  blighted 
hope,  and  aimless  energy,  while  the  past  was  a  for- 
bidden subject,  on  which  his  thoughts  must  not 
dwell.  Earnest,  and  high-principled,  as  he  was, 
with  a  mind  trained  and  regulated  by  religion,  he 
had  not  yet  been  able  to  rouse  himself  to  exertion, 
or  recover  from  the  state  of  listless  indifference, 
into  which  he  had  fallen.  He  was  steady,  earnest, 
self-controlled  as  ever,  even  more  prayerful,  but  it 
was  the  result  of  habit.  He  had  been  accustomed 
to  look  above  for  strength,  and  now,  when  most 
needing  it,  he  turned  to  the  true  source,  and  be- 
sought it ;  but  it  was  a  calm,  resigned,  apathetic 
religion.  Life  had  lost  its  interest — he  could  look 
forward  dimly  to  a  state  of  rest  and  peace  here- 
after, but  between  this  and  that  lay,  probably,  a 
long  vista  of  weary,  heart-sick  years,  which  he  had 
not  energy  to  face.  To  try  and  avoid  evil  for  the 
present,  was  his  endeavour.  He  could  neither  look 
back  nor  forward,  and  the  present  had  no  rest 
or  sunshine  for  him.  Yet  it  was  better  than  the 
future,  for  "  dawning  morn  might  only  show,  the 
secret  of  his  unknown  woe."  His  only  desire  was 
to  stave  off  the  time  when  exertion  would  be  neces- 
sary, and  when  he  must  again  prepare  to  grapple 
with  life  in  earnest.  He  knew  how  vividly  the 
loss  of  his  brightest  hopes,  and  the  ideal  point 
on  which  every  action  and  thought  had  been  con- 
centred, would  then  press  upon  him,  and  he  could 
derive  a  small  degree  of  comfort  from  the  reflection, 
that  he  had  never  heard,  in  direct  words,  that  the 

II.  L 
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event  which  would  cast  his  whole  life  into  shadow, 
had  actually  taken  place. 

A  light  footstep,  and  the  soft  turning  of  the 
handle  of  the  door,  announced  the  entrance  of 
Eugenia.  Was  retirement  to  be  obtained  nowhere  ? 
He  rose  with  an  unmistakeable  air  of  inquiry  as  to 
what  she  might  want ;  but  Eugenia  was  not  so 
easily  to  be  baffled. 

"  We  can't  dispense  with  fires  in  Scotland  even 
in  May,"  she  said,  smiling,  as  she  knelt  down  on 
the  hearth,  and  coaxed  the  dull  cinders  into  a 
blaze.  Her  attitude  was  singularly  graceful,  but 
Hugh  did  not  observe  it,  and  only  drew  his  chair 
to  a  distance  from  the  fire-place,  as  though  the 
heat  were  intolerable. 

Eor  some  minutes  she  knelt  there  very  busy  about 
something,  though  Hugh  was  uncousinly  enough 
to  think  it  was  about  nothing,  and  he  took  up  his 
book,  and  tried  to  look  as  if  everything,  except 
Alison,  was  beyond  the  reach  of  his  comprehension. 
It  was  of  no  use,  however,  for  presently  the  little 
white  hand,  with  its  long  taper  fingers,  was  laid  on 
his  book,  and  his  natural  politeness  checked  the 
expression  of  irritation  that  was  on  his  lips. 

"  Is  it  very  unkind  of  me  to  interrupt  you  ? 
Please  talk  to  me  for  a  few  minutes ;  I  have  some- 
thing to  say  to  you — a  confession  to  make." 

Hugh  closed  his  book,  but  kept  it  still  on  his 
knee,  with  his  finger  in  the  place  where  he  left  off". 
Eugenia  felt  secretly  annoyed  at  his  evident  want 
of  interest,  but  she  would  not  show  it. 

"  Cousin  Hugh,  I  am  afraid  I  gave  way  to  a  very 
cross  feeling  last  night,  when  I  found  you  were  not 
going  to  the  ball.  You  little  know  how  I  have  re- 
proached myself  with  it  ever  since.  I  can't  be 
happy  until  I  have  asked  your  forgiveness,  and  con- 
fessed how  wrong  I  was." 

"  I  never  noticed  it,"  replied  Hugh,  good-hu- 
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mouredly.  "  Pray  don't  beg  my  pardon ;  I  am 
very  often  cross  myself,  so  I  can  make  allowance 
for  it  in  other  people." 

"But  it  is  very  naughty,"  said  Eugenia,  with 
a  penitent  sigh.  "  I  was  very  much  disappointed, 
for  I  never  doubted  that  you  were  going  with  us. 
"Why  did  you  not  do  so  ?" 

"  I  never  thought  of  going ;  I  believed  you  un- 
derstood that  I  disliked  balls,  and  when  you  said 
'  we'  in  connection  with  it,  I  thought  you  meant 
Lord  Foray  and  yourself.  I  am  sorry  you  should 
have  been  disappointed." 

"  Never  mind,"  she  said,  with  a  bright  smile. 
"  I  daresay  it  was  very  good  for  me.  You  know  I 
get  so  little  crossed  here,  that  I  find  it  hard  to  bear 
disappointment.  Say  you  have  quite  forgiven,  and 
forgotten,  my  ill-humour." 

"  There  was  none  to  forgive  that  I  know  of,"  re- 
plied Hugh.  "I  daresay  I  enjoyed  my  evening,  as 
much  as  you  did  yours.  Grace  and  I  were  very 
good  companions." 

"  Yes — she  told  me  it  had  been  a  pleasant  eve- 
ning. I  hope  your  dislike  to  balls  does  not  extend 
to  private  ones.  We  talk  of  having  a  dance  next 
week.     You  will  not  refuse  to  enter  into  it  ?" 

"Thank  you,"  said  Hugh,  slowly;  "if  I  should 
be  here,  I  should  like  it  very  well." 

"  If  you  should  be  here  !  Why  you  are  settled 
here  for  the  summer.  We  have  not  the  slightest 
intention  of  parting  with  you,  and  Scotland  is  not 
worth  seeing  yet." 

"Thank  you,"  repeated  Hugh,  again.  "My 
plans  are  very  undecided ;  I  must  arrange  some- 
thing definitely  soon  ;  but  I  would  rather  you  left 
me  out  of  any  schemes  you  may  be  making." 

"What  would  the  schemes  be  worth  if  you 
.  .  .  .  ?"  Eugenia  broke  suddenly  ofi",  for  she  re- 
collected she  was  speaking  to  the  "sober-minded 
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Englishman,"  and  the  slightest  symptom  of  ten- 
dresse  on  her  part  would  drive  him  back  to  his 
frigid,  precise,  native  land,  like  a  frightened  bird. 
"  No,  no,  Cousin  Hugh,  make  up  your  mind  to 
summer  with  us,  and  we  will  all  flit  to  England  to- 
gether as  soon  as  the  dreary  winter  sets  in.  You 
have  no  idea  how  beautiful  this  neighbourhood  is 
in  summer.  I  have  been  looking  forward  to  such 
delicious  rides,  and  if  you  are  fearful  about  your 
studies,  you  shall  have  a  reading-room,  where  no 
one  shall  be  allowed  to  enter  without  permission." 

"Thank  you,"  it  was  such  a  safe,  uncompro- 
mising word,  Hugh  could  not  help  using  it  again. 
"  I  don't  think  it  will  be  possible.  But  I  will  con- 
sider of  it,  and  decide  soon.  "Whatever  I  may  re- 
solve upon,  I  shall  always  feel  grateful  to  you,  and 
to  Lord  Eoray,  for  the  kindness  you  have  shown  me, 
and  for  accepting  me  as  a  cousin,  beside  a  great 
many  other  .  .  .  ." 

*'  Oh  !  hush  !  hush  !  hush  !  I  hate  thanks  !  You 
are  a  firmly  established  cousin  now,  and  as  such 
Eoray  Castle  will  always  be  open  to  you.  But 
don't  think  I  anticipate  your  leaving  us.  I  have 
fixed,  settled  plans  for  June,  July,  and  August, 
and  you  are  involved  in  them  all.  Then,  next 
month,  my  brother  Charley  will  be  here,  and  I 
wouldn't  have  you  miss  him,  for  worlds." 

"  I  must  not  let  Scotland  make  me  forget  Ox- 
ford," he  replied,  sadly.  "Sometimes  I  fancy  I 
see  the  towers  and  spires  looking  reproachfully  at 
me,  as  if  1  were  a  truant  son,  I  have  had  a  long 
holiday." 

"  I  hope  the  rest  has  done  you  good,"  observed 
Eugenia. 

"  There  is  nothing  the  matter  with  me,"  he  said, 
while  his  brow  contracted.  **  Eegular  stiff  work 
would  do  me  most  good." 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  Hugh  ventured 
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to  open  Alison  again,  and  Eugenia,  taking  the 
hint,  rose  to  depart. 

"  Then  I  am  forgiven,  and  my  naughtiness  for- 
gotten," she  said,  playfully,  holding  out  her  hand. 
"  Good-bye,  Cousin  Hugh ;  don't  read  too  much  ; 
you  look  as  if  you  wanted  rest." 

"Incomprehensible!"  she  murmured,  as  she 
closed  the  door.  "  Have  I  really  no  power  over 
him  ?  But  yes,  yes  ;  Hugh,  you  are  not  gone  yet, 
and  if  I  am  not  much  mistaken  .  .  ." 

"  When  shall  I  get  time  for  rest  and  reflection," 
thought  Hugh.  *'  If  I  propose  a  ride,  she  will 
offer  to  go  with  me.  Oh !  the  female  sex  !  What 
a  busy,  officious,  restless  one  it  is !  All,  except 
one — one  who  was  never — May,  May,  gone  from 
me  for  ever !"  and  he  leaned  his  head  on  his  arms, 
and  tried  to  repress  the  groan  that  would  have 
vent. 

It  was  of  no  use  !  He  could  not  stand  French 
airs  and  graces,  and  if  Eugenia  was  so  provokingly 
obliging  and  unescapeable,  she  must  run  the  risk 
of  seeing  him  take  the  law  into  his  own  hands. 
The  perpetual  restraint,  and  the  necessity  for 
politeness  and  attention,  had  almost  worn  him  out, 
and  he  felt  justified  in  privately  ordering  the  horse, 
with  the  intention  of  enjoying  a  solitary  scamper 
over  the  moor. 

Eugenia  was  at  the  piano,  as  he  rejoiced  to  hear ; 
and  even  the  sound  of  his  favourite  "Annie 
Laurie,"  could  not  beguile  him  into  the  room. 
He  felt  a  man  again,  when  on  the  horse's  back, 
with  his  thick  curls  blowing  in  the  breeze,  and  his 
brain  growing  cooler,  and  less  confused. 

"  What  a  useless,  desultory  life  I  have  been 
leading!"  he  soliloquized,  with  a  sigh.  "It  shan't 
go  on  !  Before  I  go  back,  I  will  make  a  definite 
plan,  and  keep  to  it.  I  have  no  right  to  waste  the 
time,  that  GrOD  has  given  me  to  improve.     This 
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terrible,  overwhelming  trial  may  be  sent  in  mercy, 
and  I  must  not  refuse  to  bend  to  it.  '  'Tis  not 
ours  o'er  ruined  wrecks  to  mourn ;'  that  shall  be 
my  motto,  and  although  the  past,  and  all  that  is 
intertwined  with  it,  can  never  be  less  dear,  yet  it 
must  not  paralyse  my  efforts." 

There  were  other  considerations  too — he  could 
not  doubt  Eugenia's  object,  after  the  words  he  had 
overheard,  the  preceding  night.  Not  that  he  cared 
for  her — scarcely  even  liked  her,  certainly  did  not 
respect  her ;  yet  if  she  was  endeavouring  to  weave 
her  meshes  round  him,  true  safety  would  consist 
in  flight.  He  felt  able  to  depend  upon  himself, 
secure  that  no  designing  woman  could  ever  entrap 
him,  but  while  he  daily  prayed,  *'  Lead  us  not  into 
temptation,"  had  he  a  right  to  expose  himself  to 
danger — though  such  it  might  scarcely  then  ap- 
pear ? 

*'  The  grey-haired  saint  may  fail  at  last, 
The  surest  guide  a  wanderer  prove." 

It  is  better  to  avoid  danger  than  to  seek  to  with- 
stand it,  for  if  w^e  care  not  to  secure  safety,  w^hen 
it  is  within  our  reach,  have  we  a  right  to  seek  pro- 
tection, should  it  assail  us  ?  Hugh  thought  not, 
and  he  resolved  to  bid  adieu  to  Foray  Castle,  and 
place  himself  within  the  guardian  arms  of  Alma 
Mater.  That  far-off  peace,  which  he  yearned  after, 
could  only  be  found  in  the  track  of  duty,  and  until 
he  had  resumed  the  routine  that  had  been  for  a 
time  forgotten,  he  could  not  expect  ease  of  mind. 

He  had  felt  so  shackled  and  fettered  lately  by 
Eugenia's  perpetual  companionship,  that  freedom 
and  independence  were  peculiarly  delicious.  The 
rapid  flow  of  uncongenial  conversation  that  she 
poured  forth,  had  become  wearisome  and  fatiguing, 
and  silence,  and  time  for  thought,  were  unspeakably 
refreshing. 
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"  I  have  been  idle  long  enough,"  was  his  reflec- 
tion. "  I  am  wasting  time  that  can  never  be  re- 
called. O,  May !  what  would  you  say  to  me  ? 
You  would  tell  me  not  to  abuse  my  talents,  to  re- 
collect the  time  when  I  shall  have  to  account  for 
them.  You  shall  be  my  monitor  still ;  though  you 
have  cut  yourself  off  from  me  for  ever,  yet  the  re- 
membrance of  your  earnestness,  and  true-hearted- 
ness,  shall  still  urge  me  on,  and  encourage  me.  I 
have  never  been  enough  in  earnest  yet — perhaps 
the  thought  of  you  has  kept  me  from  giving  my- 
self wholly  to  the  great  work  of  life — now,  that  is 
gone,  and  I  will  strive  and  Avork  harder  than  ever. 
In  Oxford  I  will  be  before  another  week  is  over, 
and  although  the  object  that  gave  zest  to  my  labours 
has  been  taken  from  me,  I  will  bear  with  a  heavy 
heart,  and  the  prospect  of  a  blighted  life,  trusting 
to  God  for  strength  to  bear  up,  and  for  everlasting 
rest  by  and  by,  in  His  time." 

Great  was  the  consternation  of  Eugenia  when 
she  saw  him  return  from  his  solitary  ride — his 
horse  hot  and  tired,  his  dark  chestnut  curls  blown 
into  wild  disorder  over  his  forehead,  but  his  cheeks 
wearing  a  glow  of  health,  and  his  eyes  a  vigour, 
that  she  had  not  seen  since  his  arrival.  He  had 
grown  sadly  pale  and  thoughtful  since  his  great 
trial,  and  never  having  seen  him  otherwise,  she  did 
not  know  that  those  quick,  life-like  eyes,  and  that 
bright  red  and  bronze  colour  were  natural  to  him, 
when  in  health  and  spirits.  She  was  surprised  to 
see  how  far  more  handsome  he  looked  than  he  had 
hitherto  done,  and  attributed  it  to  the  pleasure  her 
frank,  ingenuous  confession  of  her  fault  must  have 
given  him. 

AYhat  was  her  dismay  when  she  heard  him,  in 
the  evening,  quietly  telling  Lord  Foray  that  he 
must  return  to  England  the  following  week  !  That 
such  an  announcement  should   be   made    to  her 
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father,  instead  of  to  herself,  annoyed  her  in  no 
slight  degree,  especially  wheus  he  found  he  was 
proof  against  all  entreaties,  and  seemed  to  consider 
it  a  matter  between  Lord  Eoray  and  himself,  in  no 
wise  aiFecting  any  one  else. 

His  reasons  for  leaving  were  short  and  sensible, 
and  approved  themselves  to  Lord  Foray's  reason- 
able judgment.  He  said  he  had  been  idle  too  long, 
that  he  could  return  to  Oxford  in  time  to  keep 
Act  term,  and  he  felt  he  could  not  conscientiously 
postpone  his  return  any  longer.  It  was  finally 
settled,  when  Eugenia  wished  him  good-night,  in  a 
tone  wavering  between  prudence  and  resentment. 
His  quiet  way  of  ignoring  her  presence,  or  interest 
in  the  matter,  did  much  towards  restraining  her 
from  exhibiting  any  displeasure  ;  and  before  reach- 
ing her  own  room,  she  had  found  a  happy  solution 
to  the  mystery,  which  dispelled  ^ny  thoughts  of 
annoyance. 

"  Never  mind,  Grace,"  she  said,  when  her  sister 
had  given  vent  to  her  surprise  and  concern  at  such 
an  unlooked-for  catastrophe ;  "  I  see  it  all  quite 
clearly.  He  feels  his  poverty  and  his  own  un wor- 
thiness, poor  fellow,  and  he  cannot  run  the  risk  of 
a  verbal  rejection.  He  intends  writing,  I  am  sure, 
and  you  will  see  whether  the  first  post  from  Eng- 
land does  not  bring  the  letter." 

"  Well,  I  hope  it  may  be  so,"  said  Grace,  in  a 
desponding  tone. 

"I  saw  it  all  this  evening,  though  I  was  so  dull 
as  not  to  understand  it  at  the  time.  He  couldn't 
trust  himself  to  tell  me  that  he  had  resolved  upon 
leaving,  and  so  he  addressed  papa ;  but  it  was  all 
meant  for  my  ears,  I  could  perceive.  And  then  to 
lay  it  upon  Oxford,  and  his  idleness — I  hope  he 
won't  keep  himself  in  suspense  long,  poor  dear 
fellow !"      . 

There  was  a  long  consultation  between  the  sis- 
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ters,  as  to  what  present  Eugenia  should  give  him 
before  he  left.  It  even  resulted  in  a  drive  to  the 
neighbouring  town,  and  a  visit  to  the  bookseller's, 
for  both  agreed  that  a  book  would  be  the  best 
thing  to  give,  and  the  most  acceptable  present  to 
Hugh. 

After  half-an-hour,  spent  in  turning  over  poetry 
and  prose,  histories,  biographies  and  travels,  books 
on  religious  and  secular  subjects,  with  long  and 
anxious  discussions  on  the  comparative  merits  of 
each,  and  the  probability  of  their  suiting  Hugh's 
taste,  a  large  volume  of  Longfellow's  poems  was 
chosen,  illustrated  with  exquisite  engravings,  and 
bound  in  a  heavy,  handsomely  adorned  morocco 
cover.  G-race  had  heard  him  say  how  much  he  ad- 
mired Longfellow,  and  as  long  as  the  binding  and 
illustrations  were  good,  Eugenia  was  satisfied. 

The  discussions  were  renewed  when  Eugenia  sat 
down,  pen  in  hand,  to  write  his  name  in  it.  What 
should  she  put  ?  Something  affectionate,  without 
being  sufficiently  so  to  alarm  an  Englishman's  so- 
briety. Two  or  three  sheets  of  note  paper  were 
written  over  with  varied  inscriptions,  but  some  were 
too  cold,  others  too  warm,  and  at  last  it  was  de- 
cided it  must  be  slightly  Erenchified,  for  no  Eng- 
lish words  would  exactly  express  it.  "  Hugh 
Beauchamp  Grahame.  Souvenir  d'Amitie,  from 
his  cousin  Eugenie." 

Hugh's  thanks  were  warm,  his  admiration  un- 
bounded ;  but  when  he  came  to  the  inscription,  he 
observed,  "  I  wish  it  had  been  English — I  like 
'  friendship'  so  much  better  than  *  amitie,'  but  it  is 
a  beautiful  book." 

Eugenia  did  not  agree  with  him.  She  thought 
staid  English  "friendship"  a  very  different  thing 
from  Erench  "  amitie,' '  but  she  playfully  laughed  at 
his  inveterate  prejudices,  and  begged  him  to  say 
nothing  more  about  the  book. 
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When  Hugh  went  to  his  room,  he  laid  the  mag- 
nificent volume  on  his  dressing-table,  and  took  up 
a  small,  unpretending  copy  of  the  '*  Lyra  Inno- 
centium,"  the  only  present  he  had  ever  had  from 
Mabel,  which  had  been  given  him  on  his  last  birth- 
day but  one.  He  turned  to  the  first  page,  and 
read  the  words  in  that  well-known,  clear  hand- 
writing, "  Hugh  B.  Grahame.  New  Year's  Day. 
From  M.  K.  H." 

How  often  he  had  looked  at  it  lately,  and  what 
a  precious  relic  it  seemed  of  the  happy  hours  they 
had  spent  together !  .  And  those  initials— Mabel 
Kennedy  Hesketh — with  what  dififerent  thoughts 
were  they  associated  in  his  mind,  from  the  "  Eu- 
genie," in  sharp,  fine  characters,  in  his  handsome 
new  book ! 

For  the  remaining  few  days  of  his  residence  at 
Foray  Castle,  he  studiously  avoided  the  library  ; 
for  he  could  not  help  observing  a  desire  on  Eu- 
genia's part  to  promote  tete-a-tetes,whiGh.  he  thought 
neither  pleasant  nor  desirable. 

The  time  of  his  departure  arrived  at  last,  and  he 
hurried  through  the  farewells,  gratefully  thanking 
Lord  Eoray  for  all  his  kindness,  and  promising  to 
write  to  him  from  Oxford ;  being  resolutely  blind 
to  the  sorrow  written  on  Eugenia's  face,  and  es- 
pecially kind  and  cousinly  to  little  Grace,  whom 
he  regarded  as  more  of  a  child  than  she  really  was. 

"  Well,  he  is  really  gone,"  sighed  Eugenia,  in  a 
tone  she  would  not  allow  to  be  desponding.  *'  He 
said  he  would  write,  did  you  notice,  Grace  ?  I 
never  can  like  any  one  else  half  as  well.  What 
reason  shall  we  give  for  his  sudden  departure  ? 
Every  one  will  be  curious  to  know  why  he  has  left, 
next  week,  when  we  give  our  ball,  and  then  those 
Macnamaras,  what  will  they  say  ?  However,  I 
will  find  a  satisfactory  reason  for  them  all,  and  he 
may  have  written  before  that.     What  a  charming 
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time  it  would  be  for  the  denouement ^  Grracey !     Oh  ! 
we  shall  have  the  letter  long  before  that." 

And  with  her  arm  round  her  sister's  waist,  she 
flitted  off,  contriving  a  plausible  reason  for  the 
Macnamaras,  to  account  for  Hugh's  sudden  de- 
parture. The  Macnamaras  were  a  veritable  "  Mrs. 
G-rundy"  to  Eugenia  Buchanan,  and  a  conversation 
with  her  sister  generally  concluded  with  the  ex- 
clamation, "  What  will  the  Macnamaras  say  ?" 


CHAPTEE  XI. 

*'  The  darkest  cloud  that  marks  below 
Misfortune's  alter' d  scene, 
Is  in  affection's  changing  brow, 
And  cold,  averted  mien. 

"  Then  friends  depart,  and  by  and  by, 
All  one  by  one  are  gone, 
Like  swallows  from  a  wintry  sky, 
And  we  are  left  alone." 

The  Christian  Scholar. 

"  Well,  May,  are  you  nearly  ready  ?  I  have  been 
waiting  ten  minutes." 

"  Quite  ready ;  Judith  detained  me.  Don't 
think  I  have  been  all  this  time  dressing." 

"  That  would  be  rather  too  absurd,"  replied 
Frances,  surveying  her  sister's  dress.  "Why, 
May,  our  ribbons  are  not  the  same.  Yours  has 
no  border — what  made  you  choose  different  ones  ?" 

"Never  mind,"  said  Mabel,  quietly.  "They 
both  look  very  nice,  and  the  difference  will  scarcely 
be  seen." 

*'  You  went,  and  bought  yourself  a  cheaper  one," 
said  Frances,  not  quite  in  a  tone  such  a  discovery 
should  have  elicited.  "  Eeally,  May,  you  provoke 
me — always  making  a  martyr  of  yourself;  as  if 
twopence  a  yard  on  a  bonnet  ribbon  could  make 
any  difference." 

"  Surely,  dear  Frances,  I  may  please  myself  in 
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such  a  small  matter.  I  bought  for  you  the  ribbon 
you  chose,  and  if  I  preferred  another  myself,  what 
can  it  signify  ?" 

"  You  are  always  doing  those  things !"  exclaimed 
Trances  ;  "  conveying  a  silent  reproach  to  me,  be- 
cause I  am  extravagant  enough  to  give  fifteen-pence 
a-yard  for  my  best  bonnet  ribbon." 

"  I  convey  silent  reproaches  to  no  one,"  said 
May,  more  hastily  than  was  her  wont.  "  Only 
leave  me  alone,  and  let  me  do  as  I  think  right ;  I 
don't  trouble  myself  about  other  people's  concerns." 

"  And  what  did  you  give  for  that  ribbon  ?" 

Frances  would  only  be  irritated  at  receiving  no 
answer,  so  May  replied  quietly,  "  I  gave  tenpence 
a-yard  for  it." 

"A  thing  that  Eachel  wouldn't  wear!"  began 
Prances,  but  Mabel  resolutely  walked  on,  feeling 
too  confident,  that  she  looked  quite  a  lady  in  her 
straw  bonnet  and  white  ribbon,  to  argue  the  point. 

There  was  some  pleasure  in  leaving  the  bouse 
now,  for  it  was  a  bright  day  in  July,  and  the  cab- 
bage garden  had  been  turned  into  a  tiny  lawn,  while 
two  or  three  flower-beds  had  been  cut  out  in  the 
grass.  The  richly-wooded  park  of  Monckton  Court 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river,  was  covered  with 
foliage  of  every  shade  of  green,  and  May  had  at 
length  learned  to  disconnect  it  from  its  owner,  and 
take  pleasure  in  the  varied  and  graceful  outlines  of 
the  noble  clusters  of  trees  that  spread  far  away  to 
the  east  and  west,  sloping  down  to  the  water's  edge, 
and  standing  clear  and  defined  against  the  blue 
sky. 

"  Where  are  you  going  besides  to  Dr.  Grainger's, 
May?" 

"  I  am  going  with  Dora  to  pay  some  visits.'* 

•*To  Lynchbrook  ?"  inquired  Frances. 

"No — the  Priory,"  and  the  poor,  trembling 
voice  sank  into  a  whisper. 
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"  I  won't  allow  it,  May,  you  are  not  equal  to  it. 
It  is  only  a  whim  of  papa's,  and  who  are  these 
Collingwoods,  that  we  should  care  to  make  their 
acquaintance  ?" 

"They  are  nice,  good  people,"  replied  Mabel, 
*'  and  we  have  no  such  wide  range  of  friends,  that  we 
should  neglect  any  opportunities  for  adding  to 
them.  Dora  is  going  to-day,  and  I  may  not  get 
such  a  chance  again." 

"  And  you  will  be  knocked-up  for  a  week  after- 
wards. There  are  all  those  horrid  accounts  to  be 
made  up  this  evening,  and  that  will  take  a  month's 
strength  out  of  one.  I  can't  think  why  papa  should 
insist  upon  having  it  done  in  this  precise,  fidgety 
way.  I  have  told  him  that  I  have  money  enough 
to  go  on  with,  and  that  is  the  great  point." 

"  He  is  anxious  about  William  and  Dudley," 
observed  Mabel.  "  The  time  for  Dudley's  first  re- 
mittance is  come,  and  until  the  accounts  are  made 
up,  we  cannot  prudently  send  it." 

"I  hate  accounts!"  said  Frances.  "I  have 
none  to  show  papa — only  that  great  red  book,  in 
which  I  scribble  everything  down  as  it  comes. 
However,  there  has  been  no  extravagance,  so  if 
your  calculation  was  right,  there  must  be  en«)ugh 
money  left  for  "William  and  Dudley." 

"  I  calculated  upon  extreme  economy,"  said  May, 
quietly. 

"  Of  course ;  and  can  you  tell  me  any  one  in- 
stance, in  which  it  has  not  been  practised  ?" 

A  safe  question,  for  Frances  knew  well  that  in 
no  07i€  instance  had  she  been  guilty  of  extrava- 
gance ;  but  May  knew  that  her  sister's  manage- 
ment did  not  partake  of  that  rigid  economy  she  had 
contemplated. 

They  were  crossing  the  market-place,  and  ad- 
vancing towards  them  was  a  party  of  their  former 
friends,  amongst  whom  was  Miss  Lushington.     The 
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sound  of  their  voices  and  laughter  reached  them 
some  time  before  they  met,  and  Frances'  brow 
grew  clouded.  The  laughter  ceased,  and  the  voices 
sank  into  a  whisper,  as  they  approached,  and  Miss 
Lushington's  smiles  gradually  froze  into  a  calm, 
cold  stare.  Distant,  polite  bows,  and  forced  smiles 
greeted  the  Heskeths  as  they  passed,  but  they 
were  fully  equalled  by  Frances'  haughty  recog- 
nition, and  May's  gentle  look  of  courteous  indiffe- 
rence, and  preoccupation. 

When  they  had  passed,  Frances  clung  to  her 
sister's  arm.  "May — I  cant  bear  it!  Why  are 
we  to  suffer  such  humiliation  ?  What  are  they 
that  they  should  treat  us  in  this  way  ?" 

"Shall  we  take  a  turn  in  the  churchyard?" 
asked  Mabel,  composedly.  "  We  can  talk  there 
better  than  at  Dora's,  and  the  place  will  keep  away 
wrong  feelings." 

They  walked  several  times  up  and  down,  beneath 
the  tall  elm  trees  that  surrounded  the  Church, 
before  either  spoke.     At  last  Frances  said, 

"  May  !  May  !  life  is  hardly  life  in  this  miserable 
position !  1  can't  bear  it,  indeed  I  can't !  If  you 
only  knew  the  effect  it  has  upon  me  !  I  feel  as  if 
I  could  creep  into  a  nut-shell,  and  not  half  fill  it. 
This  miserable  degradation!" 

"  My  dearest  sister!"  said  Mabel,  laughing,  "  do 
you  really  care  for  it  in  this  way  ?  What  is  Julia 
Lushington  to  us  ?  0,  Frances !  after  all  that  has 
passed,  you  ought  to  be  callous  to  these  little 
annoyances." 

"  Little !"  repeated  Frances ;  "  but  it  isn't  Julia 
Lushington  alone — I  could  bear  that — but  there 
were  Alice  Wilmot,  and  Jane  Maurice,  and  their 
cousins — and  others  besides.  That  isn't  all,  even. 
Have  we  a  friend  left  ?  Haven't  the  Egertons 
turned  their  backs  upon  us  ?  When  we  met  Gre- 
raldine  iu  Kilminster,  a  fortnight  ago,  walking  with 
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that  Captain  Yilliers,  didn't  she  look  into  the  shop 
window,  and  pretend  not  to  see  us  ?  Hasn't  Mrs. 
Graharae  dropped  our  acquaintance  ?  Doesn't 
even  that  odious  Mr.  Collier  consider  us  beneath 
his  notice  ?  And  even  your  favourite  Hugh — hasn't 
he  let  the  acquaintance  drop,  just  like  the  rest  of 
the  world  ?" 

May's  faint  pink  colour  died  suddenly  away,  and 
she  made  an  effort  to  speak,  but  her  voice  failed 
her.  The  second  effort  succeeded,  however,  and  in 
a  quiet,  controlled  voice,  she  said, 

"I  don't  think  you  are  quite  fair.  The  Eger- 
tons  and  Mr.  Collier  have  reasons  for  avoiding  us 
— Mrs.  Grahame  sent  word  she  hoped  to  call  on  us 
soon ;  and  you  have  said  nothing  of  those  friends, 
who  have  been  true  to  us  through  all." 

"It  wouldn't  take  long  to  enumerate  them," 
said  Frances,  bitterly.  ''  We  ought  to  have  left 
Peverstone ;  there  was  nothing  to  keep  us  here,  and 
we  should  have  been  spared  all  this  mortification." 

May  put  her  arm  round  her  sister's  waist,  to 
check  her  steps,  and  said  softly — "  Haven't  we  two 
friends  in  Peverstone  that  no  change  of  circum- 
stances can  alter,  or  make  less  dear  and  precious 
— and  which  must  bind  us  to  it  through  life  ?" — 
and  she  directed  her  sister's  gaze  upwards  to  S. 
Edward's  time-worn,  grey  tower,  and  downwards  to 
the  plain  stone  cross,  that  bore  the  name  "  Mary 
Agnes  Hesketh." 

The  tears  sprang  to  Frances'  eyes — "  Yes,  our 
own  mamma,  it  is  home  indeed  where  she  is,  but 
how  can  she  bear  to  witness  her  children's  trials  ?" 

"She  looks  onward  through  the, trials  to  the  rest 
that  awaits  God's  servants,  and  ifHhe  fire  is  puri- 
fying their  hearts,  she  can  rejoice  over  it.  What 
are  S.  Paul's  words,  dearest  Prances,  about  the  suf- 
ferings of  this  present  time  not  being  worthy  to  be 
compared  with  the  glory  which  shall  be  revealed  ?" 
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"Yes — yes — one  knows  it  all,  but  it  doesn't 
lessen  the  present  humiliation — the  utter  hope- 
lessness !" 

"  Oh  !  yes,  it  does ;  because  this  world  is  not 
everything.  We  are  on  our  road  to  her,  and  it 
doesn't  matter  what  the  discomforts  of  the  journey 
may  be." 

"  May,  how  can  you  be  so  cool  and  indifferent  ?" 

"  I  don't  think  I  am,"  she  said,  sadly,  "  at  least, 
not  when  affection  is  concerned.  I  don't  let  the 
conduct  of  mere  acquaintances  affect  me  much." 

"  But  do  you  never  feel  the  humiliation  of  our 
position  ?" 

"  I  don't  think  it  is  a  humiliating  one  in  God's 
sight." 

"  But  there  is  the  dreary  prospect  of  years  and 
years  of  poverty,"  said  Frances.  "  We  can  see  no 
end  to  our  miseries,  only  want,  and  disdain,  and 
suffering,  to  the  end." 

"Strong  words,"  said  Mabel,  smiliag,  "but  the 
end  is  in  GtOd's  hands  ;  it  may  come  at  any  time. 
Perhaps  when  sorrow  has  fulfilled  its  mission,  pros- 
perity may  be  granted  us  again.  It  is  a  want  of 
faith  to  talk  so,  and  we  have  always  the  comfort  of 
remembering,  that  God  will  not  send  more  troubles 
than  we  have  strength  to  bear.  I  don't  think  we 
shall  have  any  worse  than  we  have  gone  through." 

"A  sorry  comfort !" 

"  Tes,  if  it  were  our  only  comfort,  but  we  have 
others.  I  believe  the  poor  are  God's  especial  care, 
and  we  have  fewer  responsibilities  than  we  had ; 
then  our  home  is  comfortable,  though  it  is  small, 
and  we  have  the  Graingers  and  Mr.  Chase  for 
true  friends,  and  we  are  still  in  dear  Pever- 
stone,  near  our  own  Church,  and  our  mother's 
grave." 

"  I  can't  find  comfort  in  these  thoughts,"  said 
Prances.     "  Come,  May,  we  had  better  go  to  Dora's, 

II.  M 
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and  try  to  forget  these  people's  insolence.  Tou 
will  never  argue  me  into  indifference." 

"  "Well ;  but  promise  that  you  will  meet  me  here 
again,  two  hours  hence,  and  we  will  go  to  Church 
together." 

Frances  gave  the  required  promise,  and  they 
directed  their  steps  to  their  brother's  house,  which 
was  a  red  brick  one  in  the  principal  street,  with 
steps  leading  up  to  the  door,  and  five  or  six  large 
windows,  some  of  which  were  blank,  and  but  a  bad 
imitation.  There  was  a  bare,  cold  appearance, 
within  the  house,  for  much  of  William's  furniture 
had  been  sold,  to  meet  present  expenses,  and 
only  some  of  the  necessary  rooms  were  furnished. 
Dora  met  them  with  her  bonnet  on,  and  they  left 
Frances  to  execute  some  household  commissions, 
while  they  proceeded  straight  to  Northwode  Priory, 
for  it  was  a  visit  that  would  not  bear  much  con- 
templation. 

Mabel's  heart  sank  as  they  came  in  sight  of  the 
iron  gates,  and  the  well-known  grey-stone  wall, 
covered,  as  in  old  times,  with  ivy  and  moss,  and  the 
pretty,  drooping  ivy-leaved  toad-flax,  with  its  small 
lilac  flower.  It  was  so  natural,  that  May  almost 
felt  as  though  she  was  going  home.  It  was  the 
first  time  she  had  been  there  since  that  terrible 
moment,  when  she  had  taken  that  last  long  gaze, 
and  felt  as  if  she  were  leaving  life's  sunshine  behind 
her  for  ever. 

As  the  gates  swung  behind  them,  she  hoped  she 
might  find  great  changes,  that  associations  might 
not  be  too  painfully  revived.  But  she  was  not 
spared  that  pain.  The  lawn  was  the  same  as  ever, 
the  very  flower-beds  untouched.  She  could  recog- 
nise plants  and  flowers,  that  had  been  tended  by 
her  own  hands  ;  trees  they  had  climbed  as  children, 
shrubs  they  had  watched  and  pruned,  and  delighted 
to  observe  from  year  to  year.     The  hawthorn  tree, 
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beneath  which  Mina's  couch  had  been  placed  nine 
months  ago,  was  just  the  same,  and  the  winding  path 
that  led  to  her  hermitage  looked  painfully  natural. 

She  drew  her  veil  over  her  face  with  only  one 
glance  at  the  gables,  and  the  Grothic  windows 
through  which  Hugh  had  been  wont  to  make  his 
entrance ;  and  with  a  terrible  fear  lest  she  should  be 
unable  to  restrain  her  feelings,  she  allowed  Dora, 
who  was  naturally  feeling  much  less,  to  ring  at  the 
bell,  and  inquire  for  Mrs.  Collingwood. 

Mrs.  Collingwood  was  at  home,  and  they  were 
shown  into  the  drawing-room  which  was  empty. 
Mabel  sat  down  on  her  father's  chair,  Dora  on  the 
sofa.  The  former  could  not  trust  herself  to  raise 
her  eyes,  and  the  pattern  of  the  carpet  and  chintz 
seemed  overwhelmingly  familiar.  Both  were  thank- 
ful when,  after  a  few  minutes,  a  pleasant,  smiling 
person  made  her  appearance,  with  a  soft,  sympa- 
thising voice  and  easy  manners. 

She  was  evidently  not  ignorant  of  the  tale  at- 
tached to  their  names,  nor  did  Mabel's  drooping 
face,  and  faltering  voice,  escape  her  attention.  She 
seated  herself  on  the  sofa  beside  Dora,  and  talked 
cheerfully  and  rapidly,  while  May  used  every  effort 
to  recover  her  composure.  The  entrance  of  Miss 
Collingwood,  a  very  pretty,  natural  girl  of  eighteen, 
forced  her  to  exertion.  Miss  Collingwood  knew 
the  history  of  Mr.  Collier's  dealings  with  the  for- 
mer proprietors  of  the  Priory,  although  she  had 
failed  to  connect  it  with  the  name  of  Hesketh. 

"  Oh!  we  are  so  delighted  with  this  place,"  she 
said,  in  a  bright,  girlish  tone.  "  It  is  so  close  to 
the  Church,  we  can  always  go  to  the  Daily  Ser- 
vice, whatever  the  weather  may  be,  and  the  garden 
and  conservatories  are  so  pretty.  AYhere  we  lived 
before,  we  were  nearly  a  mile  from  Church,  and 
there  was  no  Daily  Service,  but  now  I  hope  we  are 
settled  for  good.     I  tell  papa  I  will  not  let  him 
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get  tired  of  Northwode  Priory,  but  you  know  he 
is  so  fond  of  change,  that  I  am  in  perpetual  fear." 

Mabel  murmured  something  about  the  situation 
being  pretty,  and  the  view  from  the  bedrooms  very 
extensive,  but  her  voice  died  away,  so  as  to  be 
almost  inaudible. 

'*  Yes,  it  is  indeed ;  the  view  from  my  room  is 
exquisite.  The  hills  towards  Kilminster,  and  the 
clear,  blue,  winding  river — they  make  me  feel  quite 
poetical.  But  there  is  one  little  nook  in  the  gar- 
den— it  beats  all  the  rest — there  is  only  one  flower- 
bed, but  such  soft,  mossy  grass,  and  so  prettily 
shut  in  by  the  trees  and  shrubs,  except  on  one 
side,  where  there  is  a  little  stream,  with  water  for- 
get-me-nots on  the  banks.  I  generally  spend  all 
the  morning  there,  when  it  is  fine  ;  I  take  out  my 
books  and  my  work,  and  enjoy  it  so  much  .  .  .*' 

"  Jessie,"  said  Mrs.  Collingwood,  in  a  gentle, 
grave  voice,  "  you  forget  that  Miss  Hesketh  proba- 
bly knows  all  that  you  can  tell  her  about  the 
Priory.  It  is  not  so  new  to  our  neighbours,  as  to 
ourselves,"  she  continued,  addressing  Dora,  "  but 
it  must  be  equally  charming  to  all." 

One  quiet  tear  was  stealing  down  Mabel's  cheek, 
but  she  strove  to  hide  it,  and  asked  in  a  low  voice, 
whether  Miss  Collingwood  was  fond  of  gardening. 

"  Yes,  very  ;  I  have  been  spending  a  fortune  in 
verbenas  and  geraniums,  papa  says  ;  and  then  you 
know  we  have  the  greenhouses.  They  were  so 
beautifully  stocked  with  flowers,  but  I  leave  them 
to  papa.  I  wonder  whether  you  would  like  to  see 
them.  It  is  scarcely  a  step,  and  they  are  just  in 
perfection." 

Mabel  rose,  but  she  was  forced  to  lay  her  hand 
on  the  back  of  the  chair.  Could  she  endure  it  ? 
Should  she  struggle  through  it,  or  give  vent  to  the 
torrent  of  anguish,  that  seemed  crushing  her  with 
the  effort  of  suppressing  it  ?     She  was  spared  the 
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decision,  for  Mrs.  Collingwood,  with  a  sweet  face 
of  concern,  came  towards  her,  and  said,  "  Jessie, 
you  do  not  know  that  you  are  giving  pain.  Miss 
Hesketh,  you  are  with  friends  who  can  fully  sympa- 
thise with,  and  feel  for  you.  Tou  must  not  treat 
us  as  strangers,  for  I  know  what  this  visit  must 
cost  you." 

And  Mabel  sank  again  upon  the  chair,  and  allowed 
the  agony  of  tears  to  have  its  way.  After  a  few 
minutes  she  was  able  to  control  herself,  and  try  to 
reassure  poor  Jessie,  who  stood  by  her  side,  the  pic- 
ture of  distress.  Their  kind  words  were  like  balm 
to  her  sorrow,  and  when  Mrs.  Collingwood  took  her 
hand  with  almost  a  motherly  solicitude,  the  tears 
broke  out  afresh,  for  the  poor  heart  had  yearned 
for  the  sympathy,  that  was  expressed  in  that  action. 

Mrs.  Collingwood,  in  few  words,  explained  to 
Jessie  the  occasion  of  May's  sorrow,  and  the  kind- 
hearted  girl,  with  overflowing  eyes,  tried  to  com- 
fort her  with  expressions  of  sorrow  and  condo- 
lence. 

"  Indeed,  I  didn't  think  I  should  be  so  weak," 
said  Mabel,  at  last,  "  but  it  looks  so  natural ;  and 
when  you  talked  of  my  favourite  spot  in  the  gar- 
den, and  my  own  bedroom  window,  it  seemed  too 
much.  But  you  will  let  me  say  how  happy  I  am 
that  you  should  have  it,  who  can  appreciate  it.  I 
was  afraid  it  might  fall  into  the  hands  of  some  one, 
who  would  see  none  of  its  beauties." 

"  My  dear  child,  I  am  afraid  that  is  poor  com- 
fort for  you,"  said  Mrs.  Collingwood,  kindly.  '*  I 
scarcely  know  whether  it  will  be  further  comfort, 
if  I  tell  you  to  come  here  as  often  as  you  like,  and 
feel  quite  at  home  ;  but  at  least  I  can  promise  that 
you  shall  always  find  friends  here,  and  friends  who 
can  feel  for  your  loss  all  the  more  keenly,  because 
they  are  enjoying  what  should  equitably  have  been 
yours." 
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"  Oh !  no,  no,  we  had  forfeited  the  right  to  it, 
and  I  dare  say  it  is  better  for  us  that  we  should 
not  be  so  perfectly  happy  as  we  were  here.  You 
mustn't  pity  me  too  much,  or  1  may  begin  to  pity 
myself,  and  at  present  I  can  see  that  it  is  all  for 
the  best.  It  will  be  more  comfort  than  you  think, 
to  feel  tbat  I  have  got  friends  here.  I  can  bear 
now  to  think  of  your  using  our  things,  and  papa's 
books,  but  if  it  had  been  otherwise,  I  scarcely  could 
have  borne  it." 

*'  And  now  tell  me  truly,  whether  it  would  give 
you  most  pain,  or  pleasure,  to  visit  your  bedroom, 
and  your  favourite  retreat  in  the  garden  ?"  asked 
Jessie. 

"  Pleasure,"  said  Mabel,  with  an  April  smile. 
'*  I  love  them  in  themselves,  apart  from  associa- 
tions, and  I  should  like  so  very  much  to  see  them 
again." 

Mrs.  Colli ngwood  looked  as  if  she  thought  it  un- 
wise to  try  May's  strength  further,  but  the  two 
girls  were  gone  before  she  had  made  up  her  mind 
to  remonstrate,  and  during  their  absence  she  re- 
ceived from  Dora  the  true  history  of  their  re- 
verses, and  the  terrible  conflicts  Mabel  had  gone 
through. 

And  Mabel,  under  the  influence  of  seeing  old 
haunts  once  more,  poured  forth  her  feelings  to  her 
new  friend ;  and  Jessie  listened  with  moistened  eyes, 
and  a  heart  overflowing  with  sympathy,  to  May's 
intense  love  for  the  Priory,  the  great  sorrow  it  had 
been  to  leave  it,  and  the  change  their  new  home 
was,  after  the  untroubled  life  of  enjoyment,  that 
had  until  then  been  their  portion.  It  was  not  a 
morbid,  sentimental  history  of  sorrow  and  trial, 
that  Jessie  received  ;  of  her  own  feelings,  and  the 
circumstances  which  led  to  their  change  of  home. 
May  said  nothing,  and  even  when  she  spoke  of 
their  altered  position,  and    the  daily  trials    and 
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crosses  that  beset  their  path,  it  was  in  a  tone  of 
calm  resignation  and  faith,  that  struck  Jessie  for- 
cibly. 

She  was  an  only  child,  and  had  scarcely  known 
an  hour's  real  trouble  in  her  life.  "With  a  comfort- 
able, even  luxurious  home,  kind  parents,  and  as 
much  money  as  she  desired,  she  could  scarcely  com- 
prehend that  one  so  little  older  than  herself,  and 
far  more  slight  and  fragile  looking,  could  have  so 
much  to  endure.  Little  enough  did  she  know  of 
the  anguish  May  had  gone  through,  and  the  daily 
vexation  and  loneliness  which  was  her  lot. 

Mabel's  bedroom  was  painfully  natural — the  bed 
with  its  pink  and  white  hangings,  the  toilet-table, 
the  window  seat,  the  bookcase,  all  the  same,  but 
that  costly  ornaments  and  books  of  Jessie's  filled 
every  nook  and  corner,  and  engravings  and  water- 
colour  sketches,  hung  round  the  walls. 

*'  It  is  the  sweetest  little  bedroom  ..."  began 
Jessie,  hovering  between  a  desire  to  render  tribute 
to  May's  much-loved  bedroom,  and  a  fear  lest  ex- 
pressions of  admiration  should  only  aggravate  her 
pain  at  seeing  what  was  no  longer  her  own. 

"  I  used  to  look  at  the  hills  and  the  river  the 
first  thing  when  I  rose  in  the  morning,"  said  Ma- 
bel, with  a  smile  she  tried  hard  not  to  allow  to  be 
sad.  **  In  the  clear  bright  summer  mornings  they 
used  to  seem  so  lovely,  those  undulating  blue  hills, 
and  the  shining  river  ;  and  in  winter  it  was  pretty 
in  a  different  way,  less  clear  and  distinct,  but  still 
blue  and  misty,  and  those  far  off  hills,  you  can  just 
see,  beyond  Kil  minster,  so  very  faint  and  grey  that 
they  seemed  to  blend  with  the  sky." 

"And  how  the  birds  sing  in  that  old  cypress 
tree!"  observed  Jessie,  opening  the  casement  win- 
dow. "  Sometimes,  when  mamma  and  papa  are 
out,  I  bring  my  work  up  here,  and  perch  in  the 
window  seat,  listening  to  them.      Then,  by  just 
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stretching  out  my  hand,  I  can  pick  the  roses 
and  the  Cape  Jessamine,  and  that  exquisite  Mag- 
nolia which  has  almost  reached  the  window  you 
see  .  .  .  But  oh !  I  am  afraid  I  am  making  you  un- 
happy again." 

"  No,  no,"  said  May,  forcing  back  the  tear, "  it  is 
almost  a  kind  of  happiness  to  hear  you  are  enjoy- 
ing what  I  used  to  enjoy.  "When  the  autumn 
comes  you  will  indeed  think  the  Priory  lovely.  It 
looks  quite  in  its  glory,  with  the  Virginian  creeper 
— that  rich,  gorgeous  red,  and  the  white  snowy 
clematis  mixing  with  it." 

"  And  you  must  come  often,  and  see  it,  and  watch 
it  as  you  used  to  do,"  said  Jessie,  looking  up  into 
her  face,  with  a  sweet,  winning  expression,  that  was 
very  irresistible.  "  I  shall  keep  you  supplied  with 
Priory  flowers — let  me  see,  I  will  bring  them  you 
twice  a-week,  and  on  fine  days  you  must  come 
in  without  asking  leave,  and  sit  in  your  old  haunts, 
and  try  to  feel  at  home  there." 

May  shook  her  head  doubtfully.  "I  don't 
know  whether  I  ought  to  nurse  up  old  regrets,  and 
teach  myself  to  cling  to  it  now  the  same  as  ever. 
If  I  do,  I  shall  have  all  the  sorrow  over  again, 
when  you  leave,  and  I  don't  think  that  would  be 
right.  Tou  must  help  to  teach  me  to  look 
upon  it  as  yours,  and  disconnect  it  from  ourselves 
altogether.  It  will  be  far  happier  in  the  end,  I 
know." 

"  It  seems  very  hard." 

"  I  don't  think  we  ought  to  say  that.  It  can't 
really  be  hard  if  it  is  best  for  us,  and  I  think  I  am 
beginning  to  see  that  it  is." 

Jessie  could  only  reverence  the  resigned  spirit, 
and  feel  that  she  ought  not  to  ruffle  it.  She  carried 
her  new  friend  off  into  the  garden,  and  ten  minutes 
afterwards,  Mabel,  with  her  hands  full  of  Priory 
flowers,  had  rejoined  Dora,  and  was  bidding  a  warm 
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farewell  to  Mrs.  Collingwood  and  her  daughter, 
feeling  much  more  light-hearted  than  when  she  had 
first  greeted  them. 

Trances  was  almost  overwhelmed  with  both  Dora's 
and  Mabel's  expressions  of  delight  and  admiration, 
at  their  new  acquaintances. 

"  Mrs.  Collingwood  is  so  sweet  and  motherly." 

"And  Miss  Collingwood  so  pretty  and  courteous." 

"  They  were  so  gentle  and  considerate." 

"  And  so  kind  in  asking  us  to  come  to  the  Priory 
whenever  we  liked." 

*'  They  value  all  our  treasures  almost  as  much  as 
we  did  ourselves." 

"  And  they  have  given  May  such  bunches  of 
your  favourite  flowers,  and  promised  to  supply  you 
with  them,  as  long  as  the  summer  lasts." 

'*  Well,  you  both  appear  to  have  fallen  over  head 
and  ears  in  love  with  them,"  exclaimed  Prances. 

"  I  believe  I  have,"  said  May,  laughing,  "  and  I 
am  sure  Dora  has,  for  the  last  observation  was  a  re- 
quest that  Willie  and  Archie  might  be  sent  over  to 
play  on  the  lawn,  whenever  she  felt  inclined.  A 
sure  road  to  Dora's  heart !" 

"  Yes,  I  was  lamenting  over  our  loss  of  garden 
on  the  children's  account,  and  dear,  kind  Mrs.  Col- 
lingwood proposed  directly,  that  they  should  make 
use  of  the  lawn.  I  felt  afterwards  almost  as  if  I 
had  been  throwing  out  hints." 

"Dora,"  said  May,  in  a  low  voice,  when  they 
were  leaving,  having  seen  Frances  outside  the  door 
first,  "  don't  you  think  this  is  what  Christian  people 
are  meant  to  be  ?  It  struck  me,  while  I  was  at  the 
Priory,  that  Mrs.  Collingwood  has  just  that  'love,' 
which  S.  Paul  speaks  of  so  often.  That  *  abound- 
ing in  love,'  which  he  lays  such  stress  upon,  seems 
so  fully  to  belong  to  her.  I  don't  think  I  ever 
realised  it  before." 

The  soothing  influence  of  the  evening  service 
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seemed  to  crown  the  calm,  bright  feelings  to  which 
the  visit  to  the  Priory  had  given  rise.  It  was  the 
evening  for  the  beautiful  thirty-seventh  psalm,  and 
May  thankfully  took  home  the  words  that  seemed 
especially  addressed  to  her. 

*'  Put  thou  thy  trust  in  the  Lord,  and  be  doing 
good :  dwell  in  the  land,  and  verily  thou  shalt  be 
fed.  Delight  thou  in  the  Lord,  and  He  shall  give 
thee  thy  heart's  desire." 

"While  for  Frances  were  words  even  more  directly 
applicable,  full  of  reproof  and  warning : 

"  Fret  not  thyself  because  of  the  ungodly,  nei- 
ther be  thou  envious  against  the  evil  doers.  Leave 
off  from  wrath,  and  let  go  displeasure :  fret  not 
thyself,  else  shalt  thou  be  moved  to  do  evil.  Yet  a 
little  while  and  the  ungodly  shall  be  clean  gone : 
thou  shalt  look  after  his  place,  and  he  shall  be 
away." 

Prances  was  thoughtful  and  subdued,  when  they 
came  out  of  Church,  and  May  fostered  the  feeling 
all  the  way  home,  by  giving  her  an  account  of  the 
Collingwoods,  and  describing  every  part  of  the 
Priory,  with  the  slight  alterations  that  had  been 
made.  She  even  succeeded  at  length  in  working 
her  up  into  a  desire  to  make  Jessie  Collingwood's 
acquaintance,  and  to  feel  much  pleased  that  the 
Priory  should  have  fallen  into  such  good  hands. 

It  was  tea-time  when  they  reached  home,  and 
the  tea  was  prepared  in  the  pleasant  little  drawing- 
room.  Prances  flew  up  stairs  to  take  off  her  bon- 
net, while  May  remained  to  make  tea,  and  arrange 
the  table  according  to  her  own  notions,  for  neither 
Judith  nor  Eachel  had  very  correct  ideas  upon 
such  subjects,  and  poor  Mr.  Hesketh  looked  dis- 
tressed if  plates  and  knives  were  crooked,  the  tea- 
tray  awry,  or,  as  had  once  or  twice  happened,  when 
the  cover  was  raised,  the  butter-dish  discovered 
to  be  empty. 
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"Where  is  papa,  Eacbel  ?"  inquired  Mabel. 

"In  the  dining-room,  ma'am.  I  believe  he  has 
been  there  nearly  two  hours." 

Mabel  opened  the  door  and  peeped  in,  on  her 
way  up  stairs.  Mr.  Hesketh  sat  at  the  table  with 
an  anxious,  troubled  countenance,  and  bills  and 
papers  were  spread  before  him,  looking  hopelessly 
lawyer-like  and  inexplicable.  She  passed  behind 
his  seat,  and  caressingly  smoothed  his  hair,  which 
seemed  wonderfully  thinner  and  whiter  since  the 
beginning  of  the  year. 

"  Papa,  you  are  worried." 

"  "We  must  talk  over  matters  after  tea,"  he  said. 
"I  can't  make  out  Erances'  accounts — I  hope 
there  may  be  some  mistake,  but  I  find  no  surplus 
for  Dudley,  much  less  for  "William." 

"  O  papa !  there  must  be  some  mistake.  I  am 
afraid  the  expenses  have  been  greater  than  we  ex- 
pected, but  they  cannot  have  swallowed  up.  .  .  ." 

"  Why  should  the  expenses  have  been  larger 
than  we  anticipated  ?" 

"Well — "  began  May,  feeling  uncomfortable  be- 
tween dislike  to  get  Frances  blamed,  and  anxiety 
to  speak  the  truth.  "  You  see  there  have  been 
things  you  don't  know  much  of — and  dear  Frances 
likes  to  see  everything  look  nice.  There  were  the 
first  expenses  of  furnishing,  of  course ;  for  that,  how- 
ever, we  were  prepared,  but  since  then  there  has 
been  the  drawing-room  carpet  and  table-cover,  and 
other  things,  and  all  the  china  to  be  replaced  which 
Marianne  broke ;  then  other  things — glass  and 
china,  and  bedroom  furniture,  more  than  I  can  re- 
member now." 

"And  was  all  this  necessary?"  asked  Mr. 
Hesketh. 

Mabel  paused — "Desirable,  certainly;  perhaps 
not  absolutely  necessary." 

"It  is  of  no  use  fuming  over  it  now,"  said  Mr. 
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Hesketh,  hastily  pushing  aside  the  papers,  and 
rising.  "  After  tea  Trances  must  explain.  O, 
May !  May !  we  have  been  ill-fitted  for  this  style 
of  things.  We  can  only  pray  that  God  may  see 
us  safe  through  it." 

His  heavy  sigh  went  to  May's  heart,  and  she  had 
no  slight  fear  herself  that  all  the  expenses  could 
not  be  met.  It  was  a  very  silent,  uncomfortable 
tea,  for  Frances  was  deep  in  a  book,  and  May  could 
not  raise  her  eyes,  without  seeing  her  father's  de- 
pressed, care-worn  face. 

After  tea  all  three  went  into  the  dining-room, 
and  Mr.  Hesketh  made  them  sit  down  on  each  side 
of  him. 

"  Before  I  begin  with  these  accounts,"  he  said, 
"  I  must  say  a  few  words  to  you.  Eecollect,  I  am 
not  finding  fault  with  you,  or  calling  you  to  ac- 
count, by  anything  I  may  say.  I  have  no  longer 
the  right  to  do  so  if  I  had  the  wish,  for  the  little  I 
still  have  is  mine  only  through  the  generosity  of 
my  girls." 

"  Papa  !  papa  !"  exclaimed  both,  with  one  voice  ; 
"how  can  you  say  so  ?     It  is  yours  altogether." 

"And  besides,"  continued  Mabel,  "my  share  of 
the  income  is  yours,  whether  you  will  it  or  not, 
for  I  shall  not  be  of  age  for  two  years,  and  until 
then  I  have  no  possible  claim  upon  it." 

"  And  my  share  I  make  over  to  you  entirely," 
said  Frances ;  "  without  reservations — to  use  a 
lawyer's  phrase." 

"  Even  if  we  were  not  to  do  so,"  added  Mabel, 
"  it  would  only  be  legally  ours,  not  morally^  if  that 
is  the  right  word  to  use,  for  mamma  would  never 
have  settled  it  on  us,  if  she  had  thought  it  likely 
you  could  ever  want  it.  Dear  papa,  it  is  as  much 
yours,  as  if  it  had  been  left  to  you." 

"  My  own  dear  children !"  said  Mr.  Hesketh, 
afiectionately ;  "  but  now   to  business.     Your  ac- 
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counts  are  not  very  systematic,  or  comprehensible, 
Prances.  I  have  been  trying  in  vain  to  understand 
them." 

"  May  I  take  them,  and  read  them  to  you  ?  I 
never  was  much  at  home  with  accounts,  and  the 
multiplication-table." 

May  laughed,  and  glancing  over  her  sister's 
shoulder,  declared  that  fractions  and  decimals  were 
child's  play  compared  with  the  characters  she  saw 
there.  Mabel  was  about  right.  Prances'  account 
book  was  a  curious  specimen.  There  was  no  pre- 
tence to  system  or  order  in  it ;  everything  being 
dotted  down  as  it  came,  with  the  most  available 
means.  Blue  ink,  and  black  ink,  and  pencil,  all 
figured  in  their  turn,  and  owing  to  her  dislike 
to  arithmetic,  none  of  the  pages  were  added  up, 
and  some  of  the  figures  were  so  awkward,  and 
illegible,  that  after  such  a  lapse  of  time  they  could 
neither  be  deciphered,  nor  guessed  at.  The  pencil 
marks  were  often  effaced,  and  Trances  confessed 
that  she  had  sometimes  forgotten  to  make  entries, 
when  there  was  no  pencil  at  hand  at  the  time. 

Mr.  Hesketh  knew  so  little  about  money  mat- 
ters, or  housekeeping,  that  he  had  allowed  Frances 
to  take  money  as  she  required  it,  and  kept  no 
check  upon  the  expenditure.  That  terrible  non- 
chalance, and  indifference  !  When  would  it  cease 
to  create  confusion  and  mismanagement  ? 

"  Eirst  of  all,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh,  give  me  the 
sums  of  money  in  their  order,  taking  no  notice  of 
the  things  themselves.  Mabel  can  write  these 
down  in  good  clear  figures,  and  we  can  then  soon 
run  up  the  amount,  and  see  how  we  stand  with  re- 
gard to  the  income." 

Prances  did  this  as  well  as  she  was  able,  and 
when  all  the  figures  appeared  in  a  line,  in  Mabel's 
clear  bold  characters,  Mr.  Hesketh  added  up  the 
whole  sum,  which  was  written  as  "total"  at  the 
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bottom.  What  consternation  did  it  cause  in  tlie 
countenances  of  the  three  seated  round  the  table ! 
It  was  small  enough  of  itself  for  the  wants  of  the 
household,  but  how  out  of  proportion  with  the 
income  they  could  call  their  own  !  There  was  lite- 
rally no  surplus,  scarcely  enough  to  meet  the  ex- 
penses, and  what  was  to  become  of  William  and 
Dudley  ? 

Mr.  Hesketh  passed  his  hand  over  his  forehead 
in  utter  despair.  Mabel  and  Frances  gazed  wo- 
fully  into  each  other's  faces,  and  no  one  ventured 
to  break  the  silence. 

"What  is  to  be  done?"  said  Mr.  Hesketh, 
at  length. 

"  Papa,"  said  Frances,  who  was  pale  and  awe- 
struck at  the  result  of  her  housekeeping ;  "  why 
are  these  bills  sent  in  now  ?  I  thought  they  were 
always  kept  until  Christmas.  Tou  know  our  ex- 
penses for  the  next  half-year  will  not  be  so  heavy, 
as  they  have  been  already." 

"  I  called  in  the  bills  purposely,  that  we  might 
know  how  we  stood  with  the  world.  I  fear  now 
they  are  not  all  here,  at  least  I  see  no  coal-bill, 
and  that  will  be  no  small  item." 

"  Yet  we  have  been  very  economical,"  said 
Frances,  sadly, 

"  Economical,  when  compared  with  our  Priory 
expenditure,  but  not  in  proportion  to  our  income," 
replied  Mr.  Hesketh. 

"  But  papa,  what  can  be  done  ?"  asked  Mabel. 
"  We  can  never  save  enough  for  Dudley's  expenses 
for  a  year,  during  the  next  six  months." 

"  Dudley  must  be  recalled,"  said  her  father,  in 
the  calm  tone  of  despair.  "  We  shall  be  swindling 
if  we  keep  him  there,  when  we  cannot  afford  to 
meet  the  small  expenses  for  which  Mr.  Colby  pre- 
pared us." 

"  Oh !  no,  no,  it  mustn't  be  1"  exclaimed  the  two 


NOETHWODE   PEIOET.  175 

girls,  at  once.  "  Aoy  sacrifice  would  be  better 
than  that !" 

"  Surely,  papa,"  said  Frances,  "  there  must  be 
something  due  to  you  from  the  business." 

"  If  there  is  enough  to  keep  William's  head 
above  water,  I  shall  be  agreeably  surprised,"  said 
her  father,  with  a  tinge  of  bitterness  in  his  tone 
which  Mabel  was  grieved  to  observe. 

"  But  what  would  you  have  Dudley  do  ?" 

"  Get  some  clerkship,  I  suppose,"  he  continued, 
in  the  same  tone.  "  Perhaps  he  might  get  a  situa- 
tion as  railway  clerk  somewhere.  They  give  good 
salaries,  I  believe." 

"  O,  papa !  papa  !"  groaned  Frances. 

"  You  may  well  say  so,"  sighed  Mr.  Hesketh, 
"  but  there  is  no  choice." 

"  Oh !  it  would  be  wicked  !"  exclaimed  Frances, 
again.     "  Dudley  a  railway  clerk !" 

"  He  would  at  least  be  able  to  support  himself," 
said  her  father. 

"  Yes,  at  the  sacrifice  of  position,  dignity,  honour 
— all  that  one  lives  for!"  said  Frances. 

Mabel  was  pained,  and  taking  a  piece  of  paper, 
wrote  on  it  the  words,  "  the  state  of  life  unto  which 
it  shall  please  God  to  call  me."  It  was  passed 
across  to  her  sister,  and  the  murmuring  ceased, 
though  her  expression  grew  more  settled  in  wretch- 
edness. 

"  We  had  better  examine  the  accounts,"  said 
Mr.  Hesketh,  "  and  see  what  superfiuous  expenses 
can  be  curtailed  for  the  future.  Frances,  will  you 
read  them  out  ?" 

Frances  obeyed,  and  the  list  commenced  as  fol- 
lows, for  she  had  opened  not  at  the  first  page,  but 
in  the  middle  of  the  book  :  "  Writing  paper,  4iS.  6d. 
— household  brushes,  5s. — china :  cups  and  saucers, 
&c.,  75.  Gd. — tuning  the  piano,  10s.  Gd. — ribbon, 
1^.  Gd. — baker's  bill,  5^. — butter,  25.  6c?. — postage 
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stamps,  2^. — muffins,  6c?. — table  cover,  145. — groce- 
ries, 45. 10^. — hearthrug,  16*. — subscription  to  the 
parish-school,  £1.  Is — toilet  cover,  35.  6c?." 

In  this  style  it  vrent  on  for  some  pages,  when 
Mr.  Hesketh  stopped  her. 

*'  My  love,  I  see  how  it  is ;  there  has  been  no 
bad  management,  no  actual  extravagance,  but  it  is 
the  result  of  having  been  brought  up  in  affluence, 
and  never  having  been  obliged  to  consider  these 
matters.  Don't  think  I  blame  you.  My  dear 
child,  I  ought  to  have  seen  to  these  things  my- 
self, but  I  trust  we  may  manage  better  for  the 
future." 

"  For  the  future,  perhaps,"  sighed  Frances ; 
"  but  I  don't  see  how  any  future  can  remedy  the 
past.  "With  the  utmost  economy  we  shall  only 
just  be  able  to  save  Dudley's  allowance,  and  how 
can  we  hope  to  make  up  for  this  six  months  ?" 

"  Dudley  must  come  back — it  is  inevitable,"  re- 
plied her  father. 

Frances  looked  intensely  wretched,  and  Mabel 
very  sad.  They  did  not  break  the  silence  until 
Mr.  Hesketh  observed, 

"  At  all  events,  let  us  re-consider  these  accounts. 
It  is  evident  we  must  turn  over  a  new  leaf,  what- 
ever may  be  arranged  for  Dudley.  We  will  run 
through  your  list,  Frances,  and  strike  out  every- 
thing that  is  not  absolutely/  necessary.  We  must 
have  nothing  to  do  with  '  desirables,'  for  they  are 
proved  to  be  beyond  our  reach." 

The  list  was  again  read  out,  and  commented 
upon.  "  Writing  paper — is  this  the  least  expensive 
you  can  get  ?" 

"  Well,  no,  certainly  not,  but  the  cheapest  sort 
was  so  rough  and  dull-looking.  However,  I  will 
get  it  for  the  future." 

"  Household  brushes  are  of  course  necessary ; 
cups  and  saucers  the  same,  but  you  must  sacrifice 
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your  taste  for  a  pretty  pattern  on  these  points,  and 
you  must  not  think  even  a  sixpence,  unnecessarily 
spent,  so  trifling  as  not  to  signify.  *  Tuning  the 
piano' — I  am  afraid  we  must  even  abstain  from 
this  expense  until  we  can  better  aiFord  it." 

"  We  can  learn  to  do  it  ourselves,"  observed  Ma- 
bel. "  I  know  many  ladies  who  do,  and  who  would 
not  trust  their  piano  in  a  tuner's  hands  afterwards. 
I  am  sure  Mr.  Wilson  would  show  me  the  way ;  I 
often  meet  him  at  Dora's,  and  being  an  organist 
he  would  probably  understand  these  things." 

"  Eibbons  one-and-sixpence — you  can  judge  best 
on  this  point,  for  1  am  no  judge  of  what  is  neces- 
sary, or  unnecessary.  The  next  things  are  of  course 
indispensable,  baker's  bills  and  postage  stamps — 
but  muffins,"  and  Mr.  Hesketh  smiled  sadly,  "  are 
a  luxury,  and  consequently  not  within  our  means. 
Even  table-covers,  and  hearthrugs,  we  must  dis- 
pense with  in  future,  or  at  least,  be  content  with 
those  we  already  have.  Our  subscriptions  must  be 
retained  to  the  last ;  nothing  but  stern  necessity 
must  induce  us  to  curtail  them." 

*'  No,"  said  Mabel,  *'  they  bring  a  blessing  upon 
the  rest.  I  don't  believe  we  are  really  the  poorer 
for  anything  we  may  give  in  that  way." 

The  whole  evening  was  spent  in  consultation 
upon  what  could  be  dispensed  with,  in  order  to  les- 
sen the  calls  upon  the  income  during  the  next  six 
months.  Both  Mr.  Hesketh  and  his  two  daughters 
looked  thoroughly  worn  and  exhausted  by  the  time 
the  books  were  closed. 

'*  Papa,"  said  Frances,  at  parting,  "  do  you  really 
mean  what  you  said  about  Dudley  ?  Is  there  no 
hope  ?  Think  of  the  blight  it  would  be  upon  his 
prospects  for  life." 

"  True,  my  dear  child,  but  how  can  it  be  avoided  ? 
I  scarcely  dare  hope  that  the  office  will  support 
AVilliam   and   his   family  this  year;    and   even  if 

n.  N 
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Dudley  ia  kept  in  his  present  position,  it  will  in- 
volve all  his  relations  in  debt  and  dishonour." 

"It  must  be,  I  see,"  said  Mabel,  with  a  sigh 
that  came  from  the  depths  of  her  heart. 

Frances  was  silent ;  she  wished  her  father  good- 
night, and  went,  gloomy,  and  abstracted,  to  her 
own  room.  Mabel  did  the  same,  but  sleep  was  far 
from  her,  for  her  thoughts  were  full  of  her  favour- 
ite brother;  and  in  spite  of  knowing  that  these 
troubles  had  been  brought  upon  him  chiefly  by  his 
own  indolence,  her  heart  ached  for  the  trials  and 
humiliations  to  which  he  must  be  exposed,  in  the 
only  course  that  seemed  open  to  him. 

Hour  after  hour  struck  as  she  lay  awake  in  the 
quiet  star-light,  musing  over  the  past  and  future, 
her  heart  full  of  affection  and  aching  longings  for 
those  she  loved  so  well.  In  vain  did  she  turn  her 
head  on  her  pillow,  and  strive  to  sleep,  her  mind 
and  brain  were  too  excited,  and  at  length  she  gave 
up  the  attempt,  and  lay  with  her  eyes  fixed  on 
the  stars,  thinking  of  the  use  of  sorrow,  and  men- 
tally praying  that  she  might  not  be  repining  over 
trials  that  were  sent  for  their  temporal  and  eternal 
good. 

She  was  startled  by  seeing  the  door  gently  open, 
and  a  figure  in  white  enter  the  room.  For  one  in- 
stant her  heart  throbbed,  and  she  felt  a  choking 
sensation  in  her  throat,  but  the  next  a  familiar 
voice  set  her  at  rest. 

"  May,  don't  be  frightened.  I  guessed  you  were 
awake,  and  as  I  couldn't  sleep,  I  came  in  to  talk 
to  you  a  little." 

"Frances,  dearest,  are  you  not  cold  ?" 

'*  No,  not  in  the  least.  Let  me  sit  at  the  foot  of 
your  bed,  I  have  something  to  say  to  you." 

Although  it  was  too  dark  to  discern  more  than 
the  dim  outline  of  her  figure  in  the  starlight,  Ma- 
bel perceived,  from  her  tone  of  voice,  that  she  had 
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been  crying,  but  nevertheless,  her  words  were  full 
of  decision. 

"  May,  I  have  resolved  that  Dudley  shall  not  be  a 
loser  through  my  means — I  have  determined  to  go 
out  as  a  governess." 

Tears  sprang  to  Mabel's  eyes.  "Frances,  my 
own  sister,  we  could  not  bear  it — Dudley  will 
never  allow  it — papa  will  not  hear  of  it." 

"  Yes  they  will,"  said  Frances,  quietly.  "  It  is 
the  best  thing  to  be  done.  It  wouldn't  pain  me 
half  as  much.  May,  as  to  see  a  brother  of  mine  de- 
graded through  my  folly.  Tour  expenses  will  be 
less  without  me,  and  I  could  save  half  Dudley's  al- 
lowance." 

Mabel  could  do  nothing  but  cry;  it  was  very 
foolish,  but  accumulated  troubles  had  so  shaken  her 
system,  that  she  seemed  void  of  self-control. 

"  Couldn't  I  go,  instead  ?"  she  faltered. 

"  No,  dear  May,  certainly  not ;  you  haven't 
strength  or  spirits  for  it,  and  you  are  wanted  at 
home.  Tou  will  manage  better  than  I  have  done, 
and  be  a  greater  comfort  to  papa." 

"  But  have  you  thought  of  all  the  trials  and  an- 
noyances ?  Just  think  what  we  heard  poor  Miss 
Harwood,  the  Mitfords'  governess,  had  to  endure." 

"  I  remember,  but  I  have  made  up  my  mind. 
Somethiug  must  be  done,  and  I  am  the  only  per- 
son that  can  do  it.  In  every  way  it  seems  advisa- 
ble." 

Still  Mabel  could  only  protest  against  it.  She 
could  bear  suffering  and  self-denial  for  herself,  but 
she  had  not  yet  learned  to  do  so  for  other  people. 
Frances,  who  appeared  much  softened,  soothed  and 
caressed  her,  and  at  length  resolved  not  to  leave  her 
again  for  the  night,  and  finally,  the  two  sisters,  for 
the  first  time  since  their  childhood,  fell  asleep  in 
each  other's  arms. 


CHAPTEE  XII. 

'<  But  time  remains  for  hope,  each  angry  thought 
Against  myself  to  turn,  my  bosom's  pride 
And  passionate  complainings  in  me  wrought 
Vent  on  myself:  how  have  I  wandered  wide  !'' 

The  Cathedral. 

Frances'  determination  was  even  more  fixed  in 
the  morning,  than  it  had  been  over-night.  She 
communicated  her  wish  to  her  father,  combated 
his  objections,  put  forward  the  advantages  to  be 
gained  by  such  a  step,  and  declared  herself  pre- 
pared for  any  trials.  It  was  a  sudden  thought, 
suddenly  resolved  upon,  but  this  was  Frances'  way, 
and  when  once  she  had  originated  it,  mere  perse- 
verance, and  determination  not  to  be  vanquished, 
kept  her  from  yielding,  or  allowing  other  people  to 
over-persuade  her. 

It  was  not  altogether  such  an  act  of  self-abnega- 
tion, as  her  father  and  May  fancied  it.  From  her 
childhood,  she  had  had  a  vague  wish  to  perform 
some  great  act  of  self-sacrifice.  "While  despising 
the  minor  duties  of  self-control  and  self-denial, 
which  May  carried  into  her  every-day  life,  she 
fancied  she  could  perform  some  great  and  magnani- 
mous act,  forgetting  that,  without  daily  discipline 
and  watchfulness,  such  would,  in  Goi>'s  sight,  be 
comparatively  valueless.     "  Though  I  give  my  body 
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to  be  burned,  and  have  not  charity,  it  profiteth  me 
nothing." 

She  liked  to  think  that  in  carrying  out  the  reso- 
lution she  had  formed,  she  was  atoning  for  the 
mismanagement  she  had  occasioned.  She  was 
pleased  that  her  brother  should  be  retained  in  an 
honourable  position  by  her  unselfish  efforts ;  but 
there  was  little  thought  of  God  in  all  this,  there 
was  no  word  of  prayer  for  His  direction,  there  was 
a  full  reliance  on  her  own  judgment,  and  a  determin- 
ation to  have  her  own  way,  in  spite  of  what  those 
in  authority  over  her  might  say. 

Nor  was  it  in  reality  such  a  sacrifice,  in  a  worldly 
sense,  as  it  at  first  sight  appeared.  She  was  rest- 
less and  discontented  in  her  home  ;  humiliated  and 
fretted  by  the  slights  she  experienced,  writhing 
under  their  altered  position,  and  longing  to  get 
away  from  Peverstone,  to  some  place  where  their 
misfortunes  should  be  unknown.  She  scarcely 
realised  a  governess's  true  position,  and  fancied 
the  slights  she  would  then  meet  with,  could  not 
be  worse  than  what  she  at  present  endured.  At 
all  events  it  could  not  be  the  dreary,  uninterest- 
ing life  they  led  now,  and  in  such  a  family  as 
she  should  enter,  there  would  not  be  that  rigid 
economy  and  poverty,  that  seemed  to  weigh  her 
spirit  down  to  the  earth. 

During  the  morning  Mr.  Chase  called  to  see 
Mabel.  He  had  evidently  good  news  to  communi- 
cate, for  it  was  written  in  his  face ;  and  as  that 
which  was  uppermost  in  his  mind  usually  came 
out  first,  he  said  while  shaking  hands :  "  I  know 
it  will  give  you  pleasure  to  hear  that  I  have  the 
prospect  of  a  pupil  for  the  Long  Vacation." 

Mabel's  colour  died  suddenly  away,  and  her 
voice  shook.     "  Who  is  it  ?     I  am  very  glad." 

"  His  name  is  Eletcher,  and  he  was  recommended 
to  me  by  my  old  friend  Hugh  Grahame." 
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"  Oh !  I  can't  tell  you  how  happy  I  am,"  ex- 
claimed Mabel.  "How  nice  it  will  be  for  you, 
and  are  the  terms  the  same  as — as  Hugh's  ?" 

"  Even  better,  for  it  seems  he  is  very  well  off.  I 
have  had  a  letter  from  Grahame  ;  stay,  here  it  is, 
would  you  like  to  read  it  ?" 

"  No,  thank  you,"  replied  Mabel,  repressing,  by 
a  painful  effort,  a  burning  desire  to  see  Hugh's 
handwriting,  and  read  what  he  said.  It  seemed 
wiser  not  to  do  so,  for  probably  it  was  not  written 
under  the  belief,  that  it  would  meet  her  eye.  "  Tou 
can  tell  me  about  it.  And  is  this  Mr.  Fletcher  a 
friend  of  his  ?" 

"  An  acquaintance,  he  calls  him.  He  speaks  of 
him  as  an  excellent,  high-principled  fellow,  whom 
I  shall  like  very  much.  It  seems  the  Church  Ser- 
vices are  his  chief  inducement  to  come  to  Pever- 
stone,  added  to  the  kind  terms  in  which  Grrahame 
has  recommended  me." 

They  talked  about  the  proposed  pupil  for  some 
time,  when  Mabel's  thoughts  reverted  to  Frances, 
and  as  Mr.  Chase  was  well  acquainted  with  all 
their  affairs,  she  told  of  their  trouble  and  their  bad 
housekeeping,  and  he,  kind  and  unselfish  as  he 
always  was,  forgot  his  own  happiness  in  sympa- 
thising with  their  distress. 

"If  Frances  would  only  consult  him,"  thought 
May,  and  apologising  for  leaving  him,  she  went  to 
seek  her  sister. 

Strange  to  say,  Frances  was  not  averse  to  doing 
so.  There  was  a  sort  of  glory  in  announciug  her 
intentions,  and  she  thought  Mr.  Chase,  in  spite  of 
her  dislike  to  him,  one  who  would  appreciate  the 
sacrifice. 

He  was  standing,  from  habit,  at  the  fire-place, 
when  she  entered  the  drawing-room,  and  after 
shaking  hands,  she  walked  to  the  window,  prefer- 
ring to  have  her  back  to  him,  when  she  communi- 
cated her  resolve. 
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"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  your  housekeeping  has  not 
been  altogether  successful,"  he  observed,  not  being 
an  adept  at  choosing  the  most  welcome  remarks  he 
could  make.  "  I  hope  it  will  not  be  found  neces- 
sary to  recal  your  brother." 

"  Papa  thought  it  would  last  night,"  she  replied, 
in  what  Dudley  would  have  called  her  "  stiltified  " 
manner  ;  "  but  I  have  resolved  that  it  shall  not  be 
done,  for  I  should  prefer  any  personal  sacrifice, 
rather  than  that  my  brother  should  be  forced  to 
take  such  a  step  down  the  ladder  of  life." 

**  I  don't  know  that  we  ought  to  call  it  '  down 
the  ladder,'  if  it  is  God's  will,"  observed  Mr. 
Chase,  thoughtfully  ;  "  yet  in  one  sense  perhaps  it 
is  so.  I  sometimes  think  that  a  step  down  the 
world's  ladder  may  in  reality  be  a  step  up  God's 
ladder — a  step  down  from  worldly  greatness,  a 
step  up  towards  spiritual  holiness." 

Frances  neither  entered  into,  nor  appreciated, 
the  remark,  and  only  wished,  mentally,  that  he 
would  keep  to  the  point  in  question,  and  not  run 
off  into  those  of  minor  interest  in  her  estimation. 
She  continued — 

"  I  have  made  up  my  mind  that  rather  than  let 
my  brother  be  obliged  to  do  this,  I  will  take  means 
to  make  it  unnecessary.  I  have  thought  of  seek- 
ing some  situation,  where  I  should  be  able  not 
only  to  support  myself  but  assist  him,  and  I  should 
like  to  have  your  opinion  upon  it." 

'*  I  think  it  would  be  a  very  good  plan,"  was  the 
reply,  without  praise  or  admiration,  or  even  a  com- 
ment upon  the  sacrifice. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,"  said  Frances, 
somewhat  nettled,  but  resolved  he  should  not  see 
it.  "  Perhaps  you  can  assist  me  in  finding  such  a 
situation,"  and  a  somewhat  bitter  emphasis  was  laid 
upon  the  last  word. 

"I  must  understand  first  what  sort  of  situation 
you  mean." 
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*'  As  a  governess,  of  course,  there  is  nothing  else." 

A  pause  ensued,  during  which  Mr.  Chase  seemed 
to  be  making  up  his  mind  to  something  uncom- 
fortable. Then  he  took  two  steps  towards  her, 
and  examined  a  book  that  lay  on  the  table,  to  pass 
off  his  dislike  to  what  he  was  going  to  say. 

*'  Tou  asked  me  my  opinion  as  a  Clergyman,  not 
as  a  friend,  and  as  a  Clergyman  I  must  give  it 
you." 

"  I  never  said  it  was  as  a  Clergyman,"  observed 
Trances,  coolly. 

*•  Well,  I  don't  know  that  it  makes  much  dif- 
ference, for  a  friend  would  be  supposed  to  give  you 
the  best  advice  in  his  power.  If  I  speak  plainly, 
forgive  me,  for  it  is  my  habit,  but  I  don't  think 
you  know  what  you  are  undertaking." 

"  I  have  considered  the  annoyances  and  humilia- 
tions," said  Trances,  somewhat  appeased,  "but  for 
my  brother's  sake  I  am  willing  to  endure  them 
all." 

"  They  will  be  trying,  no  doubt,  but  I  am  not 
speaking  of  these  things ;  they  may  be  very  salutary 
and  beneficial,  even  if  they  are  disagreeable,  but 
there  are  higher  considerations  than  these." 

Trances'  black,  gipsy-like  eyes  flashed  no  small 
resentment  at  this  deliberate  depreciation  of  her 
great  and  uncalled-for  sacrifice.  But,  with  her 
back  resolutely  towards  him,  she  awaited  what  he 
might  have  to  say. 

"  Tew  positions  are  more  full  of  serious  responsi- 
bility than  a  governess's,"  he  began.  "The  train- 
ing of  children,  instilling  into  their  mind  principles 
and  opinions  by  which  their  maturer  characters 
will  be  formed,  is  no  light  or  unimportant  task." 

"  Very  true,"  said  Trances,  drily. 

"  It  may  be  superfluous  to  remind  you  of  the 
old  proverb,  which  asserts  the  superiority  of  exam- 
ple over  precept ;  yet  it  can  scarcely  be  superfluous, 
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for  it  is  what  a  governess  should  always  bear  in 
mind,  or  her  teaching  will  be  valueless." 

Frances  was  silent,  not  feeling  certain  what 
might  be  coming  next. 

"  And  for  this  reason,  a  person  who  proposes 
filling  that  responsible  office,  should  consider  well 
whether  she  is  truly  fitted  for  it." 

His  obvious  meaning  began  to  dawn  upon  her, 
and  indignant  and  offended,  she  held  her  head 
more  rigidly  stiff  than  ever. 

"  Tou  asked  my  opinion,  Miss  Hesketh,  and  now 
I  will  give  it  you.  I  do  not  think  you  are  fitted 
for  such  a  task.  Self-control,  an  amiable,  forbear- 
ing temper,  true,  practical  religious  feelings,  are 
indispensable  qualifications  for  a  good  governess, 
and  in  these  I  think  you  are  wanting.'* 

What  a  downfall !  She,  who  had  been  con- 
sidering that  she  was  conferring  a  benefit  on  the 
community  of  governesses,  generally,  by  descending 
to  be  one  of  them — she,  who  had  been  inwardly  re- 
flecting what  a  privilege  it  would  be  to  any  family 
to  have  her  to  educate  the  children — to  be  told 
that  she  was  not  worthy  of  such  an  office — that 
neither  in  temper,  nor  self-control,  nor  religious 
feeling,  was  she  fitted  to  undertake  the  charge 
of  children.  "Was  it  possible  such  words  were  being 
addressed  to  her  ? 

"  I  fear  I  have  vexed  you,"  he  said,  approaching 
her,  "  but  I  have  no  right  to  keep  the  truth  back 
from  you.  When  you  asked  my  advice,  you  ren- 
dered me  in  a  measure  responsible  for  the  step  you 
proposed  taking.  Indeed,  it  is  not  one  you  are 
fitted  for.  I  will  be  plain  with  you,  for  the  truth 
will  out,  and  plain-spoken  words  are  less  painful  than 
plausible  ones.  Ask  yourself  plainly,  whether  you 
have  the  requisite  qualifications  for  a  governess." 

"What  you  consider. .  ."put  in  Trances,  haughtily. 

"Yes,   what   I   consider,"   he  replied,  humbly. 
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"but  I  speak  as  God's  minister,  and  I  do  not 
think  He  will  allow  me  to  advise  you  wrongly. 
Miss  Hesketh,  are  you  forbearing  and  humble- 
minded  in  your  own  home — watchful  over  your 
temper  and  impulses — charitable  and  forgiving — 
regular  at  Church,  carrying  your  religious  prin- 
ciples into  your  every-day  life — regulating  that  life 
by  the  test  of  God's  revealed  word  ?  If  you  can 
answer  '  Yes,'  to  these  questions,  or  even  say  that 
you  are  humbly  striving  to  gain  such  a  spirit,  I 
will  say  you  are  fitted  for  a  governess.*' 

Fain  would  Frances  have  made  an  angry  retort, 
but  it  was  too  true  for  argument,  and  a  better  feel- 
ing urged  her  to  be  silent. 

"I  am  faulty  myself,"  he  continued,  "  God  only 
knows  how  faulty,  and  believe  me  I  do  not  lose 
sight  of  this  when  I  endeavour  to  persuade  you  to 
look  into  your  own  heart.  I  do  not  think  that 
I  am  good,  and  you  are  otherwise,  for  I  know  that 
we  have  all  *  sinned  and  come  short  of  the  glory  of 
God  ;'  but  let  us  take  Cheist  for  our  example,  and 
strive  to  imitate  Him.  In  earnest  striving  after 
holiness  we  can  alone  find  safety ;  and.  Miss  Hes- 
keth, your  sister  is  striving,  and  I  am  striving, 
weakly  and  imperfectly  it  is  true,  yet  with  an 
earnest  desire  to  attain  to  His  image.  Will  you 
not  strive  with  us  ?  What  can  we  hope  for  on 
earth,  if  we  have  not  a  Home  hereafter  to  look  to  ? 
How  can  we  hope  for  that  Home  if  we  are  not 
walking  in  the  paths  of  His  Commandments  ?" 

Tears — the  result  of  that  internal  struggle  that 
was  going  on  within  her— the  struggle  between 
pride  and  humility,  love  and  scorn,  candour  and 
self-deception — sprang  to  her  eyes.  Should  she  be 
haughty  and  displeased,  or  should  she  yield  to  that 
gentler  spirit,  that  whispered,  "  Be  humble  ?" 

"  Listen  to  me,"  he  continued,  and  his  voice 
grew  less  harsh  and  abrupt,  under  the  influence  of 
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strong  feeling.  '*My  words  may  be  blunt,  and 
unwelcome,  but  God  knows  that  I  seek  only  your 
true  happiness.  Do  you  find  rest  or  pleasure  in 
your  present  life  ?  Are  not  your  employments 
wearisome,  your  duties  arduous  and  unsatisfactory, 
your  very  pleasures  dull,  and  incapable  of  giving 
you  any  real  enjoyment  ?  And  why  is  this  ?  Be- 
cause they  begin  and  end  with  this  world.  There 
is  nothing  satisfying  that  does  not  point  higher. 
You  will  never  find  happiness,  or  even  content- 
ment, until  you  are  living  with  this  great  end  in 
view.     Miss  Hesketh,  will  you  not  listen  to  me  ?" 

She  could  not  make  up  her  mind  to  turn  her  face 
towards  him,  lest  he  should  be  led  to  think  he  was 
making  an  impression  upon  her.  In  her  stiff", 
reserved  manner  she  observed — "  I  am  listening  to 
you,  but  I  scarcely  know  what  reason  you  can  have 
for  thinking  you  know  so  much  about  me.  If 
I  was  the  contemptible,  worldly-minded  person  you 
take  me  for,  your  words  would  be  justifiable,  but  I 
hope  I  am  not.  We  may  differ  upon  some  points, 
but  surely  it  is  possible  to  be  religious,  even  if  it  is 
not  shown  precisely  in  your  own  way." 

He  turned  to  the  window,  not  a  little  pained  and 
disheartened.  Could  any  one  be  more  hopelessly 
obstinate  and  impenetrable  ?  Yet  he  had  no 
right  to  despair.  Paul  might  plant,  ApoUos  water, 
but  God  alone  could  give  the  increase,  when,  and 
how,  He  saw  fit.  Overcoming  the  impulse  that 
would  have  urged  him  to  leave  her  to  her  perverse- 
ness,  he  addressed  her  again  even  more  earnestly 
than  before. 

"  You  are  steeling  yourself  against  me.  Miss 
Hesketh,  can  I  do  nothing  to  touch  and  soften 
you  ?  If  I  have  spoken  harshly,  forgive  me — if  I 
have  misjudged  you,  forgive  me  for  that  also.  "Why 
are  you  so  reserved  ?  Why  won't  you  talk  to  me 
as  a  friend,  as  your  sister  does  ?     If  I  saw  you 
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happy  with  those  around  you,  and  in  yourself,  I 
would  not  force  myself  upon  you  in  this  way.  But 
you  are  one  of  those  committed  to  my  care,  for 
whom  I  shall  have  to  render  an  account,  and  if 
I  see  you  going,  as  I  think,  astray,  I  must  brave 
the  consequences,  and  put  your  danger  before  you. 
Miss  Hesketh,  in  this  aspect  won't  you  receive  me, 
won't  you  soften  towards  me  ?" 

An  inclination  to  relent  stole  over  Frances ;  but 
pride  was  too  strong  to  permit  her  to  be  so  far 
won  over  by  his  words.  Yet  she  felt  softer,  less 
indignant,  less  determined  to  repel  him,  and  after 
a  short  consultation,  self-will  and  conscience  made 
a  compromise.  Holding  out  her  hand,  she  said 
abruptly, 

"  I  am  sure  you  mean  well.  I  will  think  about 
what  you  have  been  saying  ;"  and  withdrawing  her 
hand  from  his  hearty  grasp,  she  left  the  room, 
called  May  to  go  to  Mr.  Chase,  and  locked  herself 
into  her  own  chamber. 

A  week  of  quiet  monotony,  varied  only  by  the 
routine  of  each  day's  duties,  followed  that  conver- 
sation. 'No  more  was  said  about  the  governess ; 
Mabel  never  knew  what  Mr.  Chase's  opinion  had 
been,  or  whether  he  had  given  any,  and  it  never 
occurred  to  her  that  he  could  have  opposed  the 
step.  Both  she  and  Mr.  Hesketh  concluded  it  had 
been  a  sudden  resolve,  since  repented  of.  They 
were  both  inclined  to  feel  glad,  though  their  future 
seemed  more  dense  and  entangled  than  ever,  and 
Mr.  Hesketh  felt  it  right  to  communicate  with 
Dudley,  and  inform  him  of  their  difficulties,  and 
their  fear  that  it  would  be  necessary  for  him  to 
seek  some  employment  that  would  be  more  imme- 
diately lucrative. 

Dudley's  reply  was,  as  Mabel  expected,  resigned, 
but  sorrowful.  He  was  just  beginning  to  take  to 
the  business,  he  said,  and  was  getting  to  hope  that  he 
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should  soon  understand  and  really  like  it ;  but  he 
would  not  on  any  account  stay  there  at  the  expense 
of  those  at  home;  perhaps  it  was  better  that  he 
should  be  actually  working  for  his  livelihood,  and  as 
to  the  disappointment,  it  was  only  what  he  de- 
served for  the  years  he  had  wasted.  There  was  an 
honest,  affectionate  tone  in  the  letter,  and  more 
unselfishness  than  May  had  dared  to  hope  for, 
which  showed  that  the  six  months  of  discipline  he 
had  already  spent  in  town  had  not  been  without  a 
good  effect.  Would  it  be  the  same  in  another 
sphere  of  duty  ?  Yes,  she  humbly  hoped,  for  in  it 
she  saw  God's  Hand,  which  could  work  as  well 
for  a  railway- clerk,  as  a  merchant. 

Frances  looked  intensely  wretched  when  she 
heard  the  letter  read.  She  made  no  comment,  and 
went  to  her  room  almost  directly  afterwards.  She 
had  felt  miserably  unsettled  and  disappointed  ever 
since  her  interview  with  Mr.  Chase.  She  did  as 
she  had  promised,  and  thought  over  what  he  had 
said,  but  it  was  in  a  dreamy,  desultory  way,  and 
with  so  firm  a  conviction  that  he  had  wronged  and 
misjudged  her,  and  exaggerated  her  faults,  that  her 
reflections  were  not  likely  to  do  her  much  good. 
She  had  given  up  the  idea  of  the  governess,  for 
there  was  that  amount  of  conscientiousness  in  her 
character,  that  after  a  Clergyman  had  told  her  she 
was  unfitted  for  the  post,  she  would  not  have 
persisted  in  seeking  to  obtain  it.  Yet  she  was 
wretched — wretched  about  Dudley — dissatisfied 
with  herself — weary  of  her  present  life — disliking 
her  duties — and  wishing  herself  far  away  from 
Peverstone,  and  all  who  knew  anything  about  her. 
Perhaps,  if  she  could  begin  afresh,  she  might  be 
happier  and  better,  but  at  home,  with  so  many 
drawbacks,  so  many  sources  of  annoyance,  and  the 
unceasing  trials  of  reduced  circumstances,  ren- 
dering  gentleness   and   amiability   almost  impos- 
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sible,  she  never  could  mend.  And  Mr.  Chase 
had  cut  away  her  only  hope.  In  a  new  place,  with 
new  duties,  and  the  satisfaction  of  thinking  she 
was  working  for  her  brother,  she  might  have  been 
different,  but  now  there  was  no  chance  of  it. 

In  this  mood  she  tried  poor  May  even  more 
than  usual,  for  she  could  settle  to  nothing,  and 
was  alternately  melancholy  and  irritable.  She 
sighed  and  lamented  over  the  need  of  stricter 
economy,  sometimes  declaring  she  couldn't  believe 
it  was  really  necessary ;  there  must  be  money 
enough  for  all  ;  and  at  other  times  protesting  that 
ruin  was  staring  them  in  the  face,  and  not  all  their 
endeavours  would  keep  them  from  beggary  and 
starvation. 

Mabel  bore  it  as  quietly  as  she  was  able,  though 
constant  bemoanings  and  ill-humour  tried  her  not 
a  little,  especially  as  her  temper  was  scarcely  as 
even  and  placid  as  formerly.  At  length,  she 
offered  one  day  to  take  the  housekeeping  herself, 
wishing  to  relieve  Frances  of  the  constant  little 
fretting  annoyances,  and  thinking  she  should  be 
able  to  get  on  better  with  Judith,  than  her  sister 
did,  but  she  was  immediately  met  with,  "  Has  papa 
been  complaining  of  my  management  ?" 

"  No,  not  in  the  least ;  why  should  you  thijik 
so  ?" 

"  Well,  my  dear,  if  you  think  you  are  likely  to 
know  more  about  housekeeping  at  nineteen,  than  I 
do  at  two-and-twenty,  perhaps  you  had  better  take 
it  off  my  hands." 

Of  course  May  said  no  more,  and  a  week  elapsed, 
bringing  with  it  no  improvement ;  Frances  was  be- 
ginning to  get  restless  and  satirical,  more  discon- 
tented and  unamiable,  while  May  was  well-nigh 
worn  out  and  heart-sick,  when  a  letter  from  Mr. 
Chase  arrived  one  day,  directed  to  Miss  Hes- 
keth. 
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Frances  opened  it  tardily,  for  she  mentally  an- 
ticipated a  sermon,  and  felt  in  no  humour  for  one, 
but  the  note  from  Mr.  Chase  himself  was  but  a 
short  one,  while  a  longer  letter  in  Mina's  uncertain 
pencilling  accompanied  it.  Mr.  Chase  wTote  as 
follows : 

"  Mt  dear  Miss  Hesketh, 

"  I  daresay  you  have  thought  I  had  forgotten 
you,  but  I  have  done  no  such  thing.  As  I  damped 
the  scheme  you  mentioned  to  me  the  other  day,  I 
felt  bound  to  consider  some  other,  which  might 
take  its  place,  and  be  less  objectionable.  I  soon 
thought  of  one  which  seemed  to  promise  better, 
but  I  did  not  mention  it  to  you  until  I  had  obtained 
some  information  which  might  render  it  practicable. 
This  I  seem  now  to  have,  but  as  I  send  you  my 
sister's  letter,  which  contains  all  particulars,  and 
have  no  time  to  spare,  I  will  leave  you  to  read 
them  yourself,  and  will  call  this  afternoon  to  hear 
your  opinion.  One  piece  of  advice  let  me  give  you 
— do  not  decide  without  prayer ;  anything  under- 
taken in  your  own  strength  must  inevitably  fail. 
God  grant  that  you  may  accept  or  refuse  it  in  a 
right  spirit,  and  from  pure  motives. 

"  Tour  sincere  friend, 
"  John  Chase." 

Prances  laid  the  letter  down  before  Mabel,  and 
turned  to  Mina's  pencilled  note,  which  she  with 
difficulty  read. 

"  Mt  deae  John, 

"  As  soon  as  I  received  your  note  a  few 
days  since,  I  began  to  make  the  inquiries  you  de- 
sired, which  I  did  through  Miss  Clayton,  who  has 
many  friends,  and  minds  no  trouble  if  she  can  be 
doing  any  one  a  kindness.     Yesterday  I  heard  of  a 
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situation,  which  I  thought  might  suit  your  friend. 
Mrs.  Grant,  a  rich  widow  lady,  living  in  Bram- 
shaw,  has  just  lost  her  companion,  a  person  of 
about  thirty-five,  and  is  trying  to  meet  with  some 
one  to  take  her  place.  The  salary  is  a  good  one, 
and  the  requirements  sound  simple  enough.  She 
likes  being  read  to  a  great  deal,  and  her  companion 
has  to  regulate  the  house  and  housekeeping,  under 
her  supervision.  She  keeps  a  carriage,  and  Miss 
Hall,  the  former  companion,  used  to  ride  out  with 
her,  in  fact  seldom  left  her.  This  certainly  might 
be  irksome,  but  whether  it  was  from  choice,  or  ne- 
cessity, I  do  not  know.  You  need  not  have  apolo- 
gised for  keeping  back  the  name  of  your  friend,  for 
I  never  suspect  you  of  unnecessary  reserve.  I  am 
too  tired  to  write  more. 

*'  Believe  me,  my  dear  John, 

"  Your  affectionate  sister, 

"  MiNA." 

This  letter  was  also  given  to  Mabel  to  read,  and 
Frances  went  to  her  own  room.  She  resolved  to 
follow  Mr.  Chase's  advice,  and  pray  for  direction, 
but  her  mind  was  fully  made  up  before  she  left  the 
dining-room.  If  she  had  felt  annoyed  with  Mr. 
Chase  before,  her  displeasure  was  now  removed  by 
the  satisfaction  of  having  gained  her  point.  When 
she  reached  her  room,  she  knelt  down  and  prayed 
for  guidance.  Her  words  were  reverent,  and  her 
posture  the  same,  but  the  prayer  did  not  come  from 
her  heart ;  even  while  uttering  the  solemn  words, 
she  found  her  thoughts  wandering  to  Mrs.  Grant, 
and  her  probable  requirements  of  her  companion. 

She  did  not  remain  long  in  her  room,  for  she 
wanted  some  one  to  talk  to,  not  to  consult  with — 
one,  in  fact^  who  would  listen  to  her  feelings  and 
opinions,  without  proffering  advice.  Mabel  only 
was   to   be  had,  and   when  Frances  had  hurried 
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down  stairs  again,  she  dashed  into  the  drawing-room 
where  she  had  last  left  her  sister. 

Mabel  rose  with  a  sudden  movement  and  a 
heightened  colour,  as  she  entered  the  room,  and  a 
pang  of  self-reproach  darted  through  Frances' 
mind.  She  had  been  too  excited,  too  self-reliant 
to  pray  aught  but  a  formal,  heedless  prayer  for  her- 
self, but  the  gentle  sister,  whom  she  had  often  wil- 
fully pained  and  neglected,  had  been  praying  for 
her,  and  that  not  lightly  or  thoughtlessly,  as  the 
traces  of  tears  on  her  cheeks  bore  witness. 

Softened,  and  with  an  indescribable  feeling  of 
unworthiness,  Frances  returned  the  kiss  with 
which  she  was  received.  Unfortunately  her  better 
feelings  were  but  fleeting,  and  when  once  she  saw 
Mabel's  face  bright  again,  and  began  to  discuss  the 
letter,  she  forgot  everything  but  the  new  life  that 
lay  before  her,  the  benefit  to  Dudley,  and  her  old 
satisfaction  in  the  sacrifice  she  had  undertaken. 

"  It  promises  well.  May ;  after  all,  I  think  I  shall 
like  it  better  than  being  a  governess,  and  it  will  be 
less  thought  of  afterwards." 

"  What  will  papa  say  to  it  ?" 

"He  yielded  on  the  other  point,  so  we  may 
safely  expect  him  to  do  the  same  now.  There 
must  be  no  delay ;  you  see,  the  last  companion  has 
already  left.  If  all  were  satisfactorily  arranged, 
how  soon  could  I  be  ready  ?" 

Mabel  knew  well  that  her  sister  required  no  an- 
swer to  the  question,  as  she  consulted  no  one,  and 
never  took  an  opinion,  so  she  replied  by  another 
question. 

"  Shall  you  have  much  to  prepare  ?" 

*'  It  is  to  be  hoped  not,"  said  Frances,  with  a 
short,  bitter  laugh ;  "  we  are  in  difficulties  already, 
remember.  May.  Don't  trouble  yourself  about  it ; 
you  and  papa  will  have  enough  to  do  to  make  both 
ends  meet  as  it  is." 
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*'  Papa  and  I,"  repeated  Mabel,  sadly,  ''  how 
little  we  tliouglit  a  twelvemonth  ago  that  we  should 
have  dwindled  down  to  that !  If  you  are  happy, 
however,  it  will  go  a  long  way  towards  reconciling 
us  to  the  change." 

"Yes,  and  Dudley  will  be  prospering,  too,  I 
hope.  Aunt  Anne  seems  happy  in  Lancashire,  so 
I  suppose  things  might  be  worse." 

"  I  can  almost  always  comfort  myself  with  that 
thought,"  said  Mabel,  "  It  seems  now,  also,  as  if 
the  worst  were  past,  which  I  couldn't  feel  sure  of 
a  few  days  ago." 

"I  think  I  must  go  next  week,"  said  Erances, 
who  was  reading  the  letter  over  again.  "  You  see 
Mrs.  Grant  has  no  companion  now,  and  if  the  step 
is  decided  upon,  there  is  no  use  in  delay." 

"  You  will  be  very  near  Mina,"  said  Mabel,  put- 
ting her  arm  round  her  sister's  waist,  and  looking 
up  almost  entreatingly.  "  You  will  try  to  like  her, 
dear  Prances  ?  She  may  be  cold,  and  even  repel- 
ling at  first,  but  she  is  so  sincere,  so  earnest,  so 
true — promise,  that  for  my  sake,  at  first,  you  will 
try  to  like  her." 

Touched  by  the  winning  face  and  pleading  voice, 
Frances  gave  the  required  promise ;  not  that  she 
expected  ever  really  to  like  Mina,  but  she  had  no 
objection  to  try. 

"  I  believe  Mr.  Chase  to  be  sincere,"  she  said. 
'*  I  owe  this  to  him,  and  if  he  is  blunt  and  uncom- 
promising, every  one  has  their  failing.  I  shall 
never  get  on  with  him  as  you  do.  May,  but  I  dare- 
say we  shall  be  good  friends.  By  the  by,  he  is 
coming  this  afternoon.  I  shall  walk  into  Pever- 
stone  this  morning,  and  try  to  see  papa,  and  then  I 
shall  go  on  to  tell  Dora.  Don't  be  melancholy 
about  it,  May,  it  is  much  better  than  being  a  go- 


CHAPTEE  XIII. 

*'  In  the  hardest  human  heart 

One  little  well  appears, 
A  fountain  in  some  hidden  part, 

^hat  brims  with  gentle  tears. 
It  only  needs  the  master  touch 

Of  Love's  or  Pity's  hand. 
And  lo  !  the  rock  with  water  bursts 

And  gushes  o'er  the  land." 

MACKAY. 

Bettee  than  being  a  governess  it  might  be,  yet  it 
gave  Mr.  Hesketh  no  slight  pang,  when  the  letter 
was  placed  in  his  hand.  Although  good  sense 
made  him  remonstrate  with  Frances  upon  her 
pride,  he  was  not  wholly  free  from  it  himself,  and 
it  wounded  him  sorely  that  one  of  the  name  of 
Hesketh  should  be  forced  to  seek  a  maintenance 
as  a  companion.  He  made  no  objection  however, 
for  Frances  was  decided,  and  he  saw  that  it  was 
for  Dudley's  good ;  but  when  his  daughter  was 
gone,  he  returned  to  his  papers  with  a  heavy  sigh, 
and  the  ejaculation,  "  May  GrOD  give  us  strength  to 
bear  all  He  thinks  fit  to  send  upon  us.  We  can't 
sink  much  lower." 

Frances  had  no  time  for  thought.  She  hurried 
to  Dora,  found  her  engaged  with  Willy's  lessons, 
abruptly  communicated  the  intelligence,  and  then 
finding  her  bewildered  and  unable  to  understand 
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it,  and  having  no  patience  or  inclination  to  explain 
and  answer  questions,  she  hurried  off  again,  say- 
ing, "  May  will  tell  you  all  about  it — I  won't  in- 
terfere with  "Willy's  lessons,"  and  left  her  half  dis- 
posed to  give  way  to  tears,  and  totally  unfitted  for 
the  task  of  teaching.  She  was  learning  self-com- 
mand, however,  and  resisted  the  impulse  that 
tempted  her  to  send  the  little  boy  off  to  the  nur- 
sery ;  Willy  continued  his  spelling,  though  his 
mamma  allowed  many  mistakes  to  pass  unnoticed. 
When  he  had  finished,  and  looked  up  in  her  face, 
wondering  why  he  received  so  little  attention,  she 
took  him  on  the  sofa,  and  read  aloud  to  him  the 
little  story,  which  generally  finished  the  morning's 
work. 

Six  months  had  made  some  change  in  Dora. 
When  trouble  came,  she  seemed  to  rise  out  of  the 
weak,  inert  self  that  had  annoyed  Frances,  and  had 
distressed  May  so  much,  and  prepared  to  meet  it 
more  courageously  than  any  one  had  hoped.  In- 
stinct, and  a  kind  heart  taught  her,  that  a  cheerful 
face  would  be  William's  best  welcome  when  he 
came  home  from  a  hard  day's  work  ;  and  such  he 
always  found  awaiting  him.  She  felt,  too,  that  she 
must  not  be  an  idle  fine  lady  at  home,  while  he 
was  busy  from  morning  till  evening,  and,  aided  by 
May,  she  brought  about  a  reformation  in  her 
household.  One  nurse  was  made  to  do  instead  of 
two,  a  smart  housemaid  with  a  paysanne  cap  was 
dismissed,  and  May  was  asked  to  find  a  steady, 
quiet  girl  in  the  day-school,  to  take  her  place. 

The  more  she  did,  the  more  Dora  found  herself 
able  to  do  ;  and  although  she  was  still  visited  with 
returns  of  her  old  complaints, — low  spirits,  and  in- 
dolence, yet  they  came  less  frequently ;  and  she 
was  just  beginning  to  discover,  that  active  employ- 
ment, and  thought  and  work  for  others,  were  a 
more  certain  cure  for  them,  than  all  the  sal-vola- 
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tile,  camphor-julep,  and  lying  on  the  sofa,  in  which 
she  had  formerly  placed  such  faith.  Although  Dora 
and  her  husband  might  have  greater  cause  for 
anxiety,  and  far  fewer  comforts  than  at  Wood- 
bank,  it  is  certain  that  the  old  red  brick  house, 
with  its  dingy  walls  and  low  rooms,  had  already 
been  the  scene  of  truer  domestic  happiness  and 
unity,  than  they  had  ever  known  in  the  pleasant, 
comfortable  rooms  of  their  old  home. 

As  soon  as  Willy  had  run  off  to  the  nursery,  and 
Dora  found  herself  with  a  spare  hour  before  din- 
ner, she  put  on  her  bonnet,  and  started  to  hear 
from  Mabel  the  whole  business,  and  find  out  her 
opinion  upon  it. 

She  found  Mabel  in  good  spirits,  having  just 
had  a  conversation  with  Mr.  Chase,  in  which  he 
had  recommended  her  to  give  way  to  no  gloomy 
anticipations,  but  leave  the  future  in  GtOd's  Hands, 
and  feel  thankful,  for  the  present,  that  Dudley  was 
able  to  remain  with  Mr.  Colby,  and  that  they  were 
relieved  from  any  immediate  difficulties.  With 
his  sanction,  Mabel  was  only  too  glad  to  take  this 
view  of  the  case,  and  her  gratitude  to  Frances  was 
warm  and  touching,  giving  her  sister  the  truest 
happiness  she  had  yet  felt  in  the  arrangement. 

Dora's  feelings  took  their  colouring  from  May, 
and  not  being  bound  to  Frances  by  any  extraor- 
dinary acts  of  kindness,  or  feeling  for  her  the  sis- 
terly love  that  made  Mabel  dread  the  slights  she 
might  have  to  experience,  she  could  feel  entire 
satisfaction  at  the  plan.  Perhaps,  with  all  her 
kind  feelings,  she  could  not  crush  a  sensation  of 
relief  at  the  prospect  of  having  the  scrutinising, 
uncharitable  supervision,  which  Frances  exercised 
over  her,  withdrawn.  But  she  expressed  sincere 
admiration  at  the  unselfishness  of  the  arrangement ; 
and  felt  rather  guilty  when  she  thought  how  often 
she  had  fancied  Frances  wanting  on  this  point,  and 
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resolved  to  think  more  highly  of  her  for  the  fu- 
ture. 

"  So  your  mind  is  made  up,"  were  Mr.  Chase's 
first  words  to  Frances,  when  he  saw  her  alone. 

"  Yes,  and  thank  you  for  the  trouble  you  have 
taken,"  and  a  heartier  shake  of  the  hand  followed, 
than  had  ever  passed  between  them  before.  Mr. 
Chase's  face  was  grave,  however,  as  though  it  was 
a  more  serious  undertaking  than  Frances  imagined. 

"I  hope  you  have  thought  it  well  over,"  he  said, 
earnestly. 

*'  Yes,  I  have,  and  I  have  done  as  you  told  me," 
was  the  reply,  while  a  faint  colour  overspread  her 
face.  "  But  why  should  you  be  so  afraid  of  my 
undertaking  it  ?  The  first  moment  I  read  your 
sister's  letter,  I  saw  that  it  must  be,  and  it  seemed 
.  .  quite  providential — as  if  it  were  a  call." 

"  I  don't  feel  sure  that  it  is  safe  to  look  upon  it 
in  that  light,"  said  Mr.  Chase,  hesitatingly.  *'  That 
there  are  such  things  as  '  calls,'  and  special  inter- 
positions of  providence,  I  believe  from  my  heart, 
but  too  often  they  are  made  simply  a  pretext  for 
following  our  own  inclination.  A  man  receives  an 
ofier  that  he  particularly  wishes  to  accept,  and  he 
persuades  himself  that  it  is  a  '  call,'  and  that  it  is 
his  duty  to  accept  it ;  but,  too  often,  when  duty 
points  one  way,  and  inclination  another,  the  '  call ' 
is  unheeded,  or  not  recognised.  This  may  seem 
hard,  but  I  put  it  before  you  merely  to  urge  cau- 
tion. Yours  may,  or  may  not,  be  a  call,  but  as 
long  as  you  accept,  or  refuse  it,  in  a  right  spirit 
and  from  pure  motives,  you  have  no  need  to  inquire 
further.  Let  us  look  at  it  in  a  matter-of-fact  point 
of  view.  You  seek  for  a  situation,  and  finally  hear 
of  one,  which  seems  to  promise  well.  The  salary 
is  a  consideration  to  you,  and  probably  this  would 
be  sufficient  to  meet  your  wishes  ;  while  the  duties 
are   not  so   arduous,   but    that   with   health  and 
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strength,  and  a  good  object  in  view,  you  may  well 
undertake  them." 

"  Even  if  they  were,  I  wouldn't  let  that  influence 
me,"  said  Frances,  resolutely. 

Mr.  Chase  did  not  seem  to  hear  her,  for  drawing 
nearer  to  where  she  stood,  by  the  window,  he  con- 
tinued : 

'*  Now  this  is  all  we  have  to  consider  in  a  worldly 
point  of  view,  but  I  wish  you  to  see  that  it  is  not 
all  that  a  servant  of  God,  and  an  earnest-minded 
Christian,  should  consider.  We  are  all  born  with 
responsibilities — that  is,  we  are  all  born  with  cer- 
tain duties,  attendant  on  the  state  of  life  in  which 
GrOD  has  been  pleased  to  place  us,  which  v\e  are 
bound  by  our  Baptismal  promise,  faithfully  to  per- 
form, as  soon  as  we  are  of  an  age  to  comprehend 
them." 

"  Yes,"  said  Frances,  thoughtfully,  *'  of  course  I 
don't  doubt  that.  And  these  duties — by  them  you 
mean  leading  religious  lives — going  to  Church,  and 
so  on." 

"  Yes,  but  the  *  so  on '  you  dispose  of  so  sum- 
marily may  contain  more  than  you  think.  As  I 
said  before,  the  fact  of  your  being  born  in  a  cer- 
tain position  entails  upon  you  certain  duties.  God 
has  given  you  parents,  therefore  you  are  bound  to 
honour  and  obey  them — brothers  and  sisters,  there- 
fore you  are  bound  to  act  kindly  and  considerately 
by  them — He  has  placed  you  in  a  certain  home, 
therefore  you  have  duties  in  that  home — in  a  cer- 
tain parish,  therefore  you  have  duties  to  that  parish 
— He  has  blessed  you  with  certain  privileges,  there- 
fore He  expects  those  privileges  to  be  appreciated, 
and  made  to  bring  forth  good  fruit." 

"  Of  course,"  said  Frances,  who  had  been  rest- 
less during  this  speech ;  *'  but  it  seems  to  me  that 
these  are  but  a  catalogue  of  truisms  that  every  one 
must  know,  and  not  much  to  our  present  purpose." 


200  NOETHWODE   PEIORY. 

Mr.  Chase's  reply  was  severe  in  tone — "  Let 
those  call  them  *  truisms '  who  have  acted  upon 
them  through  life,  and  to  whom  they  are  the  mov- 
ing spring  to  every  thought,  word,  and  deed.  That 
they  are  to  the  purpose  I  shall  show  you  by  and 
by.  It  is  not  my  intention  now  to  ask  you  how 
you  have  fulfilled  the  duties  of  your  position,  or 
whether  you  have  appreciated  your  more  than  or- 
dinary privileges.  You  can,  if  you  like,  ask  your- 
self these  questions,  and  a  truthful  searching  for  an 
answer  would  do  you  more  good,  than  anything  I 
can  say ;  but  at  present  I  wish  you  to  see  the  dif- 
ference between  those  responsibilities  that  fall  to 
us  with  the  circumstances  of  our  birth,  and  those 
which  we  voluntarily  assume  in  after  years." 

Trances  made  no  reply,  and  the  half-contemptu- 
ous expression  of  her  face  was  chilling  to  Mr. 
Chase's  great  earnestness. 

"  You  make  me  seem  like  a  hard  teacher  instead 
of  a  true  friend,  as  I  wish  to  be,"  he  observed,  in  a 
pained  tone. 

"  You  are  apt  to  say  hard  things." 

"  Plafn  truths,  perhaps  ;  but  between  friends 
these  should  be  tolerated,  and  if  my  manner  is 
blunt  and  unpleasing,  you  must  make  allowance 
for  what  I  hourly  feel  to  be  one  of  the  chief  hin- 
drances in  my  ministry." 

Prances  was  a  little  touched ;  "  Well,  tell  me  all 
you  would  say,  and  I  will  try  not  to  feel  vexed." 

"  The  responsibilities  God  has  given  us,"  con- 
tinued Mr.  Chase,  "  we  are  bound  to  accept,  and 
act  up  to,  as  far  as  lies  in  our  power,  without  any 
doubts  or  scruples  concerning  them,  but  before  we 
assume  new  ones  we  should  consider  our  fitness 
for  them,  and  pray  for  grace  that  we  may  be  able 
to  see,  whether,  or  not,  we  ought  to  undertake 
them." 

"  Surely,"  said  Frances,  with  an  eflbrt  not  to 
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talk  in  a  dignified  manner,  "  our  first  duties  must 
be  to  the  members  of  our  own  family,  and  I  cannot 
do  wrong  in  acting  for  my  brother's  benefit." 

"No,"  said  Mr.  Chase,  "our  first  duties  are  to 
God,  and  if  we  cannot  fulfil  our  part  in  the  pro- 
posed situation,  no  family  affection  should  induce 
us  to  enter  upon  it." 

"  A  companion  to  an  old  lady  can't  have  such  a 
very  responsible  position,  I  should  think." 

"  Perhaps  there  are  hardly  any  situations  so  full 
of  trial  and  humiliation,"  replied  Mr.  Chase. 
**  There  are  exceptions,  of  course,  but  you  can 
scarcely  reckon  on  being  fortunate  enough  to  meet 
with  one  of  these.  A  companion,  as  the  phrase  is, 
ought  to  be  a  person  either  of  great  amiability,  or 
marvellous  self-control,  for  she  will  find  her  temper 
tried  every  hour  of  the  day.  She  must  have  for- 
bearance with  the  infirmities  of  age,  a  humble 
opinion  of  herself,  and  a  mind  that  can  raise  the 
tone  of  the  person  with  whom  she  lives." 

"  Oh!  I  think  that  is  too  much  to  expect,"  ex- 
claimed Trances. 

'*  It  is  a  great  deal  more  than  is  generally 
thought  of,  certainly ;  but  it  is  very  sad  for  both 
parties,  if  the  companion  is  wanting  in  any  of  these 
qualities." 

"  I  shall  never  raise  the  tone  of  any  one's  mind," 
said  Frances,  after  a  pause,  with  an  eflbrt. 

"  I  don't  feel  sure  of  that,"  said  Mr.  Chase,  with 
an  expression  on  his  face,  that,  for  him,  was  almost 
winning.  "  It  is  very  true  that  you  have  got  to 
raise  your  own  first,  but  when  that  is  done,  you 
may  hope  to  do  the  same  by  others." 

"  I  might  as  well  give  up  the  situation  then," 
said  Prances,  petulantly. 

"  That  we  must  consider.  Unless  you  can  feel 
tolerably  certain  of  being  patient  and  forbearing, 
I  think  you  ought  to  give  it  up.     At  present,  for- 
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give  me  if  I  say  that  you  are  trusting  too  mucb  in 
your  own  strength,  and  while  I  see  this,  I  can't 
feel  sanguine." 

"I  told  you  that  I  had  prayed  for  direction," 
said  Frances,  somewhat  reproachfully. 

Mr.  Chase  hesitated,  and  at  length  said  with  a 
sigh,  "  I  hope  I  may  be  mistaken ;  of  course  you 
know  yourself  far  better  than  I  can  know  you; 
but  by  prayer  I  do  not  mean  a  form  of  words,  but 
a  full  reliance  on  God,  and  a  perfect  trusting  in 
His  strength  instead  of  your  own." 

There  was  a  long  pause,  during  which  Frances 
seemed  struggling  against  contending  feelings,  and 
Mr.  Chase  looked  sad,  and  sorely  puzzled. 

"I  fear  we  must  send  an  answer  to-day,"  he 
said,  at  length.  "  My  time  is  not  altogether  my 
own,  and  I  am  afraid  I  can't  help  you  any  further. 
Think  seriously  before  you  decide,  and  then  write 
either  to  Mina,  or  Mrs.  Grant.  I  wish  I  could 
have  given  you  better  advice ;  I  feel  that  it  has 
been  very  imperfect.  Good-bye,  and  God  bless 
you." 

But  before  he  had  reached  the  door,  a  low  voice 
said,  '*Mr.  Chase,"  and  turning  round  he  found 
Frances  had  followed  him. 

'*  Please  decide  for  me,"  she  said,  humbly.  "  I 
feel  so  confused — so  uncertain  about  everything — 
my  motives,  and  my  qualifications.  For  ^Dudley's 
sake  I  would  bear  the  annoyances,  but  I  don't 
know  whether  I  am  fit — if  any  one  will  only  direct 
me!" 

"  It  is  a  case  in  which  no  one  can  direct  you  but 
yourself,"  said  Mr.  Chase,  holding  her  hand  kindly. 
"  If  I  could  see  you  like  this  always,  I  should  say 
*  Go,  and  God  speed  you;'  but  I  will  tell  you 
what  I  will  do.  I  will  write  by  this  post,  and  re- 
quest Mina  to  communicate  directly  with  Mrs. 
Grant,  and   find  out  what  she  requires.     Before 
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the  answer  comes,  you  will  have  had  time  to  make 
up  your  mind.  Talk  to  your  sister ;  she  will  be 
able  to  help  you.'* 

She  thanked  him,  and  stood  undecided  for  a 
moment,  as  if  meditating.  Then,  when  he  moved, 
feeling  he  had  no  time  to  waste,  the  words  came 
out  suddenly,  and  with  a  rough,  ungracious  air — 
**  I  seem  very  ungrateful,  but  I  am  not  so.  Thank 
you  for  having  such  patience  with  me." 

The  expression  of  his  face  changed  in  a  moment, 
and  he  said,  "  Well,  we  are  friends  from  hence- 
forth. Now  that  we  understand  each  other,  we 
shall  get  on  better.  We  have  both  a  good  deal  to 
put  up  with  in  the  way  of  manner,  so  we  ought  to 
be  able  to  make  allowance  for  one  another." 

"  But  I  don't  think  I  quite  understand  all  you 
said." 

"  And  unfortunately  I  have  no  time  now  to  ex- 
plain ;  but  think  it  seriously  over,  and  pray  for 
direction — this  will  do  you  more  good  than  any- 
thing I  can  say;  and  meanwhile  I  will  write  to 
Mina." 


CHAPTEE  Xiy. 

*'  My  heart  is  set  to  do  Thy  will, 
But  all  my  deeds  are  faulty  still ; 
My  best  attempts  are  nothing  worth, 
But  foil'd  with  cleaving  taint  of  earth,*' 

Lyra  Germanica  (Anton  Ulrich.) 

Me.  Chase's  earnestness,  united  with  the  con- 
sciousness of  the  unsatisfactory  life  she  had  been 
leading,  were,  by  God's  blessing,  at  length  working 
a  change  in  JFrances  Hesketh.  The  alteration  in 
their  circumstances  had  helped  to  bring  this  about, 
for  pride  seemed  far  more  absurd  in  Mr.  Brown- 
low's  cottage,  than  it  had  done  at  Northwode 
Priory ;  and  in  a  small  house  and  small  family,  one 
person's  ill-humour  created  a  great  deal  more  dis- 
comfort, than  it  had  done  before,  when  they  formed 
a  large  and  cheerful  household. 

But  it  was  only  a  partial  and  imperfect  change 
as  yet.  Mr.  Chase  told  her  that  there  was  pride, 
self-satisfaction,  and  temper  in  her  character,  that 
it  would  take  years  to  root  out ;  and  he  rightly 
thought  it  a  great  proof  of  improvement,  that  the 
remark  was  received  in  silence,  with  only  a  com- 
pression of  the  lips,  and  a  little  uplifting  of  the 
head.  There  seemed  now  some  hope  that  her  new 
duties  would  be  undertaken  in  a  right  spirit,  for 
several  conversations  with  Mr.  Chase  had  effectually 
cured  her  of  the  belief;  that  she  was  going  to  be  a 
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martyr  to  her  sisterly  affection.  She  could  there- 
fore enjoy  Dudley's  letter  of  warm,  almost  over- 
powering gratitude,  with  a  more  pure  satisfaction, 
and  greater  safety,  than  she  would  have  done  a 
short  time  before. 

Mina's  letter  was  satisfactory  on  some  points, 
but  not  on  all.  Miss  Clayton  had  had  an  inter- 
view with  Mrs.  Grant,  whom  she  found  willing  to 
give  a  handsome  salary  to  her  companion,  and  very 
anxious  to  meet  with  one  immediately.  She  lived 
in  a  comfortable  house,  standing  in  a  lawn  and 
pleasure-ground,  kept  a  handsome  carriage  and 
horses,  and  drove  out  every  day.  But,  as  Frances 
observed,  the  agreeables  were  placed  first  that  they 
might  atone  for  the  disagreeables  that  followed. 
Mrs.  Grrant  was  deaf,  and  very  fond  of  being  read 
to ;  she  disliked  having  servants  about  her,  but 
could  not  bear  being  alone,  and  she  expected  a 
"  companion' '  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the  word.  The 
expression  of  her  face  was  unpleasing — querulous 
and  exacting.  Miss  Clayton  feared,  and,  like  many 
other  old  ladies,  she  had  peculiar  crotchets  and 
fancies,  in  which  she  did  not  like  to  be  crossed. 

Frances  half-laughed,  half-sighed,  as  she  read  the 
letter,  but  having  made  up  her  mind,  she  thought 
a  few  drawbacks  ought  not  to  deter  her  from  enter- 
ing on  what  she  had,  from  the  first,  thought  the 
path  of  duty ;  and  Mr.  Chase,  believing  it  for  her 
real,  lasting  good  that  she  should  now  meet  with 
trials  and  annoyances,  applauded  her  resolution. 

Having  once  decided  to  accept  the  situation,  she 
would  he'ar  of  no  delay,  insisted  upon  having  no 
preparations  made,  and  was  even  courteously  grate- 
ful when  Mr.  Chase  offered  to  escort  her  to  Bram- 
shaw.  He  was  glad  of  an  excuse  for  seeing  Mina, 
whose  health  was  gradually  failing,  and  he  knew 
also  that  it  would  be  inconvenient  to  Mr.  Hesketh 
to  leave  the  office  for  two  days.    May  had  never 
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SO  fully  appreciated  his  kindness  as  now,  when  she 
saw  her  sister  being  brought  back  to  the  Frances 
that  had  watched  over  her  so  affectionately  at  the 
time  of  the  fever.  There  was  much  real  comfort 
mixed  with  the  sadness  that  hung  over  the  last  few 
days  before  her  departure. 

The  last  evening  was  spent  in  the  tiny  garden, 
which,  limited  as  it  was,  and  painfully  different 
from  the  lawn  at  the  Priory,  was  yet  becoming 
a  source  of  great  interest  to  May,  and  a  pleasure 
to  her  father. 

It  was  all  laid  down  in  grass,  except  where  the 
gravel  path  led  from  the  entrance  gate  to  the  front 
door,  and  there  were  three  flower  beds  tastefully 
filled  with  bright  flowers,  which  Frances  called  May's 
children.  The  one  immediately  beneath  the  draw- 
ing-room window  was  in  the  shape  of  what,  on 
Indian  shawls,  is  called  a  "pine."  Scarlet  gera- 
niums and  mignionette  reigned  here  supreme,  and 
when  the  window  was  open,  filled  the  little  draw- 
ing-room with  their  delicious  scent.  The  other 
two  beds  contained  carnations,  verbenas,  and  calceo- 
larias, for  May's  garden  had  been  well  supplied 
by  her  friends  the  Graingers,  and  also  from  the 
Vicarage,  owing  to  a  suggestion  dropped  by  Mr. 
Chase  to  Mrs.  Erie.  No  one  now  passed  by  the 
once  despised  little  cabbage-garden,  without  stop-- 
ping  to  admire  May's  flowers ;  and  the  unsightly 
front  of  the  house,  with  its  bare  windows  and  small 
green  door,  seemed  less  conspicuous  now  that  a 
bright  garden  lay  between  it  and  the  observer. 

"  What  a  year  it  has  been !"  observed  Frances, 
as,  with  her  arm  round  May,  they  walked  up  and 
down  on  the  smooth  turf.  "  "We  shall  never  pass 
such  an  eventful  one  again." 

"I  hope  not,"  said  May,  from  her  heart.  "I 
have  heard  people  say  they  would  live  their  lives 
over  again,  but  I  fancy  I  would  rather  spend  the 
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rest  of  my  life  in  a  workhouse,  thaa  go  through  the 
last  six  months  again." 

"  If  one  could  only  see  into  the  future,"  sighed 
Prances.  "How  could  one  bear  to  pass  many 
years  in  this  state,  May  ?  Will  the  Priory  never 
be  ours  again  ?  Shall  we  drawl  -out  long,  weary 
lives  in  poverty  and  anxiety,  and  never  again  know 
what  it  is  to  feel  light-hearted  ?" 

'*I  never  think  about  it,"  said  Mabel,  quickly. 
"  It  does  no  good,  and  we  know  that  joy  will  come 
as  soon  as  sorrow  has  done  its  work.  At  all  events 
we  can  look  forward  now  to  an  end  to  anxiety, 
for  papa  and  William  are  making  way,  slowly  and 
surely,  and  Dudley  is  full  of  good  intentions." 

"  This  brings  comfort  but  not  happiness ;  I  sup- 
pose I  mustn't  look  for  that  yet." 

"Not  yet,  perhaps,  but  by  and  by — I  made  a 
plan,  while  I  was  lying  awake  the  other  night,  and 
I  thought  if  it  ever  came  to  pass,  we  might  be 
quietly  happy." 

"Tell  me  the  plan." 

"  It  was  for  twenty  years  hence.  I  thought 
Dudley  would  be  married,  and  you  too,  perhaps, 
and  papa  and  William  would  have  worked  hard  for 
many  years,  and  papa  long  before  that  have  left 
the  business.  I  thought  William  and  Dora  would 
be  very  happy  with  their  children  grown  up,  wiser 
and  better  by  their  father's  experience;  and  papa 
and  I  would  live  in  that  quiet  little  house  near  the 
Church,  where  I  should  have  a  nice  garden  to  take 
care  of,  and  where  we  could  always  go  to  the  Daily 
Service,  and  be  very  near  mamma's  grave.  Then 
we  should  have  plenty  of  room  for  you  and  Pudley 
when  you  came  to  stay  with  us,  and  there  would  be 
Willy  and  Archie  paying  us  daily  visits — I  think  it 
might  be  happy." 

"  And  you  to  be  the  single  one — how  unlikely !" 

"  No — not   unlikely   at   all,   but   quite   certain. 
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Don't  speak  of  it,  please.  I  should  never  be  worth 
any  one's  havmg.  I  mean  to  marry  myself  to  papa, 
and  be  his  comfort  when  he  is  old  and  infirm. 
It  is  the  best  life  of  all  for  me,  and  then  there 
would  be  no  fear  of  my  loving  any  one  too  much. 
It  would  pass  very  quickly  after  the  first  twenty 
years,  though  it  seems  a  long  time  to  look  forward 
to  now." 

*' Ah  !  then  you  wish  it  to  pass  quickly." 

May  coloured ;  '*  Tes,  because  I  am  not  good 
enough  yet  to  feel  that  duty  would  be  happiness. 
It  would  be  different  by  and  by — I  should  get  to 
care  less  about  the  world." 

"  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  feel  that." 

"  I  wonder  why  we  care  so  much  for  it,  when  it 
brings  us  so  little  happiness." 

"  I  don't  suppose  we  shall  when  we  grow  old. 
I  have  thought  lately,  May,  that  when  I  am  an  old 
woman  of  seventy,  or  so,  I  should  like  to  have  done 
with  the  world,  and  spend  the  last  few  years  of  my 
life  in  reading  and  going  to  Church,  and  thinking 
of  death.  It  would  be  so  much  easier  when  one's 
interest  in  life  had  died  away,  and  one  had  no  joys 
or  sorrows  left  in  earthly  concerns,  and  nothing  to 
distract  one's  thoughts  from  the  next  world." 

"  I  have  thought  that  too,  but  it  seems  to  me 
that  a  devotion  of  that  sort  would  never  be  re- 
warded like  the  devotion  of  one's  earlier  years. 
There  would  be  so  little  to  give  up.  One  would 
have  spent  the  best  years  of  one's  life  in  pleasure 
and  worldliness,  and  have  only  turned  to  God  when 
everything  else  had  failed.  I  don't  think  it  would 
receive  a  very  high  reward." 

"  Perhaps  not" — and  Frances  sighed,  for  often 
when  conscience  had  reproached  her  for  careless- 
ness on  religious  matters,  she  had  quieted  it  with 
the  reflection  that  years  hence,  when  she  had  less 
to  distract  her  mind  and  occupy  her  thoughts,  she 
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would  devote  herself  entirely  to  God's  service,  and 
preparation  for  another  world. 

"Besides,"  said  May,  ''if  we  deferred  religion 
until  we  were  old,  what  would  become  of  us  if  we 
died  young?" 

"  I  have  thought  of  that  several  times ;  yet, 
May,  it  is  so  hard  when  one  is  young,  when  life  has 
so  many  interests." 

"  So  it  is,  but  I  think  it  would  be  harder  if  we 
left  it  t'ill  we  were  old.  Think  how  worldly-minded 
seventy  years  in  the  world  would  have  made  one,  if 
religion  had  not  been  ever  present,  keeping  higher 
things  in  view." 

"  I  suppose  they  would,  but  it  wouldn't  be  pos- 
sible to  give  up  the  world  entirely,  while  we  were 
living  our  present  life." 

"  As  much  as  is  right,  must  be  possible.  By 
giving  up  the  world  is  meant,  not,  I  think,  living 
out  of  it,  but  trying  to  be  holy  in  it ;  renouncing 
the  pomps  and  vanities,  and  always  keeping  the  next 
world  in  view.     This  doesn't  seem  impossible." 

"No,  but  it  isn't  clearly  defined  enough.  I 
want  rules,  I  can't  judge  for  myself  what  I  ought, 
or  ought  not,  to  do.  I  have  always  thought  I  was 
leading  a  Christian  life,  although  it  seemed  an  un- 
profitable one  sometimes,  but,  from  what  Mr.  Chase 
says,  I  begin  to  think  I  might  as  well  have  been  a 
heathen  at  once — better  perhaps,  because  then  I 
couldn't  have  helped  myself." 

"  I  don't  imagine  Mr.  Chase  thinks  that,"  said 
May.  "  Tou  won't  be  vexed  with  me,  dearest 
Frances,  if  I  tell  you  that  he  said  to  me  yesterday 
how  thankful  he  was  to  have  been  allowed  to  open 
your  eyes  to  it  all.  It  gave  him  more  real  satis- 
faction, than  anything  else  throughout  his  ministry. 
But  he  told  me,  that  for  more  than  nine  months  he 
had  prayed  that  it  might  be  so.  How  little  I 
thought  he  felt  about  us  so  much ;  from  the  time 

II.  p 
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of  Mina's  visit  lie  has  prayed  for  us  all  every  day. 
He  said  it  was  the  only  way  he  could  repay  us." 

"  You  always  understood  him  better  than  I  did. 
I  am  sorry  I  used  to  misjudge  him.  But,  May,  I 
want  some  rules — something  definite  to  go  by. 
Don't  you  know  any,  can't  you  help  me  ?" 

"  Not  any  rules,  exactly ;  some  thoughts  and 
ideas,  perhaps.  It  seems  to  me  to  be  better 
not  to  think  much  about  its  being  so  hard  to  be 
good ;  it  only  discourages  and  disheartens  one : 
and  it  is  better  to  try  from  day  to  day  without 
dwelling  much  on  the  future.  One  good  little  rule 
is  to  think  carefully  at  night  over  all  the  particular 
faults  of  the  day,  and  try  to  watch  especially 
against  those  the  next  day.  I  fancy  I  remember 
better,  when  I  write  them  down  on  a  little  bit  of 
paper,  and  carry  it  in  my  pocket.  You  will  laugh 
at  such  a  plan,  Frances." 

But  there  was  no  appearance  of  a  smile  on  her 
sister's  face,  so  she  went  on. 

"  Mr.  Chase  said  to  me  once,  that  life  ought  to 
be  a  state  of  constant  submission  to  God's  will,  so 
that  I  don't  think  we  have  any  right  to  fret  under 
trials,  or  even  feel  anxious  and  unhappy  about 
the  future.  If  we  really  made  life  this,  I  suppose 
we  should  have  no  very  great  sorrows,  only  a  life  of 
patient  watching,  and  preparing  for  happiness 
hereafter." 

"  A  very  unnatural  kind  of  life  though." 

"  Yes,  unnatural,  because  I  expect  we  are  not 
good  enough  for  it.  I  often  wonder  too,  Frances, 
why  we  distress  ourselves  so  much  about  things. 
Sometimes  I  am  inclined  to  think  it  would  be  bet- 
ter if  we  did  not  worry  ourselves  about  money  at 
all,  except  by  being  careful  and  prudent ;  if  we 
set  ourselves  only  to  strive  for  goodness,  trusting 
that  as  much  would  come,  as  was  needful,  we 
should  be  happier  and  better,  I  am  sure." 
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"  Then  where  is  the  use  of  my  taking  this 
situation  ?" 

"  I  don't  mean  that,  exactly  ;  of  course  we  must 
work,  but  work  without  fear  for  the  future.  Per- 
haps you  would  understand  better  by  that  verse — 
'  Casting  all  your  care  upon  Him,  for  He  careth  for 
you.'  You  know  we  are  told  to  take  no  thought 
for  our  raiment,  or  for  what  we  shall  eat  and  drink, 
but  to  seek  first  '  the  kingdom  of  God,  and  His 
righteousness.'  " 

Trances  made  no  answer ;  she  had  followed  Mabel 
attentively,  but  she  felt  a  false  shame  at  the  idea  of 
being  taught  on  such  matters  by  a  younger  sister, 
and  the  sight  of  Mr.  Hesketh,  who  had  come  to 
take  a  turn  with  his  children  in  the  garden,  enabled 
her  to  change  the  conversation  quietly. 

Mr.  Chase  came  to  breakfast  the  next  morning. 
He  found  a  quiet  party  ;  Frances  busy,  and  rather 
stern  and  brusque,  because  she  was  feeling  more 
than  she  chose  to  show ;  Mr.  Hesketh  silent  and 
depressed;  and  May,  resolved  on  being  cheerful 
and  keeping  up  the  spirits  of  the  party,  although 
she  could  eat  nothing,  and  more  than  once  hurried 
out  of  the  room  to  hide  the  tears  that  would  not 
be  kept  back. 

The  fly  drove  to  the  door,  and  Frances  would 
have  no  lingering  farewells.  She  was  folded  in  her 
father's  arms  for  one  moment,  received  his  blessing, 
then  clasping  May  with  a  warm  "  good-bye,  dar- 
ling," hastened  off,  drawing  down  her  veil  that  no 
one  might  see  the  tears  beneath. 

Mabel  returned  to  the  house  with  a  lonely  sen- 
sation, the  sound  of  departing  wheels  still  in  her 
ears.  The  sight  of  a  green  plaid  shawl  which 
Frances  had  decided  upon  not  taking,  and  which 
seemed  vividly  to  recal  her  for  a  moment,  hanging 
over  the  back  of  the  chair  in  the  dining-room,  almost 
overset  her  control,  but  fortunately  Mr.  Hesketh 
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was  just  preparing  to  start  for  the  office,  and  her 
thoughts  were  called  off  from  herself. 

"  My  poor  child !  It  will  be  a  lonely  day  for 
you,"  said  her  father,  as  he  kissed  her  at  leaving. 

"  Oh  !  no,  I  have  so  much  to  do — so  many  new 
arrangements  to  make,"  said  Mabel  cheerfully, 
*'  don't  be  sorry  for  me.  Economy  must  begin  in 
earnest  now,  papa." 

"  Yes,  I  have  been  thinking  so.  Don't  consider 
me,  May ;  I  am  prepared  for  any  sacrifices.  The 
thought  that  we  are  in  debt  hangs  round  my  neck 
like  a  leaden  chain,  I  trust  it  all  to  you,  and  I 
shan't  interfere,  for  I  know  you  to  be  the  best  little 
manager  in  the  world." 

Poor  Mr.  Hesketh  !  happily,  wisdom  and  inclina- 
tion, for  once,  went  hand  in  hand ;  but  his  habit  of 
shifting  responsibility  from  his  own  shoulders  to 
those  of  the  person  nearest  at  hand,  had  brought 
him  into  more  difficulties  through  life  than  he  was 
well  aware  of. 

Mabel,  once  more  the  old,  busy,  active,  unselfish 
Mabel  of  former  days,  set  about  her  reformation  at 
once.  As  soon  as  her  father  was  fairly  gone, 
Judith  was  summoned  to  a  consultation  in  the 
dining-room.  As  a  preliminary  step,  the  new 
money  difficulties  were  unfolded  to  her,  that  she 
might  see  that  rigid  care  and  self-denial  was  abso- 
lutely necessary,  and  not  self-imposed. 

"  A  bad  state  of  affkirs,"  said  Judith,  when  she 
had  heard  all.  "  No  more  than  I  expected,  though, 
with  such  management  as  we  have  had  the  last  six 
months.  You  and  I,  Miss  May,  know  a  little  more 
about  it,  I  hope,  and  for  certain  the  bills  must  be 
paid  some  how  or  other." 

"  And  now  let  us  think  how." 

"  Well,  Miss,  you  see  'twould  be  hard  to  turn 
Eachel  out  of  the  house  after  six  months'  service, 
so  well  as  the  child's  behaved,  too ;  but  with  only 
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you  and  my  master,  I  could  have  done  everything 
myself  so  far  as  the  work  goes.  And  though 
Baehel's  but  a  girl,  it's  my  opinion  that  girls  cost 
as  much  as  grown  servants  in  a  household,  except  it 
may  be  their  wages." 

Mabel  looked  thoughtful.  "  "We  certainly  mustn't 
turn  E,achel  out  of  a  place,  for  it  is  such  a  pity  for 
girls  to  change  situations  too  often.  Still,  Judith, 
Mrs.  William  Hesketh  wants  a  girl  to  help  in  the 
housework,  and  if  you  thought  it  would  be  no 
injury  toEachel  she  could  go  to  Dora  for  a  twelve- 
month, and  come  back  to  us  again  afterwards.  It 
wouldn't  be  like  changing  places,  would  it  ?" 

"  No,  Miss,  I  don't  see  nothing  against  it,  and 
Mrs.  "William  would  be  a  good  mistress.  She 
looks  after  her  servants  more  now  than  she  used  to 
do  ;  and  Eachel  has  picked  up  a  bit  of  household 
work  since  she's  been  here." 

"  I  would  only  let  Dora  have  her  on  the  under- 
standihg  that  she  should  return  by  and  by.  It 
wouldn't  be  fair  to  cast  her  off  altogether.  Per- 
haps, Judith,  you  would  mention  it  to  her — and 
yet,  no,  I  had  better  speak  to  her  mother  first. 
Are  you  sure  the  work  wouldn't  be  too  much  for 
you?" 

"  Quite  sure,  Miss,  it  isn't  as  if  you  gave  much 
trouble,  and  Mr.  Hesketh  is  away  all  day." 

"  I  don't  know  what  we  should  do  without  you," 
said  May,  from  her  heart. 

The  afternoon  was  spent  in  visiting  Rachel's 
parents,  and  gaining  their  full  consent  to  her  plan, 
and  then  in  proposing  it  to  Dora,  who  was  very 
glad  to  get  the  staid,  quiet  little  girl  into  her  house, 
and  to  be  relieved  from  the  fatigue  of  instructing 
one  who  knew  nothing  about  work,  as  she  had  ex- 
'pected  to  be  obliged  to  do. 

"  Remember  it  is  only  for  a  twelvemonth,  Dora," 
observed  Mabel. 
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"  I  shall  be  quite  ready  to  part  with  her  when  you 
want  her.  Even  on  these  terms  it  is  a  great 
relief  to  me,  for  in  a  twelvemonth's  time  I  may  be 
stronger  and  more  experienced,  and  in  the  mean- 
time I  must  make  inquiries  about  steady  girls." 

"  Eachel's  sister  Susan  will  be  fifteen  in  another 
year  ;  she  is  a  good  girl,  brighter  than  Kachel,  but 
not  quite  so  sober.  She  might  do  for  you ;  but 
there  is  time  enough  to  consider  that." 

Dora's  drawing-room  was  a  square  room,  large 
enough  for  comfort,  looking  out  on  the  street.  It 
had  not  the  recherche  appearance  of  her  Woodbank 
drawing-room,  but  was  pleasant,  nevertheless,  and 
not  too  smart  and  *'  set  out"  for  general  use.  It 
was  better  for  her,  in  some  respects,  than  the  room 
she  had  left,  for  with  the  sofa  drawn  to  the  window, 
she  could  sit  at  work  and  amuse  herself  with  watch- 
ing all  that  went  on  in  the  principal  street  of  Pever- 
stone,  for  Dora  was  not  above  feeling  interested  in 
her  friends  and  neighbours,  although  Francies  and 
Mabel  laughed  at  her  for  finding  amusement  in 
such  a  way.  It  served  to  call  her  thoughts  from 
herself,  however,  and  towards  six  o'clock  she  always 
sat  there,  with  "Willy  on  her  knee,  watching  for 
"  papa's"  return. 

"  Where  are  the  children  ?"  asked  May. 

"They  are  gone  to  play  in  the  Priory  garden. 
Miss  Collingwood  came  here  about  half  an  hour 
ago  to  fetch  them ;  she  said  the  sun  was  so  hot 
that  perhaps  I  should  like  better  for  them  to  be 
playing  under  the  trees,  than  taking  a  walk  beneath 
such  a  sun." 

"  How  kind  they  are  !"  exclaimed  Mabel,  trying 
to  think  of  their  kindness  rather  than  her  dear 
Priory  garden. 

"  Mrs.  Collingwood  paid  me  a  long  visit  yester- 
day, and  talked  so  feelingly  about  all  you  must 
have  gone  through.     She  tells  me  Mr.   Collier  is 
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very  little  at  Monckton  Court.  Such  an  uncom- 
fortable feeling  has  been  roused  up  in  Peverstone 
towards  him  by  his  behaviour  to  us,  that  he  mixes 
very  little  with  the  people.  Indeed,  he  is  inti- 
mate with  no  one  but  the  Lushingtons." 

"  His  business  is  too  good  for  Mr.  Lushington 
to  quarrel  with  him." 

'*  That  is  a  charitable  way  of  looking  at  it.  I  am 
afraid  it  would  be  enough  for  the  Lushingtons  that 
Mr.  Collier  is  rich,  and  we  are  poor,  to  make  them 
decide  whose  friends  they  will  be." 

"  Is  this  a  frock  for  Willy  ?"  asked  May,  taking 
up  a  little  merino  dress  that  lay  on  the  table. 

'*  Yes,  I  am  beginning  their  winter  clothes  already, 
that  I  may  have  no  dressmaker's  bill.  There  is 
great  need  for  economy.  May,  for  "William  thinks 
the  profits  of  the  business  will  be  very  small  this 
year." 

"  I  suppose  so,  and  we  shall  not  be  able  to  help 
you,  I  am  afraid.  I  mean  to  see  what  I  can  save 
between  this  and  Christmas,  but  we  shall  have 
many  bills  to  pay." 

"We  don't  look  to  you  for  help,  dearest,"  said 
Dora.  *'  Of  course  we  must  bear  the  consequences 
of  our  own  foolishness,  but  I  feel  that  every  six- 
pence I  can  save  William,  is  so  much  less  heart- 
ache for  him  at  the  end  of  the  year." 

**  If  I  can't  give  you  money,  I  can  give  you 
work,"  said  May.  "  Let  me  make  my  godson's 
frock.  Is  this  dark  red  meant  for  him,  that  I  see 
peeping  out  of  your  basket  ?" 

**  Yes,  but  I  think  you  have  enough  to  do  for 
yourself." 

*'  ringers  can't  wear  out,"  said  May,  cheerfully. 
"  I  should  like  to  help  you,  Dora,  so  have  some 
more  ready  for  me  when  I  bring  back  this." 

Mabel  had  thought  much  about  her  future  life 
during  the  last  six  months,  and  had  made  up  her 
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mind  that  it  would  be  a  single  one.  If  so,  her 
whole  heart  should  be  given,  next  to  God,  to 
her  father  and  her  family,  and  to  devoting  herself 
entirely  to  them  ;  she  was  resolved  to  shrink  from 
no  fatigue  or  work,  but  seek  only  to  promote  their 
comfort  and  welfare.  Archie  had  a  first  claim  upon 
her,  next  to  her  father,  and  it  should  be  one  of  her 
pleasures  to  work  for  him,  and  look  upon  him  as  a 
special  charge.  She  might  be  undertaking  a  good 
deal  for  her  slight  strength,  but  she  had  a  brave 
heart,  and  would  not  be  deterred  by  the  fear  of 
doing  too  much. 

Her  health  and  vigour  of  body  and  mind  were 
returning  at  last,  and  it  was  real  happiness  to  her 
to  feel  active  and  useful  once  more.  The  traces  of 
the  fever,  too,  were  fast  disappearing,  and  a  bright 
colour  was  coming  back  to  her  cheeks,  though  there 
was  an  expression  of  thought,  and  almost  sadness, 
in  the  clear  blue  eyes,  which  had  never  been  seen 
there  at  the  Priory.  She  had  dispensed  with  caps 
altogether,  and  wore  her  hair  in  curls  round  her 
head,  although  as  yet  the  fashion  was  more  conve- 
nient than  becoming ;  but  Mr.  Hesketh  said  it  did 
his  heart  good  to  see  the  golden  curls  making  their 
appearance  again. 

She  was  fearful  lest  her  father  should  find  home 
dull,  now  that  there  was  no  one  but  herself  to  be  his 
companion.  Her  mind  was  fully  set  upon  making 
it  cheerful  for  him,  and  half-an-hour  before  his  re- 
turn, all  work,  bills,  and  household  matters  were 
placed  carefully  out  of  sight,  that  he  might  find 
complete  rest  for  his  mind,  which  Mabel  knew  by 
the  careworn  brow  he  much  needed. 

Judith  was  glad  to  see  her  cheerful  and  active 
again,  and  stood  in  the  passage,  watching  her,  as 
she  flitted  about  among  her  flowers — training  some, 
watering  others,  and  gathering  nosegays  for  the 
sitting-rooms.     The  quietly  bright  face  was  an  in- 
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dex,  not  to  a  light  heart,  but  a  contented  mind. 
She  had  bent  humbly  beneath  the  trials  God  had 
sent,  and  in  making  His  will  hers  had  found  the 
peace,  which  never  fails  those  who  so  seek  it ;  ex- 
emplifying the  beautiful  lines  on  the  weeping 
willow : 

"  Though  the  rudest  hand  assail  her, 

Patiently  she  droops  awhile, 
Then,  when  showers  and  breezes  hail  her 

Wears  again  her  willing  smile. 
Thus  I  learn  contentment's  power, 
From  the  lowly  willow  bower. 
Ready  to  give  thanks  and  live. 
On  the  least  that  Heaven  may  give." 

"  Poor  dear  !"  soliloquised  Judith  ;  "  she'll  do 
better  now  that  there's  no  one  to  fret  and  worry 
her.  I'm  right  glad  to  think  there's  so  many  miles 
between  Miss  Frances  and  us ;  and  I  hope  she'll 
take  a  little  more  comfort  into  the  place  she's  gone 
to  than  she  left  behind  her.  I  wish  I  may  see  the 
day  that  gives  them  back  to  their  own  again,  if  ever 
it's  to  come,  and  if  I  can  be  Miss  May's  servant 
again  before  I  die,  there's  nothing  else  I've  got  to 
wish  for — unless  it  was  a  husband  for  Miss  Prances, 
to  take  her  to  a  comfortable  home  a  hundred  miles 
off." 

Mabel  was  not  surprised  to  see  her  father  come 
home  tired  and  depressed.  When  dinner  was 
over,  she  inveigled  him  into  his  arm-chair,  by  the 
open  drawing-room  window,  refused  to  let  him  talk 
about  business  at  all,  and  amused  him  with  Dora's 
gossip,  and  stories  about  his  little  grandchildren, 
which  were  a  never-failing  source  of  interest,  and 
when  every  thing  else  was  exhausted,  talked  to  him 
about  her  flowers,  and  all  her  little  plans  for  the 
future. 

Although  he  would  not  have  admitted  it  even  to 
himself,  the  repose  of  May's  quiet,  cheerful  com- 
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panionship,  was  a  much  greater  restorative  than 
Trances'  music,  and  the  wearying  conversations 
upon  her  housekeeping,  which  had  lately  awaited 
him.  She  had  too  little  consideration  for  others  to 
keep  back  harassing  details,  or  choose  opportune 
moments  for  consulting  him  on  those  little  house- 
hold matters,  which  are  a  woman's  especial  pro- 
vince, and  too  fretting  and  insignificant  for  the 
consideration  of  a  man  of  business. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is  lonely  for  you,  papa,  with  only 
me,"  said  Mabel,  as  she  wished  him  good-night, 
and  caressed  him. 

"  My  precious  child !"  he  replied,  with  a  voice 
full  of  feeling,  *'  I  wish  you  knew  the  comfort  you 
are  to  me.  Next  to  your  mother,  no  one  could 
have  been  to  me  what  you  are ;  and  a  hundred 
times  a  day  you  bring  her  back,  more  and  more 
vividly  every  year." 

"  But  I  am  not  like  her." 

*'Not  in  face — you  are  a  Hesketh;  but  your 
voice  is  painfully  like  hers  sometimes,  and  your 
character.  God  grant  you  may  be  like  her  in 
everything." 

"  At  least  I  am  like  her  in  loving  you.  "We 
must  be  happy  together,  papa,  for  I  am  to  be  your 
home-daughter,  and  you  will  have  me  on  your 
hands  all  your  life." 

"  It  would  be  very  happy  for  me  if  it  were  so, 
but  some  bright  day  a  thief  will  come  and  steal 
away  my  Mayflower,  and  take  her  to  his  own 
home." 

"  It  must  be  a  clever  thief  to  take  her  against 
her  will." 

"  But  it  won't  be  against  her  will.  My  happy 
days  are  gone.  May,  and  I  shall  never  let  my  child 
sacrifice  herself  to  my  comfort.  If  I  may  some 
day  see  you  in  as  happy  a  home  as  your  mother  and 
I  had  during  our  married  life,  it  will  give  me  more 
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true  comfort  than  I  could  ever  have  in  feeling  you 
had  given  yourself  up  to  me." 

May's  voice  failed  her  when  she  tried  to  answer, 
but  after  struggling  for  a  moment,  she  managed  to 
falter — "  I  shall  never  have  any  one  to  love  but 
you,  papa.  Try  to  believe  it,  for  indeed  it  is 
true." 

"  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  it  was  true,"  said 
Mr.  Hesketh,  gravely.  "  I  have  brought  you  ter- 
rible suffering  already ;  don't  let  me  think  I  have 
blighted  your  life  altogether.  However,  we  won't 
talk  of  it ;  but,  May,  don't  accustom  yourself  to 
the  prospect  of  spending  your  life  with  me.  If  it 
is  G-od's  will,  we  will  be  resigned  and  thankful, 
but  I  covet  for  you  more  happiness  than  I  shall 
ever  be  able  to  give  you." 

"  Perhaps  we  don't  know  yet  what  happiness  it 
might  be.  Before  going  to  bed,  papa,  I  wanted  to 
tell  you  that  I  think  our  worst  troubles  are  past. 
Tou  know  *  when  the  night  is  darkest,  then  the 
morn  is  nighest.'  A  fortnight  ago,  I  thought  our 
clouds  never  could  clear  away,  but  now  I  seem  to 
be  able  to  look  straight  into  the  future,  without 
much  fear.  Will  you  go  to  bed  with  a  light 
heart  ?" 

"  I  will  take  your  words  as  an  omen,  my  dear, 
and  put  away  fear  for  the  present.  I  hope  our 
poor  Frances  is  happy  to-night.  I  feel  very 
anxious  for  her  first  letter.  Now  I  must  send 
you  off,  or  you  will  lose  the  roses  that  are  just  be- 
ginning to  come  back.  Good-night,  and  God 
bless  you,  my  child." 

"  If  I  could  only  make  them  realise  that  I  shall 
never  marry!"  thought  Mabel,  as  she  laid  her 
head  on  her  pillow;  "and  yet  I  don't  know  why  I 
need  care  about  it,  for  my  own  mind  is  made 
up,  and  even  if  it  were  not  it  isn't  likely  I  shall 
ever  have  a  chance.    Thank  God  I  have  dear  papa 
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to  love  ;  it  would  be  a  lonely  life  without  him,  but 
we  are  never  left  without  ties  of  some  sort,  and  as 
we  grow  old,  less  earthly  love  ought  to  satisfy  us. 
I  hope  I  may  have  a  great  many  nephews  and 
nieces  to  work  for  and  love,  and  then  I  can  never 
feel  very  lonely ;  and  there  will  always  be  the 
Church  and  mamma's  grave,  and  if  everything  else 
were  gone,  they  would  make  Peverstone  a  home.*' 


CHAPTEE  XY. 

"The  heart  again 
By  its  crossed  affections  taught, 
Chastened  will,  and  sobered  thought, 
Thus  is  man,  by  sorrow's  rod. 
Forced  to  bow  his  pride  to  God." 

JEschylus,  trans,  by  Anstice. 

Eeai^ces  had  been  at  Bramshaw  three  weeks. 
Even  that  short  time  had  sufficed  to  undeceive 
her  in  her  expectations  of  what  her  life  as  a  com- 
panion was  likely  to  be ;  for  she  had  never,  until 
now,  realised  the  trials  and  humiliations,  that 
awaited  her,  in  this  new  sphere  of  duty. 

Mrs.  Grant  had  been  left  a  widow  when  young  ; 
and  forty  years,  passed  almost  entirely  by  herself, 
with  no  near  objects  of  affection  or  interest,  had 
closed  her  sympathies,  and  taught  her  to  consider 
**  self"  the  one  thing  to  be  cared  for.  But,  since 
all  her  care  and  thought  for  herself  could  not  make 
her  as  happy  and  comfortable  as  she  desired,  a 
companion  was  engaged,  who  was  to  assist  her  in 
the  task,  and  lose  all  individuality  in  the  one  ob- 
ject of  administering  to  her  wants  and  desires. 

Mrs.  Grant's  notions  respecting  a  companion, 
differed  widely  from  those  which  Erances  enter- 
tained. The  latter  had  imagined  her  position 
would  be  similar  to  that  of  a  friend,  staying  in  the 
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house,  who  wished  to  make  herself  generally  use- 
ful ;  that  she  should  be  treated  with  the  respect 
and  consideration  due  to  a  lady,  her  tastes  con- 
sulted, and  her  feelings  regarded.  These  were  not 
Mrs.  Grant's  ideas.  She  imagined  no  one  would 
take  a  situation  as  companion,  who  was  not  in 
needy  circumstances,  and,  as  she  gave  a  handsome 
salary,  she  had  no  hesitation  in  demanding  in  re- 
turn the  entire  devotion  of  the  person  engaged. 
Had  this  been  done  with  delicacy  and  refinement, 
it  might  have  been  endurable,  but  words  fail  to  con- 
vey the  feelings  of  Trances  Hesketh,  when  she  found 
herself  ordered  about,  and  directed,  with  as  little 
compunction,  as  if  she  had  been  an  ordinary  servant. 

There  was  that  in  Mrs.  Grant's  tone  which 
Frances  could  ill  brook.  It  seemed  to  say,  "  I  pay 
you  for  all  you  do,  so  I  ask  nothing  as  a  favour, 
but  as  a  right.  Becollect,  you  came  here  as  my  com- 
panion, and  you  must  expect  to  be  treated  as  such." 

A  hundred  times  a  day  Frances'  proud  spirit 
writhed  under  all  she  had  to  endure,  and  nothing 
but  the  thought  of  Dudley  and  Mr.  Chase  made 
her  submit.  Yet  her  trials  were  not  greater  than 
those  of  many  who  take  upon  themselves  the  same 
position,  but  having  yielded  to  pride  and  self-will 
throughout  her  life,  the  bitter  lesson  of  humility 
and  forbearance  was  especially  bitter  to  her,  and 
there  was  no  comfort  within  to  sweeten  it.  The 
duties  of  her  situation,  in  themselves,  though  irk- 
some, were  no  more  than  she  could  have  borne. 
Mrs.  Grant  was  fond  of  being  read  to,  and  many 
hours  a  day  were  spent  in  this  manner,  and  un- 
fortunately, she  was  so  deaf,  that  unless  Frances 
raised  her  voice  to  an  unusually  high  and  painful 
pitch,  she  was  unable  to  hear.  But  it  was  not  in 
this  that  her  chief  trial  consisted — for  this,  or  simi- 
lar annoyances,  she  had  been  prepared  ;  it  was 
when  she  found  herself  placed  on  a  level  with  all 
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needy  companions  and  governesses,  who  are  often 
supposed  to  feel  no  slights  and  indignities,  provided 
their  salary  is  good  and  regularly  paid,  that  she 
wished  herself  again  in  her  quiet  home,  and  felt, 
that  after  even  this  short  experience,  she  should 
never  again  murmur  at  the  trials  of  a  small  income, 
but  rather  court  freedom,  and  independent  poverty. 

They  had  just  returned  from  the  daily  drive,  and 
Mrs.  Grant  was  crossing  the  hall,  on  her  way  to 
her  favourite  sitting-room,  upstairs. 

"  Miss  Hesketh,"  she  observed,  in  a  tone  that 
politeness  barely  restrained  from  being  fretful,  *'I 
am  quite  unable  to  go  up  stairs  by  myself,  as  I 
think  I  mentioned  to  you  yesterday.  If  you  would 
recollect  to  offer  me  your  arm,  instead  of  obliging 
me  to  ask  for  it  every  day,  I  should  be  very  glad." 

Frances  advanced,  with  a  stately  air,  and  gave 
her  arm  to  the  old  lady,  who  contrived,  by  its  aid, 
slowly  to  mount  the  staircase,  stair  by  stair,  talk- 
ing all  the  while. 

"  I  like  people  to  remember  what  is  required  of 
them  ;  I  make  very  little  change  in  my  ways,  and 
it  is  disagreeable  to  ask  for  everything  I  want.  Miss 
Hall  used  to  be  always  ready  ;  she  never  waited  to 
be  told.  Have  you  brought  the  bottles  of  medi- 
cine out  of  the  carriage.  Miss  Hesketh  ?  No — ah  ! 
I  wish  your  memory  was  better,  you  really  must 
not  expect  me  to  remember  these  things.  You 
forgot  the  cough  lozenges  and  the  shawl  when  we 
were  going  out,  and  the  books  for  the  library,  and 
yesterday  you  had  not  recollected  the  card-case,  so 
that  we  were  unable  to  call  on  Mrs.  Field.  Miss 
Hall  had  a  capital  memory,  she  never  forgot  any- 
thing ;  and  such  a  blessing  it  is — a  good  memory  ! 
I  ought  to  have  inquij^ed  about  that  before  I  en- 
gaged you.  It  is  quite  indispensable  that  my  com- 
panion should  have  a  good  memory,  because  I  have 
a  bad  one  myself." 
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By  this  time  the  sitting-room  was  reached,  and 
Mrs.  Grant  sank  into  a  comfortable  easy-chair, 
which  stood  in  the  bow-window,  with  a  work-table 
by  its  side.  As  soon  as  she  was  settled,  she  pro- 
ceeded to  take  off  her  bonnet  and  mantle,  and 
desired  Frances  to  fetch  a  cap  from  her  bed- 
room. 

*'Tou  will  find  it  by  the  toilet-glass — the  new 
one  with  pink  ribbon  and  black  velvet.  We  may 
have  visitors  this  fine  afternoon." 

The  cap  was  brought,  and  the  bonnet  and  mantle 
put  carefully  in  a  drawer ;  when  this  was  done, 
Frances  thought  she  might  venture  to  take  ofi"  her 
own  bonnet,  but  Mrs.  Grant  recalled  her  as  she 
was  leaving  the  room. 

"  Will  you  fetch  me  the  lozenges,  if  you  please. 
Miss  Hesketh  ?  I  am  afraid  the  want  of  that  shawl 
has  brought  back  my  cough  again.  I  don't  know 
what  I  shall  do  if  it  keeps  me  awake  to-night,  as  it 
did  all  last  week.  I  hope  you  will  learn  to  have  a 
better  memory." 

Frances  was  silent ;  she  fetched  the  lozenges, 
and  placed  them  on  the  work-table,  and  Mrs.  Grant 
continued — 

"  Memory  is  a  thing  to  be  cultivated ;  there  are 
very  few  things  young  people  can't  acquire,  if  they 
will  take  the  pains  to  do  so.  With  me  it  is  a  con- 
stitutional failing,  but  I  see  no  reason  why  it 
should  be  so  with  you.  Until  you  are  able  to  trust 
to  your  memory,  I  think  you  should  keep  a  memo- 
randum book,  Miss  Hesketh.  We  shall  never  get 
on  together,  if  neither  of  us  can  remember." 

Frances  took  advantage  of  a  pause,  to  escape  to 
her  room,  and  take  off"  her  bonnet ;  when  she  re- 
turned, she  was  greeted  with — 

"  Where  did  you  place  the  bottles  of  medicine. 
Miss  Hesketh  ?  Did  you  remember  to  ask  Wil- 
liams to  give  them  to  you  ?" 
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"  No — but  I  will  ring  for  them." 

"  Oh !  pray  don't  ring — you  will  disturb  Mari- 
anne, who  is  just  sitting  down  to  tea.  Old  servants 
don't  like  being  interrupted — and  it  is  very  natural 
they  should  not — I  don't  like  it  myself,  and  it  is  right 
we  should  consider  other  people's  feelings.  Per- 
haps, Miss  Hesketh,  you  could  go  and  ask  Williams 
yourself  for  the  bottles.  He  has  only  just  driven 
the  carriage  round  into  the  court-yard,  and  will  let 
you  have  them  directly." 

Frances  bit  her  lip,  but  she  thought  of  Dudley, 
and  went  in  search  of  the  coachman.  She  had  no 
sooner  returned  with  the  missing  bottles,  than  a 
loud  knock  and  ring  at  the  front  door  betokened 
a  visitor,  and  Mrs.  Grant  was  in  a  state  of  excite- 
ment immediately. 

"  Tou  see  I  was  right  to  put  on  my  pink  cap — I 
thought  visitors  would  come,  and  they  generally 
do  when  I  think  so.  My  dear — Miss  Hesketh,  I 
mean — will  you  draw  the  sofa  a  little  nearer  ?  I 
wonder  who  it  is — Mrs.  Marriott  or  Lady  Yin- 
cent,  probably.  The  sofa  a  little  closer,  Miss  Hes- 
keth ;  her  ladyship  never  makes  allowance  for  my 
deafness." 

The  announcement  of  Lady  Vincent  put  an  end 
to  Mrs.  Grant's  speculations.  She  was  accom- 
panied by  Miss  Vincent,  a  tall,  haughty  young 
lady,  beautifully  dressed.  They  seemed  very  inti- 
mate with  Mrs.  Grant,  but  the  companion  received 
no  notice  at  all,  except  a  cool,  prolonged  exami- 
nation through  Miss  Vincent's  gold  eye-glass, 
which  Frances  returned  in  kind. 

Lady  Vincent  and  Mrs.  Grant  were  soon  in  ener- 
getic conversation,  and  after  the  first  few  moments, 
Miss  Vincent  took  up  a  book  lying  on  the  work- 
table,  while  Frances  kept  in  the  back-ground,  her 
proud  heart  swelling  at  the  position  in  which  she 
found  herself. 

II.  Q 
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"  Ah !  and  tell  me  all  about  your  dear  daughters," 
said  Mrs.  G-rant,  when  she  had  heard  the  history  of 
the  eldest  son,  Sir  James  Vincent's  courtship  and 
marriage.  "  That  dear  Mrs.  Eraser — how  is  she, 
and  her  little  ones  ?  You  were  anxious  about  her 
when  last  I  saw  you." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  I  have  a  good  deal  to  tell  you 
about  them,  but  then  .  .  .  You  understand,  it 
must  be  strictly  private,"  and  Lady  Vincent  gave  a 
half-glance  at  the  companion. 

"  Of  course,"  replied  Mrs.  Grant,  nodding  as 
she  spoke.  "  Miss  Hesketh,  we  needn't  detain 
you;  I  will  let  you  know  when  her  ladyship 
leaves." 

With  the  air  of  an  indignant  empress,  Frances 
swept  out  of  the  room.  Once  in  her  own  bedroom, 
she  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  cried  bitterly. 
Scorned  and  insulted,  yet  bound  by  iron  fetters 
to  submit,  this  she  told  herself  was  her  fate  ;  and 
though  it  might  crush  and  bow  down  her  proud 
spirit,  yet  it  must  be  borne,  for  Dudley's  sake,  for 
her  father  and  Mabel,  for  all  on  whom  she  had 
brought  trouble  by  her  mismanagement. 

Heart-sick  and  weary,  she  knelt  down  and  prayed 
for  strength,  a  short,  formal  prayer,  yet  her  heart 
went  with  the  wordsj  and  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life  she  felt  less  wretched  when  she  rose  from  her 
knees.  Perhaps  she  had  never  knelt  in  the  same 
spirit  before,  for  she  had  never  so  fully  realised  her 
helplessness,  and  dependence  upon  Gron  as  she  did 
at  that  moment. 

When  the  first  gush  of  tears  had  passed,  she 
took  up  a  book,  deeming  it  wiser  to  read  than  to 
think.  After  a  lapse  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  she 
heard  the  door  of  the  sitting-room  open,  and  Lady 
Vincent  and  her  daughter  took  their  leave.  She  re- 
solved to  wait  until  sent  for,  as  she  had  been  so 
unceremoniously   asked  to   absent   herself,  but   a 
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moment's  thought  suggested  that  it  would  be  more 
wise  and  right  to  return  without  being  summoned, 
and  after  a  short  inward  struggle,  the  book  was 
closed,  and  she  went  to  Mrs.  G-rant. 

"I  was  just  going  to  send  for  you,"  said  that 
lady.  "  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  move  the  sofa 
back  into  its  place.  Now  I  should  like  to  be  read 
to ;  I  am  quite  tired  of  talking,  Lady  Vincent's 
tongue  does  go  so  fast !" 

"I  hope  your  cough  is  better,"  said  Frances, 
with  an  effort. 

"  No,  I  am  afraid  it  is  quite  coming  back  again. 
The  breeze  was  so  fresh  on  the  hills,  and  not 
having  my  shawl  .  .  ." 

Frances,  with  more  speed  than  politeness,  opened 
her  book  and  began  to  read  aloud,  without  giving 
Mrs.  Grant  time  to  revert  to  the  old  offence  of  the 
shawl.  She  had  scarcely  read  half  a  page,  when 
Mrs.  Grant  stopped  her  suddenly. 

"  Lost  his — what  ?  How  can  I  possibly  under- 
stand when  you  read  so  low,  Miss  Hesketh  ?  Draw 
your  chair  nearer,  if  you  please,  and  don't  forget 
that  I  am  a  little  deaf." 

Frances  obeyed,  but  soon  the  cause  of  complaint 
changed. 

"  Not  so  fast,  my  dear ;  I  can't  understand  who 
it  is  speaking  when  you  go  on  so  quickly." 

Frances  explained  who  the  speaker  was,  and  pro- 
ceeded. As  soon  as  the  chapter  was  finished,  having 
been  broken  up  with  various  interruptions,  Mrs. 
Grant  motioned  for  the  book  to  be  closed. 

**  I  wanted  to  tell  you,  Miss  Hesketh,  that  in 
future,  when  visitors  call  upon  me,  I  should  wish 
you  always  to  leave  the  room  ;  and  when  they  are 
gone  I  can  ring  the  hand-bell,  and  you  will  under- 
stand that  you  can  return.  Lady  Vincent  asked 
me,  when  you  had  left  the  room  to-day,  who  you 
were.     I  told  her  your  name  was  Hesketh,  and  that 
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your  family  were  in  reduced  circumstances,  and  she 
wondered  whether  you  were  related  to  the  Hes- 
keths  of  Hillborough.  A  dentist,  I  believe,  the 
father  is — very  respectable  people,  she  says." 

"  I  am  afraid  we  can  claim  no  connection,"  said 
Frances,  with  cold  bitterness.  "  I  happen  to  know 
a  little  of  Hillborough,  and  the  dentist's  name 
is  Heathcote,  not  Hesketh.  We  are  the  Heskeths 
of  Peverstone — of  Northwode  Priory,  until  lately 
— and  well  known  in  our  own  county." 

"  Yery  likely,"  said  Mrs.  Grant,  composing  her- 
self to  sleep.  "My  drive  has  made  me  drowsy, 
and  if  you  have  nothing  better  to  do,  I  should  be 
much  obliged  if  you  would  unpick  the  rose  leaf  in 
my  embroidery.  Lady  Vincent  says  it  should  be 
olive  green  instead  of  sage ;  I  must  ask  you  to 
change  the  wools  for  me  to-morrow." 

At  tea-time  Mrs.  Grant  awoke,  and  the  evening 
was  entirely  spent  in  reading  aloud,  with  the  per- 
petual interruptions,  to  which  Prances  was  begin- 
ning to  get  accustomed.  At  ten  o'clock,  with  an 
aching  head,  and  a  sore  throat,  Prances  was  re- 
leased, when  she  hastened  to  bed,  to  try  and  get  as 
much  rest  of  body  and  mind  as  w^as  possible,  until 
morning  broke,  summoning  her  to  begin  the  same 
routine  over  again. 

After  breakfast  Mrs.  Grant  was  impatient  to 
proceed  with  her  work,  and  Miss  Hesketh  was  re- 
quested to  walk  into  Bramshaw  and  change  the 
wools. 

"  Perhaps  you  can  spare  me  at  the  same  time  to 
pay  a  visit  to  a  friend,"  observed  Prances. 

"  A  friend !"  said  Mrs.  Grant,  quickly ;  "  I 
didn't  know  you  had  any  friends  in  Bramshaw." 

*'  I  have  only  one  invalid  friend,  who  resides 
with  Miss  Clayton,"  was  the  reply.  Had  three 
week's  mortification  and  trial  actually  turned  Mina 
Chase  into  Prances  Hesketh's  friend  ? 

"  Well,  you  may  go,  Miss  Hesketh,  but  I  hope 
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this  won't  happen  often.  Don't  stay  longer  than 
you  can  help.  Miss  Clayton  is  a  very  good  person, 
I  believe,  but  I  don't  visit  her,  and  I  have  no  wish 
to  do  so."  Then,  recalling  Frances,  as  she  was 
leaving  the  room,  she  said,  "  I  hope  your  friend  has 
no  infectious  disorder;  if  so,  I  cannot  think  of 
letting  you  visit  her,  it  would  be  the  height  of  im- 
prudence." 

Frances  lip  turned  with  ill-disguised  contempt. 
"  She  is  deformed — I  suppose  deformity  is  not 
infectious.  We  fear  it  will  end  in  consump- 
tion." 

"  Consumption  is  infectious,"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Grrant ;  "  many  doctors  say  that  it  is  so.  What 
shall  I  do  if  I  have  consumption  brought  into  the 
house  ?  My  own  chest  is  weak  as  you  know,  Miss 
Hesketh.     I  cannot  hear  of  your  going." 

The  querulous  voice  was  raised  higher  and  higher, 
for  only  a  part  of  Frances'  gown  was  visible 
through  the  open  door,  as  she  had  moved  a  little 
away  to  conceal  her  contempt  and  annoyance.  She 
came  back,  however,  and  expostulated. 

"  I  will  do  nothing  imprudent — Miss  Chase  is 
not  so  decidedly  consumptive  as  to  make  any  fear 
of  infection  at  all  reasonable.  I  will  pay  a  short 
visit,  and  as  I  shall  have  passed  through  the  open 
air  before  I  return  to  the  house,  you  need  be  un- 
der no  alarm  for  the  consequences.  Indeed,  I  am 
telling  you  the  perfect  truth." 

After  considerable  remonstrance  and  entreaty, 
Mrs.  Grant  gave  way,  and  Frances  hurried  off, 
that  she  might  not  have  time  to  repent  of  having 
yielded. 

She  was  astonished  to  find  herself  really  anxious 
to  see  Mina.  Her  previous  dislike  was  forgotten, 
in  the  pining  after  a  home  face,  or  at  least  a  face 
that  seemed  connected  with  home ;  and  feeling 
more  kindly  towards  Mr.  Chase,  she  felt  less  averse 
to  his  sister. 
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She  was  shown  up  stairs  into  a  small  sitting- 
room,  where,  on  a  couch  by  the  open  window, 
Mina  was  resting.  Her  appearance  was  much 
changed  since  the  autumn.  All  vestige  of  colour 
had  left  her  face,  and  her  eyes  were  now  large  and 
prominent,  while  the  high  cheek  bones  seemed  to 
stand  forward  from  the  pale  sunken  cheeks,  making 
her  look  even  more  ill  than  she  really  was. 

Frances  was  moved  with  pity  when  she  ap- 
proached, and  realised  how  short  a  time  she  could 
have  before  her  in  this  world.  She  returned  the 
kindly  pressure  of  Mina's  thin,  white  hand,  and 
felt  at  a  loss  what  to  say,  for  her  thoughts  were  so 
full  of  the  great  alteration  she  perceived,  that  she 
could  think  of  nothing  else. 

Mina  read  her  thoughts  with  the  first  look,  and 
said  in  a  quiet,  composed  voice,  "  You  did  not  ex- 
pect to  find  me  so  much  changed.  Don't  grieve 
for  me,  I  am  quite  contented ;  I  sufier  less  now 
than  I  did,  and  every  one  is  so  kind.  Sit  down  on 
this  low  chair,  and  talk  to  me.  I  want  to  hear 
about  every  one — but  first  about  yourself.  I  hope 
you  are  happy." 

There  was  half  a  laugh,  half  a  quiver  on  Frances' 
mouth,  as  she  replied,  "  I  didn't  come  here  for  hap- 
piness, so  I  ought  not  to  be  disappointed,  but  I 
have  found  no  sinecure." 

"I  suppose  not,"  said  Mina,  feelingly;  "a  de- 
pendent position  can  never  be  one  of  comfort. 
Perhaps  it  would  be  better  that  you  should  tell  me 
nothing  about  your  life  at  Mrs.  Grant's,  but  I  may 
ask  you  one  question,  whether  you  intend  to  re- 
main ?" 

"I  have  no  choice,"  said  Prances,  bitterly.  "I 
don't  know  where  to  look  for  a  more  comfortable 
....  situation,"  the  word  came  out  with  a  jerk, 
"and  I  daresay  your  brother  has  told  you  that 
money  now  is  an  object  with  us,  therefore  I  mustn't 
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throw  myself  out  of  one  place  till  I  can  make  sure 
of  a  better." 

"  John  has  told  me  nothing  except  that  you  are 
doing  it  for  your  brother.  That  must  make  it  easier 
to  bear." 

"I  suppose  it  does,"  said  Prances,  thoughtfully. 
"  Yes — it  does,  for  I  am  sure  I  couldn't  bear  it  at 
all  if  it  were  not  for  that.  I  would  quite  as  soon 
be  a  maid  of  all  work,  for  the  same  salary,  and  drop 
the  name  of  Hesketh  altogether." 

"There  is  nothing  really  in  a  name,"  said  Mina, 
as  though  she  were  speaking  to  herself ;  "  at  least, 
in  a  surname." 

"  More  than  there  is  in  a  Christian  name,  surely," 
said  Frances,  in  some  surprise. 

**  Oh  !  no,  our  Christian  names  are  God's  names 
for  us,  the  names  by  which  we  are  'writ  in  the 
Book  of  Life,'  as  the  hymn  says ;  but  surnames 
are  so  different — only  the  names  by  which  for  con- 
venience' sake  we  are  called  in  this  world.  A  few 
months  hence,"  she  added,  in  a  low  voice,  "  there 
will  be  no  such  person  as  '  Mina  Chase,'  but  there 
will  be  a  Mina — in  a  happier  world  than  this,  I 
hope,  if  her  sins  are  forgiven  for  Christ's  sake." 

*'  But,"  said  Frances,  after  a  pause,  "  there  may 
be  hundreds  of  Frances'  in  the  world,  but  there 
is  only  one  Frances  Hesketh ;  and  twenty  years 
hence,  when  I  have  left  Mrs.  Grant's,  and  returned 
to  my  home,  I  shall  be  looked  upon  as  the  Hesketh 
who  took  a  situation  as  '  companion'  to  an  old 
lady,  because  she  was  poor." 

"  Very  likely,"  replied  Mina,  in  an  unconcerned 
tone,  "  and  a  hundred  years  hence  you  will  be 
looked  upon  as  the  Frances  who  cared  less  for  the 
world's  opinion  than  her  brother's  welfare." 

Frances'  lip  trembled,  but  she  crushed  the  feel- 
ing and  said,  "  It  would  be  right  to  feel  that,  but  I 
am  not  sure  that  I  do." 
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"  It  is  very  hard  to  tell  sometimes  what  we  really 
do  feel,"  observed  Mina.  "I  don't  think  the 
world's  opinion  can  be  all-in-all  to  you,  or  you 
would  never  have  braved  it  by  taking  this  situa- 
tion.' " 

"  I  don't  think  it  is  all-in-all  to  me,  but  a  hundred 
times  a  day  I  wish  I  had  never  placed  myself  in 
such  a  degrading  position." 

"  Still,  you  do  not  try  to  escape  from  it,  a  proof 
that  right  feelings  are  stronger  than  wrong." 

^'  I  don't  feel  sure  that  if  a  good  opportunity  of- 
fered I  should  be  able  to  resist  it.  You  don't 
know  how  bitterly  I  suffer  from  it  sometimes." 
And  thankful  to  have  found  one  to  whom  she 
might  safely  confide  her  troubles,  she  poured  forth 
an  account  of  Lady  Vincent's  visit,  and  the  silent 
contempt  with  which  she  had  been  treated. 

'*  I  can  feel  for  you,"  said  Mina,  when  she  had 
finished,  "but  I  think  it  would  be  safer  to  pity 
those  who  are  having  '  their  good  things  in  this 
life,'  and  to  thank  God  that  He  has  spared  you  the 
same  temptations." 

"  I  daresay  I  should  think  so  too  if  I  were  you," 
began  Erances. 

*^  I  know  it  is  easier  for  me  now  that  I  have  done 
with  the  world,  and  shall  never  return  to  it,"  said 
Mina,  "but  I  recollect  how  I  used  to  feel  years 
ago,  when  I  suffered  from  the  same  things." 

"And  how  did  you  feel?"  asked  Frances, 
eagerly. 

*'At  first  as  you  do  now,  but  my  pride  was 
brought  down  by  suffering,  and  time  taught  me  to 
rejoice  that  I  had  no  greater  temptations.  If  I 
had  been  very  rich  and  prosperous  I  don't  think  I 
should  have  made  a  good  use  of  those  blessings, 
but  have  been  as  proud  as  Lady  Vincent,  and  as 
inconsiderate  and  selfish  as  Mrs.  Grant." 

A  train   of  thought  was  passing   in    Frances' 
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mind,  which  resulted  in  the  observation  :  "  It  is 
such  a  great  change  for  me,  from  my  home  at 
North wode  Priory  to  this  state  of  dependence  and 
slavery !" 

'*  But  when  we  recollect  that  our  Savioue  gave 
up  Heaven  for  the  humblest  lot  upon  earth — " 

"Yes,  yes,"  exclaimed  Frances,  hiding  her  face 
in  her  hands.  "  I  have  no  right  to  think  such 
things.  If  I  only  had  rest,  I  could  bear  it  better, 
but  it  is  the  same  servitude  from  morning  till 
night,  and  I  go  to  bed  worn  out." 

"  I  don't  know  whether  you  will  find  any  com- 
fort in  coming  here,"  said  Mina,  taking  her  hand, 
kindly.  "  I  am  too  weak  to  be  able  to  cheer  you, 
but  recollect  that  you  will  always  be  a  most  wel- 
come visitor." 

"  Thank  you ;  for  May's  sake  I  know  you  feel 
kindly  towards  me." 

"  For  May's  sake  now,"  replied  Mina,  honestly, 
**  but  by-and-by  I  hope  I  shall  do  so  for  your  own." 

'*  I  cannot  often  obtain  leave  to  walk  out  by  my- 
self. Mrs.  Grrant  requires  me  incessantly,  and 
even  this  morning  she  seemed  to  dislike  ray  hav- 
ing an  acquaintance  in  Bramshaw." 

Mina  looked  at  Frances  earnestly,  as  if  she 
wished  to  say  something,  but  scarcely  knew  whether 
she  might  venture.  At  last  she  apparently  re- 
solved to  do  what  she  thought  right,  without  regard 
to  the  consequences. 

*'  Could  you  take  advice  from  me  ?"  she  asked, 
abruptly. 

A  look  of  dignity  was  the  reply,  with  a  proud 
«  Well—" 

•'  I  don't  think  your  heart  is  in  what  you  have  un- 
dertaken," said  Mina,  disregarding  the  dignity  which 
her  listener  had  assumed.  "  You  go  through  each 
day's  duties  simply  from  a  sense  of  duty,  and  duty 
without  love  is  but  a  hard,  unpleasing  thing." 
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"Love  for  Mrs.  Grant,"  said  Frances,  with  a 
half- sneer. 

"  No ;  love  for  GrOD,"  said  Mina,  gravely ;  "  but 
the  two  feelings  are  almost  inseparable.  Love  for 
God  will  give  you  love  for  your  fellow-creatures, 
especially  for  those  with  whom  you  are  most 
brought  into  contact.  Don't  look  at  me  in  that 
way,  but  first  of  all  understand  what  I  mean  by 
love.  Not  such  love  as  you  have  for  your  father, 
and  your  brothers  and  sister,  but  love  such  as  S. 
Paul  lays  so  much  stress  upon.  Do  you  think  he 
expects  you  to  love  all  men  as  you  do  your  own  im- 
mediate relations  ?  No,  that  would  be  impossible — 
unnatural.  But,  if  it  is  not  presumptuous  in  me 
to  try  and  explain  it  to  you,  I  will  tell  you  what  I 
understand  by  it.  I  think  it  means  that  we  are 
to  have  a  feeling  of  perfect  charity  towards  them  ; 
an  anxiety  for  their  welfare  hereafter ;  a  wish  to 
help  them  in  every  possible  way ;  so  much  so  as 
to  be  always  wishing  and  even  watching  for  oppor- 
tunities of  doing  so.  This  is  a  feeling  you  may 
have  even  towards  Mrs.  Grant.  Tou  may  pity 
her  loneliness,  grieve  over  her  selfishness ;  and 
instead  of  acting  the  part  of  her  companion  sim- 
ply because  you  are  paid  for  doing  so,  you  may 
be  actuated  by  S.  Paul's  '  love,'  and  watch  for  op- 
portunities for  opening  her  heart  towards  those 
around  her,  and  enlarging  her  sympathies.  You 
may,  by  consideration  and  kindness,  gain  an  in- 
fluence over  her,  and  induce  her  to  read  those 
books  that  will  raise  her  mind  and  draw  out  her 
good  feelings.  Tou  may  interest  her  in  the  poor, 
who  live  outside  her  gates,  and  whom  she  is  in 
duty  bound  to  care  for.  Frances — by  patience  and 
forbearance  you  may,  under  God's  blessing,  fit  her 
for  her  everlasting  Home." 

"It  seems  very  hard,"  said  Prances,  in  a  low 
voice,  with  her  face  turned  away. 
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"  It  would  be  much  more  endurable  than  your 
present  life,  and  the  first  signs  of  improvement 
would  repay  you  for  years  of  patient  efforts.  At 
the  end  of  life  it  must  be  a  great  happiness  to 
think  that  you  have  saved  even  one  soul." 

"  I  can  fancy  indifference  turning  into  the  kind 
of  love  you  speak  of,  but  if  you  knew  how  heartily 
I  detest  Mrs.  Grrant,  you  would  see  it  was  hope- 
less." 

"  I  think  dislike  is  just  as  likely  to  turn  into 
love  as  indifference,"  said  Mina,  smiling ;  "  perhaps 
even  more  likely,  because  vehement  feelings  change 
more  easily  than  lukewarm  ones." 

"I  don't  think  mine  do,"  said  Prances,  also 
smiling.  "  I  am  afraid  my  bad  feelings  are  very 
lasting." 

"  Why  don't  you  starve  them  out  ?"  said  Mina, 
somewhat  bluntly.  "  If  you  give  them  nothing  to 
feed  upon  they  will  die  a  natural  death." 

"  Starve  them!"  repeated  Frances,  rather  amused. 
"  I  don't  understand." 

"  Don't  think  about  people's  faults,  or  about  dis- 
liking them.  Try  to  do  them  good  and  make  them 
better,  and  your  good  feelings  will  grow  up  until  the 
bad  ones  die  for  want  of  something  to  nourish 
them  ;  and  some  morning  you  will  wake  up,  and 
find  yourself  loving  everybody." 

Frances  laughed ;  "  "Well,  my  love  for  Mrs. 
Grant  tells  me  now  that  she  must  be  wanting  me, 
and  my  love  for  myself  tells  me  to  make  haste  if  I 
value  my  peace  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  I  have 
stayed  longer  than  I  intended." 

"  But  I  deferred  hearing  about  John  and  your 
sister  until  we  had  talked  about  yourself,  so  you 
must  grant  me  two  minutes  more." 

Frances  sat  down  again  and  submitted  to  being 
questioned — a  thing  she  particularly  disliked.  Al- 
though Mina  had  seen  her  brother  since  Frances, 
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there  was  mucli  she  wished  to  hear  about  him, 
which  Mr.  Chase's  reserve  threw  a  veil  over.  With 
her  natural  candour,  Erances  expressed  herself  in- 
debted to  him  for  much  during  the  last  few  months, 
and  putting  aside  prejudice,  paid  just  tribute  to 
his  earnestness  and  goodness  of  heart.  Strange  to 
say,  she  did  not  find  it  hard  to  praise  the  brother 
to  the  sister,  although,  one  short  year  before,  her 
dislike  to  both  had  been  so  inveterate.  Eeal  good- 
ness will  prevail  against  the  most  bitter  unfounded 
dislike;  and  nine  months'  trial,  and  three  weeks' 
acute  suffering  and  humiliation,  had  helped  to 
make  her  better  able  to  appreciate  sincerity. 

Of  Mabel  it  was  easy  to  speak  warmly  and  affec- 
tionately, and  not  the  less  so  because  absence  had 
already  taught  her  how  very  precious  her  sister 
really  was  to  her.  Mina  listened  eagerly,  for,  next 
to  her  brother,  Mabel  was  the  only  person  in  the 
world  of  whose  affection  she  could  feel  certain. 

"  She  promised  to  come  and  see  me,  but  when 
the  promise  was  given  we  little  thought  of  all  that 
was  in  store  for  her.  I  long  sometimes  to  see  her 
again,  and  perhaps  this,  my  only  great  wish,  may 
be  granted  before  ..."  Trances  knew  what  was 
in  her  thoughts,  although  her  voice  became  inaudi- 
ble, not  from  emotion,  but  because  she  disliked 
talking  much  about  the  great  change  which  almost 
entirely  occupied  her  thoughts,  and  which  she  felt 
slowly  but  surely  approaching. 

Wit'h  a  sense  of  dreariness,  Trances  left  the 
house.  There  was  no  romance  about  Mina,  no 
sunshine  in  her  presence,  no  fascination  in  her 
voice,  conversation,  or  manner,  but  when  she  had 
closed  the  door,  Trances  felt  an  indescribable  M^ith- 
drawing  of  support  and  sympathy.  There  was 
something  to  look  up  to  and  rest  upon,  in  her 
strong  mind  and  unselfish  sympathy ;  and  she 
could  not  help  thinking,  during  her   rapid  walk 
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home,  that  Mina  and  her  brother  were  very  dif- 
ferent from  other  people.  The  cause  of  this  dif- 
ference lay  in  one  single  word — soon  told,  but  how 
comprehensive  in  its  meaning  and  importance  ! 
They  were  unworldly ;  and  this  was  what  Frances 
felt,  although,  as  yet,  she  could  not  define  the  feel- 
ing. She  went  home  to  her  irksome  duties,  how- 
ever, with  new  zest,  after  Mina's  suggestions,  and 
even  the  sight  of  the  stern  face,  and  the  sound  of 
the  sharp,  fault-finding  voice,  did  not  revive  all  the 
irritable  feelings  that  were  at  work  within  her 
when  she  left. 

"Well,  Miss  Hesketh,  I  began  to  think  you 
were  never  coming  back.  I  shouldn't  have  thought 
six  pennyworth  of  wool  could  have  taken  an  hour- 
and-a-half  to  choose." 

"  No,"  said  Prances,  forcing  herself  to  laugh ; 
"but,  remember,  the  walk  is  nearly  a  twenty-minutes' 
walk,  and  you  gave  me  leave  to  see  my  poor  friend. 
And  now  look  at  these  wools — are  not  they  bright  ? 
If  you  wish  it  I  will  work  in  the  leaf  this  after- 
noon." And  Frances  took  off  her  bonnet  and  seat- 
ing herself  on  a  stool  displayed  the  wools  to  the  best 
advantage. 

Although  Mrs.  Grant  was  selfish  and  querulous, 
her  very  selfishness  ma«le  her  easily  pleased,  for 
when  all  went  smoothly  it  was  pleasanter  to  enjoy 
it  than  otherwise,  and  now  she  entered  eagerly 
into  the  subject  of  the  wools,  and  was  agreeably 
surprised  to  find  her  haughty,  silent  companion 
come  back  in  so  amiable  a  mood.  Frances'  offer 
was  accepted,  and  she  was  desired  to  be  quick  and 
take  off  her  bonnet,  that  Mrs.  Grant  might  see 
how  the  olive-greens  worked  with  the  other  colours. 
"Well-pleased  to  have  warded  off  a  lecture  by  a 
little  innocent  manoeuvring,  Frances  did  as  she  was 
requested  and  hastened  back  to  work  diligently 
until  luncheon  time. 
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"  Is  Peverstone  near  Cheriton  ?"  asked  Mrs. 
Grant,  suddenly,  when  Prances  paused  in  her  work 
to  examine  the  effect. 

"  Yes,  a  pleasant  drive  from  us.  Do  you  know 
Cheriton?" 

"  Only  by  name ;  a  nephew  of  mine  lives  there." 

"  I  know  several  of  the  Cheriton  people," 
observed  Prances.  "Is  your  nephew's  name 
Grant?" 

"  No,  he  was  my  sister's  son.  Miss  Hesketh,  I 
think  you  are  drawing  the  wool  a  little  too  tight. 
Oh !  look,  the  canvass  shows  through — you  must 
unpick  those  stitches  again." 

Prances  complied  with  a  sigh.  "What  unprofit- 
able work  it  was  ! 

"  Stay  now,"  said  Mrs.  Grant,  when  the  stitches 
were  unpicked.  "  Let  me  put  on  my  spectacles 
and  look  at  it ;  I  fancy  a  darker  shade  would  work 
better.  Ah  !  my  sight  is  not  so  good  as  it  used  to 
be.  They  do  say  that  blue  eyes  last  longer  than 
black,  but  I  don't  think  so  myself.  I  was  the 
only  one  of  my  family  who  had  blue  eyes,  and  the 
only  one  who  ever  wore  spectacles.  The  sister  I 
mentioned,  who  married  Mr.  Osborne,  had  very 
fine  dark  eyes,  and  they  were  infinitely  stronger 
than  mine." 

**Is  Mr.  Osborne  of  Cheriton  your  nephew?  I 
know  him." 

"  Yes,  he  is  my  nephew — my  sister's  only  child 
— a  nice  fellow,  and  very  well  off.  How  do  you 
happen  to  know  him,  my  dear?" 

Then  Prances,  with  some  ingenuity,  gave  the  his- 
tory of  the  narrow  escape  they  had  in  Cheriton 
Bay,  when  Mr.  Osborne,  the  involuntary  cause  of 
the  accident,  came  to  the  rescue.  She  contrived  to 
interest  Mrs.  Grant  a  good  deal,  and  when  she  con- 
cluded by  stating  that  the  poor  deformed  lady,  who 
had  lain  in  the  boat  so  helplessly,  while  the  waves 
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were  breaking  in  over  her,  was  the  same  Miss 
Chase  whom  she  had  been  that  morning  to  visit, 
Mrs.  Grant's  sympathies  seemed  to  be  a  little  ex- 
cited. Not  that  she  had  much  feeling  for  Mina, 
but  she  loved  a  little  gossip  of  any  sort  or  kind, 
and  it  occurred  to  Frances  that  if  she  acted  with 
discretion,  she  might  be  able  to  turn  this  weakness 
to  a  good  account,  and  convert  her  failings  into  in- 
struments for  touching  and  awakening  her  better 
feelings. 

When  the  story  of  the  accident  was  finished,  she 
went  on  to  describe  the  dinner  party,  at  which  Mr. 
Osborne  had  been  present ;  and  although  the  con- 
versation in  itself  was  exceedingly  small  and  insig- 
nificant, it  formed  an  innocent  way  of  amusing  Mrs. 
Grant,  and  Frances  stooped  to  it. 

There  were  visitors  again  in  the  afternoon — a 
good-tempered,  bustling  old  lady,  who  nodded  to 
the  companion,  and  seemed  willing  to  let  her  take 
part  in  the  conversation,  and  her  grandchild,  a 
little  girl  of  ten  years  old,  who  looked  very  little 
interested  in  anything  that  was  going  on. 

A  sharp  struggle  took  place  in  Frances'  mind 
between  pride  and  obedience ;  and  she  felt  sorely 
tempted  not  to  leave  the  room,  as  she  had  been 
desired.  There  seemed  a  good  deal  in  favour  of 
her  remaining.  Old  Mrs.  WalHs  talked  so  loud, 
that  every  word  would  be  distinctly  heard  in  the 
next  room  ;  and  the  poor  little  girl  looked  as  if  she 
wanted  amusing.  Strange  to  say,  Frances  found 
herself  considering  what  Mina's  advice  would  be;  she 
checked  herself  immediately,  but  at  the  same  time 
involuntarily  rose,  and  said  to  her  little  neighbour, 
who  was  listlessly  kicking  a  footstool  for  want  of 
some  other  employment — '*  Would  you  like  to 
come  into  the  next  room  and  see  the  bull- 
finches ?" 

The  child  rose  cheerfully,  and  half-an-hour  slipped 
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away,  pleasantly  enough,  in  the  society  of  the  birds 
and  of  the  drawing-room  pets — a  tortoise-shell  cat, 
and  a  little  black  and  tan  spaniel.  At  the  end  of 
that  time  the  hand-bell  rang,  and  they  returned. 
Mrs.  Wallis  cordially  thanked  Erances  for  amusing 
her  little  grandchild;  and  Trances  went  back  to 
her  work  with  the  comforting  hope  that  all  visitors 
would  not  be  like  Lady  and  Miss  Vincent. 

She  thought,  at  night,  that  it  had  been  a  better 
day  than  the  preceding  one ;  it  had  not  cost  her 
much  trouble  to  be  a  little  good-humoured  and 
obliging,  and  for  the  first  time,  since  she  left  Pe- 
verstone,  she  fell  asleep  without  a  tear. 


CHAPTEE  XYI. 

You  sought  to  prove  how  I  could  love, 

And  my  disdain  is  my  reply. 
The  lion  on  your  old  stone  gates 

Is  not  more  cold  to  you  than  I." 

*  TENNYSON. 


It  was  a  bright  autumnal  morning,  and  the  little 
drawing-room  at  the  cottage  looked  business-like, 
the  table  covered  with  work,  and  a  basket  full 
of  ribbons  and  some  straw  bonnets  lying  near. 

Visitors,  at  Peverstone,  seldom  called  in  the 
morning,  and  as  Judith  was  laying  the  cloth  for  an 
early  dinner  in  the  dining-room,  Mabel  had  re- 
moved her  work  into  the  drawing-room.  She  was 
preparing  for  the  winter.  A  dark  merino  dress, 
neatly  made,  lay  on  a  chair  near,  and  a  straw  bon- 
net trimmed  with  a  geranium-coloured  ribbon — 
destined  for  Frances ;  while,  on  the  table  was 
spread  an  inexpensive  stuff  which  she  had  bought 
for  herself.  By  economising  in  her  own  she  had 
been  able  to  afford  a  better  dress  for  Frances,  and 
this  gave  her  more  sincere  pleasure  than  money 
spent  on  herself  could  have  done. 

For  the  first  time  in  her  life,  she  was  trying  to 
make  a  dress.  Frances'  merino  had  been  made  by 
a  dress-maker,  but  Mabel  allowed  herself  no  such 
indulgence.     The    dark    chocolate    material    was 

II.  B 


242  NOETHWODE   PRIOET. 

spread  upon  the  table,  and  brown  paper  patterns 
were  pinned  upon  it,  while  Mabel  bent  over  them, 
scissors  in  hand,  as  intent  upon  her  occupation,  as 
if  her  life  depended  upon  the  success  of  this  first 
dress.  On  a  chair  near,  lay  a  pattern  gown  and 
a  second  straw  bonnet — indeed  the  whole  room 
looked  as  if  it  were  a  dress-maker's  work-room. 

She  was  startled  by  a  double  knock  at  the  front 
door.  The  first  moment  a  thrill  of  dismay  passed 
over  her,  but,  gathering  up  her  courage,  she  recol- 
lected that  industry  was  no  crime,  and  although  it 
might  have  been  wiser  to  carry  her  work  up  stairs  at 
the  commencement,  yet  such  prudence  is  generally 
bought  by  experience,  and  she  could  only  resolve 
it  should  not  happen  again.  Determined  to  be 
superior  to  any  foolish'  shame,  she  gathered  the 
dresses  together,  and  laid  them  neatly  over  the 
basket  of  ribbons,  leaving  her  work  untouched  on 
the  table,  that  her  occupation  might  be  seen  at  the 
first  glance. 

Presently  the  door  opened,  and  Judith  announced 
"  Mrs.  Grrahame."  Mabel's  heart  would  have  failed 
her,  but  for  the  immediate  entrance  of  the  stately 
figure  in  black,  which  gave  her  no  time  for  medi- 
tating on  her  own  sensations. 

"  Good  morning.  Miss  Hesketh,"  said  the  delibe- 
rate, frigid  voice.  "  I  hope  I  am  not  disturbing 
you." 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  said  Mabel,  bringing  forward 
a  chair.  "  You  must  not  think  you  are  interrupt- 
ing me  because  you  find  me  busy  :  I  am  generally 
busy  now." 

It  was  somewhat  disconcerting  to  observe  that, 
while  talking,  Mrs.  Grahame's  cold,  inquiring  grey 
eye  wandered  round  the  room,  to  the  furniture, 
pictures,  paper — taking  everything  in,  from  the 
Kidderminster  carpet  to  the  cheap  paper.  Ma- 
bel felt  certain  that  in  that  survey  nothing  escaped 
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observation ;  and  that  the  piercing,  unfeeling  eye 
saw  and  knew  everything,  even  to  the  sixteen-pence 
a-yard  that  the  cobourg  dress  had  cost,  and  the  old 
bonnet  ribbons  which  lay  concealed  beneath  the 
dresses  in  the  basket. 

She  felt  proud  and  annoyed,  for  Mrs.  Grahame 
had  allowed  nine  months  to  elapse  without  calling 
on  them,  and  now  it  appeared  as  if  curiosity  alone 
bad  brought  her.  This,  and  the  consciousness  that 
Mrs.  Grahame's  manner  was  more  distant  and  con- 
descending than  ever,  combined  to  make  Mabel  as 
self-possessed  and  dignified  as  her  visitor. 

"I  hope  you  are  quite  settled  in  at  last,"  ob- 
served Mrs.  Grahame. 

"  Yes,  thank  you,  we  have  been  so  for  more  than 
six  months  now." 

"  Indeed — and  you  find  the  house  large  enough 
for  you." 

"  Yes,  for  as  my  sister  and  brother  are  not  with 
us,  there  are  only  papa  and  I,  and  it  is  more  than 
large  enough  for  us." 

"  I  was  not  aware  your  sister  was  absent ;  you 
must  miss  her  very  much." 

"  I  do,  for  I  am  alone  the  greater  part  of  the 
day ;  but  I  generally  have  plenty  to  do,  and  I 
always  have  papa  in  the  evening." 

"  I  suppose  you  take  a  great  interest  in  your 
garden ;  I  see  you  still  have  a  great  many  flowers." 

"  Yes,  but  the  beauty  of  my  garden  is  gone  ;  it 
has  been  very  pretty.  I  shall  miss  it  sadly  during 
the  winter,  for  I  found  a  sort  of  companionship  in 
it  while  papa  was  away." 

The  conversation  was  naturally  very  superficial 
and  forced,  between  two  such  uncongenial  minds, 
and  after  a  moment's  pause  Mabel  fell  back  in 
despair  upon  the  view. 

"  Yes,  you  have  a  very  fine  view.  Are  those 
the  grounds  of  Monckton  Court?"  and  Mrs.  Gra- 
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hame's  voice  had  an  intonation  that  made  Mabel 
colour. 

"  Those  sloping  woods  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
river  are  the  Monckton  woods.  They  will  be  beau- 
tiful in  a  month's  time,  when  the  autumnal  tinta 
are  a  little  stronger." 

"  And  so  your  sister  is  visiting  her  friends,"  ob- 
served Mrs.  Grahame,  when  they  had  returned 
from  the  window. 

"  No,  she  is  not  visiting  friends." 

"  Staying  with  her  brother  in  London,  probably." 

"  Oh!  no,  Dudley  lives  with  Mr.  Colby  ;  he  has 
no  room  to  offer  visitors." 

"  Is  it  a  secret,  then  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Grahame, 
smiling,  and  intending  to  speak  playfully,  althougli 
her  tone  conveyed  nothing  but  a  determination  to 
gratify  her  curiosity. 

"  No" — and  Mabel  hesitated.  A  short  struggle 
went  on  in  her  mind.  If  it  had  only  been  any  one 
but  Mrs.  Grahame  !  Then,  with  the  truest,  noblest 
kind  of  pride — pride  in  their  own  integrity,  and  in 
the  consciousness  of  having  nothing  to  blush  for, 
she  said  :  "  My  sister  has  taken  a  situation  as  com- 
panion to  a  lady  residing  at  Bramshaw  in shire. 

It  was  necessary  that  there  should  be  a  sacrifice 
made  of  some  sort,  and  my  dear  sister  preferred 
making  it  herself  to  allowing  it  to  fall  upon  those 
she  cared  for." 

"  Indeed  ;  I  hope  she  is  comfortable." 

*' As  much  so  as  she  expected  to  be,  thank  you." 

"  Surely  it  is  a  recent  arrangement." 

"No— not  very." 

"  I  am  surprised  I  should  not  have  heard  of  it 
before." 

It  was  so  disagreeable  to  talk  to  Mrs.  Grahame 
on  such  a  subject,  that  Mabel  changed  the  con- 
versation :  at  length  it  came  round  to  Dudley. 

"  He  is  still  with  papa's  friend,  Mr.  Colby,  in 
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London,  and  much  more  reconciled  to  town  life 
than  at  first.  It  was  a  great  change  to  him  from 
Peverstone,  where  he  had  been  accustomed  to  riding 
and  driving,  and  country  sports,  to  be  forced  to  sit 
at  a  desk  the  greater  part  of  the  day." 

"  When  do  you  expect  to  have  him  at  home 
again  ?" 

"  Not  for  a  long  time ;  as  he  is  resolved  to  devote 
himself  to  his  business,  papa  thinks  it  wisest  not  to 
disturb  him.  After  a  month  or  six  weeks  in  the 
country,  he  might  find  it  hard  to  settle  in  to  work 
again." 

"I  have  very  good  accounts  from  my  son,"  ob- 
served Mrs.  Grrahame,  thinking  that  after  such  a 
lapse  of  time  she  could  mention  him  with  safety ; 
and  having  also  a  motive  in  doing  so. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Mabel,  quietly. 

"He  is  at  Oxford  at  present,"  continued  Mrs. 
Grrahame.  "  He  spent  the  spring  in  Scotland,  with 
his  cousin.  Lord  Eoray,  and  enjoyed  himself  ex- 
ceedingly. The  bracing  mountain  air,  and  a  great 
deal  of  horse  exercise,  as  well  as  the  society  he 
entered  into  while  at  Eoray  Castle,  did  him  a  great 
deal  of  good,  and  he  has  returned  to  Oxford  to 
apply  himself  more  diligently  than  ever  to  his 
books.  He  tells  me  that  his  tutor  expects  him 
to  distinguish  himself." 

"  I  hope  he  may  do  so,"  was  the  reply. 

"  He  would  be  a  degenerate  Grrahame  if  he  did 
not.  He  has  pressing  invitations  to  return  to 
Scotland,  and  I  hope  he  may  accept  them,  as  the 
climate  agrees  so  well  with  his  health  and  spirits. 
Lord  Foray's  eldest  daughter.  Miss  Buchanan,  is  a 
most  beautiful  and  accomplished  girl,  and  has  lately 
returned  from  Paris,  where  she  had  every  advan- 
tage that  money  and  rank  could  purchase  ;  she  was 
a  delightful  companion  for  Hugh ;  indeed,  they 
were  all  so  fond  of  him  that  it  was  with  difficulty  he 
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could  tear  himself  away  to  resume  his  studies,"  and 
Mrs.  Grahame  turned  a  merciless  eye  upon  Mabel. 

A  slight,  very  slight  flush,  tinged  May's  cheek, 
but  in  a  perfectly  composed  tone,  she  said — 

'*  Indeed  !  I  hope  that  success  may  follow  him 
through  life — the  best  and  highest  kind  of  success, 
I  mean,  the  only  sort  worth  having." 

How  little  such  a  hope  was  comprehended  or 
appreciated,  the  look  that  was  turned  upon  her 
proved.  It  contained  a  small  portion  of  astonish- 
ment at  the  presumption  that  could  make  Mabel 
Hesketh  express  a  wish  for  Hugh  Grahame — a  con- 
siderable amount  of  contempt  for  the  wish  itself — 
and  there  lingered  in  it  no  small  satisfaction  at 
having  raised  a  blush,  ever  so  faint,  on  Mabel's 
cheek,  by  the  prearranged  speech,  which  was  in- 
tended to  crush  any  existent  affection  for  him, 
there  might  still  be  in  her  heart. 

But  the  satisfaction  arose  from  a  misconception. 
The  sisterly  regard  that  Mabel  had  once  felt  for  him, 
had  become  little  else  but  a  sad  memory.  It  had 
been  rooted  on  esteem,  and  when  the  foundation 
perished,  the  life  that  had  clung  to  it  withered  and 
faded,  and  a  withered  plant  is  little  sensible  to  the 
touch  of  the  knife.  Pain  and  grief  Mrs.  Gra- 
liame's  intelligence  did  give  her,  for  it  confirmed 
her  previous  doubt  whether  her  old  affection  had 
not  been  misplaced ;  but  it  brought  no  acute  suf- 
fering, for  with  the  pride  and  dignity  of  a  true 
woman's  heart,  the  unworthy  object  had  long 
ceased  to  be  dwelt  upon  with  any  feelings,  but 
those  of  sorrow  and  disappointment.  Her  regard 
had  been  cast  aside  as  worthless,  and  maiden-pride 
forbade  that  affection  should  still  be  bestowed 
where  it  was  no  longer  desired.  She  might  grieve 
over  a  change  in  him,  for  a  young  lady  fresh  from 
a  foreign  education  was  not  such  as  would  formerly 
have  gained  his  regard,  but  her  grief  was  alloyed 
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by  no  intrusion  of  self,  for  she  felt  assured  that 
their  paths  in  life  were  destined  to  be  widely  asun- 
der, and  Mrs.  Grahame's  observations  only  in- 
creased this  belief. 

Yet,  she  could  not  but  feel  that  the  penetrating 
eye  had  been  turned  upon  her  with  a  purpose,  and 
although  it  had  fallen  harmless,  that  purpose,  in- 
stinct told  her,  was  one  of  the  most  cruel  and 
deliberate  a  woman  could  entertain. 

She  changed  the  conversation,  by  inquiring 
whether  Mrs.  Grahame  knew  the  Collingwoods. 

"Yes,"  and  Mrs.  Grahame  added  what  delight- 
ful people  they  were,  and  what  an  acquisition  to 
Peverstone — the  place  seemed  quite  changed — so 
much  more  life  in  it  than  formerly.  The  Pever- 
stone people  had  great  reason  to  rejoice  at  obtain- 
ing such  neighbours. 

"  I  think  they  are  the  kindest  and  most  chari- 
table people,  in  word  and  in  action,  that  I  ever 
met  with,"  said  Mabel;  "so  thoughtful  for  other 
people's  feelings,  and  so  full  of  sympathy  and  con- 
sideration— we  are  indeed  fortunate  in  gaining 
such  friends." 

Mrs.  Grahame  fully  appreciated  all  that  was  im- 
plied in  this  speech,  but  many  years  had  passed 
since  she  had  felt  shame  or  self-reproach,  and  the 
only  effect  it  produced,  was  that  of  making  her 
think  there  was  more  in  Mabel  Hesketh  than  she 
had  imagined. 

"  I  was  glad  to  hear  it  mentioned  accidentally 
the  other  day,"  said  Mrs.  Grahame,  "that  your 
brother's  business  seemed  to  be  improving  in 
Peverstone." 

"  Indeed  !"  was  all  Mabel  vouchsafed  by  way  of 
reply,  too  much  annoyed  at  hearing  remarks  upon 
their  private  concerns  from  such  a  quarter,  to  say 
more. 

"  With  a  young  family  it  must  be  an  anxious 
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thing,"  continued  her  visitor.  "No  doubt  his 
father's  name  being  attached  to  his  own  must  help 
him  a  great  deal ;  indeed  my  informant  observed 
that  it  had  been  chiefly  instrumental  in  regaining 
a  business  for  him." 

"  E-eport  is,  as  usual,  very  busy  with  other  peo- 
ple's affairs  then,  I  conclude,"  said  May,  in  her 
coldest  tone  of  reserve. 

"  Ah !  yes — Peverstone  is  a  sadly  gossiping 
place,  as  no  doubt  you  have  found  out." 

"  We  never  entered  into  any  of  the  gossip,"  re- 
plied Mabel,  with  dignity.  "I  believe  all  places 
are  the  same,  if  one  is  disposed  to  listen  to  it." 

At  length  Mrs.  Grahame  rose,  and  Mabel 
breathed  more  freely.  "  Pray  do  not  be  in  a 
hurry  to  return  my  visit,"  said  the  former,  at 
parting  ;  "  I  know  your  time  is  much  occupied." 

The  injunction  was  unnecessary,  for  Mabel  had 
already  resolved  that  many  months  should  elapse 
before  the  visit  was  repaid. 

When  the  gate  had  closed  upon  her  visitor,  she 
returned  to  the  drawing-room,  to  profit  by  ex- 
perience, and  remove  her  work  into  an  upstair 
room.  She  felt  but  little  ruffled  by  the  visit,  al- 
though there  had  been  much  said  that  might  have 
left  a  sting  behind.  Perhaps  this  could  be  ac- 
counted for  by  her  feelings  being  regulated  by  the 
principle, 

"  Let  the  world  take  us  as  she  may, 
We  must  not  change  our  road — " 

SO  that  while  she  acted  conscientiously,  external 
vexations  soon  passed  over,  leaving  her  calm  and 
contented  again. 

She  was  very  much  more  cheerful  and  active 
now  than  before  Prances  left.  Her  time  was  fully 
occupied  ;  she  never  spent  an  idle  moment  from  her 
father's  departure  in  the  morning  till  his  return  in 
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the  evening.  As  Judith  was  unassisted  in  the 
household  work  she  was  very  careful  to  give  her 
no  unnecessary  trouble,  and  thus  a  great  deal  of 
needlework  devolved  upon  her ;  while  her  earnest 
endeavours  to  economise,  and  curtail  all  needless 
expenses,  occasioned  considerable  thought  and 
contrivance.  Tet,  however  diligently  her  day  had 
been  spent,  Mr.  Hesketh  always  found  a  smiling 
face  watching  for  his  return,  and  her  unselfish 
affection  made  her  take  care  that  he  should  feel 
none  of  the  anxious  thought  and  self-denial,  which 
were  her  daily  portion. 

She  flew  out  to  meet  her  father  as  usual,  this 
day,  on  his  return,  liking  him  to  think  he  was 
watched  for,  and  welcomed  to  his  home ;  but  after 
the  first  kiss  she  saw  an  expression  in  his  face  that 
she  did  not  understand,  and  observed  how  pale  he 
was. 

"  Is  anything  the  matter  ?" 

"Nothing  nearly  concerning  ourselves,  thank 
God  !"  he  replied,  as  he  sank  into  a  seat,  evidently 
a  good  deal  overcome.  "  It  is  only  that  I  have 
been  very  much  shocked.  Mr.  Lushington  is 
dead !" 

Mabel  made  no  remark,  and  there  was  a  long 
silence,  for  the  words  conveyed  too  much  thrilling 
awe  for  either  to  speak  immediately.  True,  Mr. 
Lushington  was  not  a  friend,  but  he  was  one  whom 
they  had  known  intimately,  seen  constantly,  and 
one  of  those  strong,  hale  men  with  whom  the 
thought  of  death  is  never  associated.  There  was 
reason  to  fear,  also,  that  he  had  been  one  who 
thought  little  about  it  himself.  He  had  been  edu- 
cated to  look  upon  money  as  the  one  object  of 
life,  and  while  outwardly  religious,  inasmuch  as  he 
was  to  be  seen  in  his  seat  in  Church,  every  Sunday, 
accompanied  by  his  wife  and  daughter,  yet,  it  was 
to  be  feared  that  with  the  dawn  of  Monday,  and 
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the  reopening  of  business,  religion  and  God's 
House  were  forgotten. 

No  harsh  words  were  passed  upon  him  by  the 
Heskeths,  although  latterly  he  had  proved  himself 
anything  but  a  friend  to  them.  Both  felt  that 
such  a  death  was  indescribably  awful,  not  to  be 
thought  of  without  fear  and  trembling,  and  both 
turned  from  contemplating  it,  deeming  it  wisest 
not  to  meditate  on  what  was  hid  from  their  sight. 

"  How  did  it  happen  ?"  asked  Mabel,  at  length. 

"  Quite  suddenly — in  his  office ;  he  was  alone. 
Dr.  Grainger  thought  it  was  determination  of 
blood  to  the  head." 

"Alone— was  he?" 

"  Yes  ;  the  clerks  first  discovered  it,  and  sent  for 
Dr.  Grainger,  but  it  was  too  late.  It  must  have 
been  very  sudden  ;  the  head  clerk,  Jenkyns,  had 
been  with  him  only  twenty  minutes  before." 

"  What  a  shock  for  them  all !" 

"  Dr.  Grainger  himself  broke  it  to  Mrs.  Lush- 
ington ;  she  wouldn't  believe  it  at  first,  and  in- 
sisted on  seeing  him,  but  when  they  allowed  her  to 
see  him  she  fainted.     O,  May  !  it  is  very  awful." 

"  Poor  Mrs.  Lushington  !"  sighed  Mabel. 

"  How  little  I  thought  it  when  I  passed  him  in 
the  street  yesterday,  looking  as  stout  and  healthy 
as  possible!" 

"  Will  Mrs.  Lushington  be  well  provided  for?" 

"  Oh  !  yes  ;  he  has  realised  thousands  a-year  for 
many  years.  There  is  no  man  in  this  part  of  the 
country,  out  of  Kilminster,  with  such  a  business. 
He  had  all  the  county  families." 

"And  now  there  is  no  one  to  take  his  place," 
said  Mabel,  and  her  heart  beat  fast. 

There  was  no  answer  ;  "  Papa,  I  hope  it  is  not 
wrong — but  may  not  this  make  a  difference — to 
William,  and  to  you  ?" 

"  God  knows,"  was   the  solemn  reply.     "  Try 
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not  to  think  about  it,  May  ;  let  us  only  strive  that 
our  last  end  may  not  be  like  his." 

The  afternoon  was  spent  over  law  papers,  and 
Mabel,  who  was  constantly  on  the  watch  to  help 
her  father,  was  employed  in  writing  letters  and 
sorting  papers.  Mr.  Hesketh  was  very  much 
shocked  at  the  sudden  death  of  his  old  acquaintance, 
as  Mabel  discovered,  for  he  continually  reverted  to 
it  as  if  unable  to  banish  it  from  his  thoughts. 

Towards  five  o'clock,  her  portion  of  the  work  be- 
ing finished,  she  stole  away.  When  she  came 
down  stairs  again  with  her  bonnet  on,  Mr.  Hesketh 
caught  sight  of  her  through  the  open  door. 

'*  Where  are  you  going  ?" 

**  To  Church,  papa ;  I  generally  go  when  I  am 
able,  but  if  you  want  me  I  will  stay  at  home." 

A  sudden  thought  occurred  to  her — could  it  be 
that  her  hopes,  her  prayers  were  going  to  be  an- 
swered ?  She  held  her  breath,  waiting  for  what 
should  come  next.  Oh  !  unexpected  joy,  the  words, 
"  We  will  go  together,  my  Mayflower  ;  who  knows 
but  this  may  be  sent  as  a  warning  ?" 

Nine  or  ten  months  before  she  had  fancied 
happiness  was  gone  for  ever.  Oh !  faithless, 
doubting  May!  Could  any  joy  be  more  pure, 
more  full  of  holy  delight  than  this  ? 
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**  Thine  earthly  course  is  run — 

Thou  art  gone  hence  in  joy  ; 
Thy  long  day's  work  at  length  is  done — 

Thy  recompense  is  nigh. 
In  tears  we  saw  thee  sow, 

But  e'en  while  yet  'twas  day, 
Thou  reap'st  the  grace  which  now  we  know 

Has  wiped  them  all  away." 

SCHMOLEK. 

Time  passed  swiftly  by.  Mabel's  unvaried  life  of 
constant  employment  left  her  no  leisure  to  muse 
on  the  flight  of  weeks  and  months,  and  Christmas 
came  and  went  almost  before  she  had  begun  to 
think  about  it. 

It  had  been  necessarily  a  sad  Christmas  in  some 
ways,  for  this  season  of  joy  and  union  had  never  be- 
fore found  them  separated ;  and  in  spite  of  know- 
ing that  their  hearts  and  thoughts  were  together, 
all  missed  the  happy  gatherings  round  the  yule 
log  on  Christmas  Eve,  and  the  sober  joy  that 
Christmas  Day,  with  its  thoughts  and  associations, 
so  intertwined  with  the  Priory,  had  never  failed  to 
bring. 

It  had  been  sorrowful — to  Frances,  in  her  un- 
congenial home,  embittered  by  ceaseless  trials  and 
mortifications — to  Dudley,  in  the  oppressive  atmos- 
phere of  a  London  house,  with  no  companion  save 
the  essentially  business-like  old  bachelor,  with 
whom  he  resided,  who  either  had  never  known,  or 
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had  forgotten  what  "  home"  meant — to  Hugh,  in 
his  lonely  lodging  by  the  sea-side,  whither  he  had 
gone  to  avoid  the  pain  of  returning  to  Peverstone, 
and  where  he  sat  over  his  cheerless  hearth,  brood- 
ing 'over  his  last  Christmas,  and  the  hopes  and 
dreams  that  had  made  it  so  bright  and  joyous,  and 
the  cloud  that  had  since  passed  over  his  life. 

Sad,  but  peacefully  sad,  it  was  to  Mr.  Hesketh 
and  Mabel,  for  there  was  much  they  could  find 
comfort  in,  much  that  made  it  a  season  of  thankful- 
ness, apart  from  the  event  of  which  it  was  com- 
memorative. William,  active  and  energetic,  at 
length  viewing  life  and  his  responsibilities  aright, 
and  toiling  here  in  the  hope  of  rest  hereafter ; 
Frances,  sacrificing  herself  for  those  she  loved, 
gaining,  under  healthful  discipline  and  Mina's 
influence,  a  more  trustful,  humble,  controlled 
spirit ;  Dudley,  acquiring  strength  of  mind  and 
self-respect,  in  his  new  and  independent  position, 
learning  to  consider  duty  more  and  self  less  ;  was 
not  this  much  for  a  father  to  be  thankful  for  ? — 
much  to  make  his  Christmas  one  of  "joy  in  sad- 
ness ?" 

He  might  have  many  reasons  for  regretting  and 
sighing  over  the  Priory — he  might  have  many  trials 
and  discomforts  in  his  present  home,  but,  assuredly, 
he  had  never  before  had  the  comfort  in  his  children 
that  he  had  that  year.  Their  Christmas  letters 
had  been  full  of  aff'ection,  full  of  resolutions  that 
the  ensuing  year  should  not  be  unprofitably  spent. 

But  the  season  of  rest  and  refreshment  passed, 
and  life's  realities  began  again.  Little  occurred  to 
diversify  their  quiet  routine  of  daily  duties,  until 
Easter  came,  and  then  Mabel  entreated  her  father 
to  examine  the  housekeeping  accounts,  as  he  had 
done  the  previous  summer,  when  Frances  was 
manager. 

A  far  pleasanter  task  he  found  it.     Mabel's  ac- 
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count-book  was  a  model  of  neatness  and  method ; 
and  as  she  had  no  bills  beyond  weekly  ones,  there 
could  be  no  fear  that  the  income  w^ould  not  meet 
the  expenses.  All  old  accounts  had  been  settled 
at  the  beginning  of  the  new  year,  and  Mr.  Hes- 
keth's  surprise  was  extreme,  when  he  found  that 
not  only  would  the  income  cover  all  demands  upon 
it,  but  that  there  was  also  a  small  surplus  for  Wil- 
liam and  Dora. 

"  I  promised  it  you,  did  I  not,  papa  ?"  exclaimed 
Mabel,  triumphantly. 

'*  You  did,  certainly,  May,  but  I  never  expected 
it.     How  welcome  it  will  be  to  William  !" 

"  Only  it  is  such  a  very  small  sum." 

"  Still  it  will  relieve  them  from  any  pressing  dif- 
ficulties." 

"  Ought  they  to  be  in  pressing  difficulties, 
papa  ?" 

"It  is  no  fault  of  theirs.  You  see,  May,  al- 
though our  business  has  marvellously  increased 
since  Mr.  Lushington's  death,  so  that  in  a  short 
time  we  shall,  I  trust,  be  in  most  prosperous  cir- 
cumstances, yet  w^e  have  no  ready  money,  and  from 
this  poor  William  is  suffering.  His  expenses  have 
been  very  moderate,  but  until  Mr.  Lushington's 
death  our  business  was  exceedingly  limited.  Now, 
thank  God  !  I  have  no  fear  but  that  with  perse- 
verance we  shall  prosper." 

Happily,  the  Heskeths  had  been  earnestly  devoted 
to  their  business  for  some  time  previous  to  Mr. 
Lushington's  death ;  and  in  spite  of  a  new  lawyer 
having  established  himself  in  Peverstone,  much  of 
the  valuable  portion  of  Mr.  Lushington's  business 
had  fallen  to  their  share.  Their  connection  was 
increasing  daily,  and  Mabel  had  the  happiness  of 
seeing  the  look  of  care  pass  from  her  father's  brow, 
and  of  hearing  him  speak  of  the  future  with  re- 
newed confidence  and  hope. 
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How  Mabel  had  contrived  to  pay  all  bills  and 
save  this  little  sum  out  of  her  weekly  allowance, 
Mr.  Hesketh  never  knew.  He  attributed  it  to  her 
extraordinary  management,  and  their  decreased 
household ;  and  Judith  alone  was  aware  of  how  it 
had  been  accomplished.  She  was  the  only  one 
from  whom  Mabel  could  not  conceal  the  privations 
by  which  it  had  been  obtained.  No  one  else  knew, 
that  through  all  the  cold  winter  months  the  little 
fire  lighted  for  Mr.  Hesketh' s  breakfast,  had  care- 
fully been  removed,  when  he  left  the  house,  nor 
lighted  again  until  the  time  of  his  return ;  and  that 
Mabel  had  endured  the  piercing  cold  with  unflinch- 
ing cheerfulness,  because  she  was  doing  it  for  her 
brother.  It  was  the  same  in  everything  through- 
out the  day.  Prances  might  writhe  under  slights 
and  annoyances,  but  Mabel,  in  her  home,  bore 
much  more,  without  a  murmur,  through  that  severe 
winter,  and  without  the  soothing  knowledge  that 
she  was  winning  love  and  gratitude  from  those  for 
whom  she  was  doiug  it. 

Mr.  Hesketh  knew  nothing  of  Mabel's  life 
during  his  absence,  and  only  her  earnest  and  even 
tearful  entreaties  kept  Judith  silent  on  the  subject. 
If  he  noticed  that  May's  cheek  was  pale  and  thin, 
he  supposed  it  to  be  owing  to  all  she  had  gone 
through,  and  only  told  her  affectionately  to  take 
care  of  herself. 

It  was  a  pleasant  surprise  to  Dora  when  Mabel 
emptied  her  savings  into  her  lap,  and  told  her  they 
were  intended  for  an  Easter  gift. 

"  Where  did  it  come  from  ?  You  can  never  have 
saved  it.  May  !     How  did  you  manage  it  ?" 

"In  various  ways,"  said  Mabel,  in  a  bright 
tone.  " '  Where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way,'  you 
know." 

"  But  really — do  explain  to  me.  I  can't  fancy 
you  have  really  saved  it  out  of  your  small  income." 
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"  Why,  it  is  not  such  a  large  sum.  I  will  tell 
you  one  way,  if  you  like.  I  read  in  a  book,  one  day, 
that  Mary  Lecsinska,  the  good  wife  of  Louis  XV. 
never  bought  anything  she  fancied  until  four-and- 
twenty  hours  had  elapsed :  and  I  took  this  for  my 
rule.  I  believe  it  has  saved  me  many  pounds  during 
the  last  nine  months,  and  I  have  been  quite  aston- 
ished to  find,  that  although  a  thing  may  appear 
absolutely  necessary  at  the  time,  yet  four-and- 
tw^enty  hours'  deliberation  often  makes  you  see 
that  you  can  get  on  very  well  without  it." 

"  I  shall  certainly  try  that  rule,"  observed  Dora. 

One  morning,  as  Mr.  Hesketh  was  preparing  to 
start  for  the  office,  they  were  surprised  by  the  ab- 
rupt entrance  of  Mr.  Chase.  He  had  received  a 
telegraphic  message  from  Bramshaw,  to  say  that 
his  sister  was  rapidly  sinking,  and  the  motive  of  his 
visit  was  too  urgent  to  admit  of  the  usual  formalities 
of  knocking  and  ringing.  Mina  had  expressed  an 
earnest  wish  to  see  Mabel  once  more,  and  the  tele- 
graphic message  which  was  despatched  by  Frances 
ended  with  the  words,  "  Entreat  M.  to  come." 

"  Of  course  I  will  go,  if  papa  can  spare  me,"  said 
Mabel,  in  answer  to  his  inquiring  look. 

"  Go  by  all  means,"  said  her  father. 

"  I  have  no  time  to  waste,"  said  Mr.  Chase,  who 
only  showed  signs  of  feeling  by  increased  brusquerie 
of  manner,  and  sternness  in  his  voice  and  words. 
"I  can  give  you  eight  minutes,"  he  continued, 
looking  at  his  watch  ;  can  you  be  ready  in  that 
time  ?  If  so,  we  will  go  together,  if  not  I  am 
afraid  I  cannot  w^ait." 

"  I  will  be  quite  ready,"  and  Mabel  flew  ofi",  to 
call  Judith  and  put  together  a  few  necessary  things 
in  a  small  carpet-bag,  as  there  was  no  way  of 
sending  a  box  into  the  town. 

"I  will  carry  that,"  said  Mr.  Chase,  when  she 
reappeared.     "Now,  if  you  are   ready   we   must 
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start,  for  the  eight  minutes  are  quite  up.  I  hope 
you  won't  be  tired." 

"  Papa — good-bye." 

"  I  am  coming  with  you ;  Mr.  Chase,  you  must 
take  care  of  her ;  she  is  not  equal  to  very  much 
fatigue." 

He  looked  a  little  uneasy ;  taking  care  of  a  lady 
was  not  quite  in  his  way,  and  he  had  a  vague  terror 
of  nerves  and  fainting  fits.  Fortunately  Mabel 
was  not  disposed  that  way,  or  the  furious  pace 
at  which  he  started  would  have  brought  on  all  the 
evils  he  anticipated. 

Happily  she  had  her  father's  arm  to  cling  to,  and 
when  he  heard  her  gasping  for  breath  before  they 
reached  the  top  of  the  first  ascent,  at  the  foot  of 
which  the  cottage  stood,  he  observed, 

"  If  you  will  go  on  and  get  the  fly  in  readiness, 
I  will  follow  more  slowly  with  Mabel.  This  is  too 
fast  walking  for  her." 

After  this  commencement,  she  felt  a  little  anxious 
when  forced  to  leave  her  father's  guardianship ; 
a  second  caution  that  she  must  be  taken  care  of 
was  given  as  they  drove  ofi",  and  answered  by,  "  I 
will  do  my  best." 

"  What  is  taking  care  of  a  lady  ?"  thought  poor 
Mr.  Chase,  when  he  found  himself  actually  alone 
with  Mabel.  His  ideas  on  the  subject  were  some- 
what vague  and  indefinite,  but  earnestly  desirous 
to  fulfil  his  promise,  he  commenced  by  drawing  up 
both  windows,  and  entreating  her  to  wrap  herself 
up  in  a  shawl  that  hung  across  her  arm. 

"  Oh !  no,  indeed,  it  is  going  to  be  such  a  hot 
day,  and,  unless  you  wish  it,  I  would  rather  have 
one  of  the  windows  down;  I  am  afraid  the  heat 
will  give  me  a  head-ache." 

"  A  head-ache  !"  He  had  heard  much  of  that 
most  incomprehensible  of  maladies,  but  he  never 
could  force  himself  fully  to  believe  in  it.     Even 

II.  s 
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a  cold  was  better  than  a  head-ache,  and  did  not 
come  on  so  rapidly,  and  both  windows  were  drawn 
down  again,  and  the  old  question  suggested  itself, 
"  "What  is  taking  care  of  a  lady  ?" 

There  was  no  hope  of  solving  it,  and  the  most 
simple  way  was  to  ask  Mabel  herself. 

"  "What  did  your  father  mean  when  he  said  I  was 
to  take  care  of  you  ?" 

"  Well,  that  is  not  an  easy  question  to  answer," 
replied  May,  smiling.  "  I  think  the  best  and 
easiest  way  of  doing  it  is  to  allow  me  to  ask  you  for 
anything  I  want,  just  as  I  should  papa  if  he  were 
here  ;  and  if  you  give  me  leave  to  do  this,  you  need 
not  have  any  more  anxiety  about  me :  and  you 
won't  find  me  much  trouble." 

"  I  don't  mind  any  trouble,"  he  said,  eagerly ; 
"  but  if  you  will  promise  to  do  this,  you  will  set 
my  mind  very  much  at  rest.  You  know  I  don't 
understand  ladies." 

"  The  wish  to  be  kind  is  the  great  thing." 

*'  If  you  were  a  labourer's  wife  with  an  idle  hus- 
band and  eleven  children,  I  should  know  what  to 
do,"  continued  Mr.  Chase  ;  "  but  it  would  be  of  no 
use  now  to  offer  you  soup  tickets,  or  advise  you  to 
set  your  husband  a  good  example  in  industry,  or 
recommend  that  the  children  should  have  their 
faces  washed,  and  their  hair  cut  and  combed.  You 
see  I  understand  all  this  well  enough,  but  when 
I  am  told  to  take  care  of  a  lady  who  has  no  idle 
husband,  no  back  rent,  and  no  stories  of  dead  pigs 
and  lost  donkeys,  I  feel  like  a  carpenter  would  be 
likely  to  feel,  who  had  been  employed  for  years  in 
making  cases  for  organs  and  pianos,  and  was  sud- 
denly told  to  sit  down  and  play  upon  the  instru- 
ment." 

"  Not  a  good  simile,"  said  Mabel,  smiling,  "  for 
the  profession  of  the  carpenter  is  less  exalted 
than   that   of  the   musiciau,   while   yours   is   the 
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highest  and  best  of  all.  "What  should  we  think 
of  a  Clergyman  who  understood  well  how  to 
take  care  of  ladies,  but  had  little  or  no  sympathy 
with  the  poor  creatures  he  had  vowed  to  labour 
amongst  ?" 

"  Thank  you,"  was  the  reply.  "  You  always  un- 
derstand me.  I  would  rather  be  as  I  am  than  what 
is  commonly  called  a  '  lady's  man  ;'  but  sometimes  I 
wish  I  was  a  little  less  like  a  bear." 

It  was  a  long,  tedious  journey,  and  towards  the 
end  of  it  Mr.  Chase  grew  sad  and  thoughtful. 
Mabel  longed  to  show  some  sympathy,  but  scarcely 
dared,  for  she  knew  little  of  his  private  feelings, 
and  feared  to  intrude  upon  his  sorrow.  Yet  it 
seemed  unkind  to  show  no  participation  in  his 
grief,  when  he  had  latterly  shared  so  many  joys 
and  sorrows  with  her,  and  at  length  her  warm 
heart  overcame  her  shyness. 

"  I  wish  you  knew  how  very  much  I  feel  for 
you,"  was  all  she  said,  but  the  tears  that  filled  her 
eyes  said  more. 

"I  know  you  do,"  he  said,  sadly.  "I  have  seen 
for  years  that  there  was  no  hope,  that  sooner  or 
later  consumption  would  end  her  sufferings,  but 
now  I  seem  never  to  have  realised  it  until  to-day. 
You  see  men  in  the  world  sometimes  lose  their 
sisters  almost  without  pain  or  grief;  they  have  other 
relations  to  turn  to,  and  in  a  few  weeks  the  blank 
appears  to  be  filled  up.  But,  with  me,  I  am  losing 
the  only  near  relation  I  have — the  only  one  on 
earth  who  cares  for  me.  For  years  we  have  stood 
alone  together  in  the  world,  and  when  Mina  is  gone, 
I  shall  be  quite  solitary.  No  one  can  tell  what  this 
really  is,  who  has  not  felt  it ;  to  have  no  human 
being  to  love,  or  to  be  loved  by ! — none  to  rejoice 
or  to  sorrow  with  you — none  whose  interests  are 
bound  up  with  yours — -who  have  loved  those  you 
have  loved,  and  shared  all  the  changes  of  your  life 
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— no  one  to  feel  for  you  when  you  are  ill — no  one 
to  shed  a  tear  over  you  whea  you  die  !" 

"But  that  will  never  be  your  case,"  exclaimed 
Mabel,  eagerly.  "  Tou  have  been  a  friend  to  too 
many  ever  to  find  yourself  without  friends." 

"Passing  friends,"  he  said,  sadly;  "but  there 
will  be  no  ties  to  bind  them  to  me,  and  new  inte- 
rests will  spring  up  around  them,  and  I  shall  be 
forgotten.  Yes — indeed  it  will  be  so,"  he  con- 
tinued, as  Mabel  interposed,  "  and  I  am  content 
with  my  lot.  I  believe  that  those  who  are  lonely 
in  this  life,  and  are  blessed  with  no  earthly  love, 
receive  a  larger  share  of  Heavenly  Love  to  atone 
for  it.  Why  should  we  murmur  if  this  be  so  ? 
Every  year  will  make  it  more  and  more  perfect — 
more  and  more  satisfying;  and  every  year  will 
bring  us  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  rest  that  awaits 
God's  people;  and  with  that  before  us,  the  longest 
life  will  seem  too  short  for  rendering  ourselves  fit 
to  be  classed  under  that  most  blessed  title." 

The  weary  journey  was  over  at  last.  Mabel 
scarcely  dared  to  ask  for  Mina  of  the  servant  who 
received  them,  but  Mr.  Chase  had  calmness  and 
resolution  for  everything.  "  Sinking  very  rapidly," 
was  the  reply,  and  the  words  were  scarcely  uttered, 
when  Frances,  having  heard  carriage  wheels,  came 
down  in  the  hope  that  they  might  be  arrived. 

"  My  darling  May !"  was  all  she  said,  as  their 
faces  were  pressed  together,  and  she,  for  the  first 
time  in  her  life,  fully  realised  what  it  was  to  have 
her  sister  in  her  arms.  "  How  thankful  I  am 
that  you  are  both  come,  and  while  I  am  here! 
Mina  is  expecting  you — she  heard  wheels,  and  felt 
sure  it  must  be  you.  Will  you  come  and  see  her 
at  once  ?" 

Mr.  Chase  assented,  and  Frances  led  the  way 
up  stairs.  At  the  door  of  Mina's  room  she  paused, 
and  turning  round  with  tearful  eyes,  said  in  a  low 
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voice,  "  It  is  such  peace  here.  Do  not  show  any 
violent  grief,  for  it  would  distress  her.  Indeed, 
when  you  see  her,  you  will  feel  that  grief  is  out  of 
place." 

May  stood  aside  that  Mr.  Chase  might  enter 
first,  which  he  did  with  the  words,  "  Peace  be  to 
this  house ;"  and  May  felt  that  if  ever  peace 
reigned  in  a  chamber  of  death,  it  was  to  be  found 
three. 

Could  the  white  sunken  face  that  lighted  up 
with  an  eager  smile,  as  they  entered,  be  indeed  that 
of  Mina  Chase  ?  Mabel  had  never  seen  any  one 
so  ill  before,  and  was  greatly  shocked.  She  re- 
mained out  of  sight,  while  the  brother  and  sister 
were  exchanging  their  quiet  greeting.  AVho  would 
have  guessed  the  love  that  existed  in  the  heart 
of  each  for  the  other,  who  saw  not  beneath  the 
silent  clasp  of  the  hands,  and  his  brief  but  earnest 
kiss  on  her  pale  forehead  ?  Who  would  have 
thought  that  in  losing  Mina  he  was  losing  the  only 
being  who  loved  him  on  earth  ? — or  that  in  leaving 
this  world,  her  one  cause  for  regret  was  that  her 
brother  would  be  left  alone  ?  Mabel  looked  below 
the  surface,  and  her  heart  ached  for  both. 

Presently,  Mina  asked  faintly,  "  Is  Mabel  here  ?" 
and  Mr.  Chase  moving  aside,  beckoned  her  to  come 
forward.  The  transparent  hands  closed  over  hers, 
and  as  she  kissed  her  several  times,  Mina  whispered, 
"  God  bless  you,  dear,  dear  May — thank  you  for 
coming." 

Mabel  dared  not  speak,  lest  she  should  excite 
her,  for  when  she  closed  her  eyes  from  utter  ex- 
haustion, the  pale,  motionless  face  looked  so  like 
death,  that  May  held  her  breath,  until  a  sign  of  life 
relieved  her  from  the  fear  that  she  had  already 
passed  away.  Her  eyes  involuntarily  sought  Mr, 
Chase's  face,  to  see  whether  the  same  doubt  had 
seized  him  ;  but  she  read  in  it  only  the  calm  cer- 


262  NOETHWODE   PEIOET. 

tainty  that  life  was  ebbing  fast ;  and  so  little 
of  self,  so  little  of  private  feeling,  was  written 
there,  that  she  knew  he  was  dwelling  rather  on  the 
glorious  future,  free  from  suffering,  that  was  open- 
ing upon  Mina,  than  on  the  desolation  that  would 
be  left  for  himself. 

"  Now  I  have  nothing  more  to  wish  for  in  this 
world,"  said  Mina,  with  a  faint  smile,  holding 
a  hand  of  each  within  hers.  "  Thank  Gron,  for 
having  spared  me  to  see  you.  0,  John  !  I  have  so 
many  things  to  be  thankful  for.*' 

"We  all  have,"  he  said,  earnestly,  kissing  her 
forehead  again.  "  May  God  only  make  us  truly 
thankful !     Have  you  had  much  suffering  ?" 

"  Not  more  than  I  had  strength  to  bear,"  was 
the  subdued  answer  ;  "  and  soon  it  may  all  be  over. 
I  cannot  realise  yet  what  freedom  from  pain  will 
be.  John,  will  you  pray  for  me  that  my  sins  may 
be  forgiven  ?  Sometimes,  when  I  recollect  all  that 
has  passed — all  that  I  have  done  wrong — it  seems 
as  if  no  repentance  could  atone — but  for  Jesus 
Cheist's  sake  God  will  forgive — pray  for  me  that 
it  may  be  so." 

Mabel  stole  from  the  room,  that  the  brother  and 
sister  might  be  left  alone.  Trances  was  waiting 
for  her  outside,  and  as  she  feared  Mrs.  Grant 
would  be  impatient  for  her  return,  May  offered  to 
walk  part  of  the  way  back  with  her. 

In  spite  of  the  sadness  which  she  could  not  help 
feeling,  when  she  left  Mina's  room,  more  on  Mr. 
Chase's  account  than  his  sister's,  it  was  real  happi- 
ness to  find  Frances  so  changed,  so  softened  and 
subdued,  so  much  more  like  what  she  had  longed 
for  in  a  sister.  They  walked  on  in  silence  for  some 
way,  when  May  asked  if  she  was  happy. 

"  Yes,  I  think  so — much,  much  happier  than  I 
ever  expected  to  be.  Eeal  happiness  I  cannot  hope 
for  in  such  a  position,  but  Mrs.  Grant  is  more 
good-humoured  and  reasonable   than  she  was  at 
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first,  and  I  think  she  is  getting  rather  fond  of 
me." 

"  You  have  been  a  good  deal  with  Mina  lately," 
observed  Mabel. 

"  Yes — at  first  because  to  be  with  her  seemed 
more  like  home  than  anything  else  here ;  but 
latterly,  for  her  own  sake.  She  is  very  good. 
May,"  and  Frances  sighed. 

"  I  think  she  is,  and  her  brother  too.  We  can- 
not fear  death  for  one,  who  has  so  long  been  pre- 
paring for  it,  and  who  appears  so  calm  and  trustful 
as  she  does." 

"  If  I  could  feel  sure  of  ever  being  as  fit" — 
began  Frances,  sadly. 

"  And  yet  I  suppose  our  opportunities  are  greater 
than  hers,"  said  Mabel,  as  if  she  were  speaking  to 
herself.  "  How  hard  it  must  have  been  to  keep  re- 
ligious and  unworldly  in  that  terrible  London  life  ! 
How  different  from  our  Peverstone  home,  with  the 
Daily  Services,  and  so  few  temptations  !" 

*'  Privileges  that  one  never  valued  until  they 
were  taken  from  one,"  said  her  sister. 

"  Prances,"  said  Mabel,  "  must  this  life  go  on 
always?  When  our  difficulties  are  over,  surely 
you  will  be  able  to  come  back  to  us." 

"  They  are  not  over  yet,  and  when  they  are, 
it  will  be  time  enough  to  talk  of  coming  back.  The 
worst  part  is  over,  dear  May,  in  every  way,  and  the 
next  twelvemonth  will  not  be  nearly  so  unendurable, 
as  the  time  I  have  already  spent  here.  I  think  Mrs. 
Grant  is  better,  too,  more  reasonable  and  conside- 
rate.    Altogether  I  am  not  unhappy." 

"  She  must  be  changed  for  you  to  be  absent  all 
this  morning." 

The  colour  rose  to  Prances'  face.  "  It  is  not 
Mrs.  Grant  I  have  to  thank  for  that.  If  she 
had  been  alone,  I  couldn't  have  left  her,  but  her 
nephew  is  here.  I  told  you  some  time  ago,  May, 
that  Mr.  Osborne  was  Mrs.  Grant's  nephew." 
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"  Oh !  I  had  forgotten.  I  am  glad  he  is  staying 
here,  it  must  be  pleasant  for  you  ;  he  used  to  be  so 
merry  and  good-humoured.  I  haven't  seen  him 
since  that  dinner  party  at  the  Priory  so  long  ago." 

"  He  was  here  for  a  week  soon  after  Christmas, 
and  now  he  has  been  spending  a  fortnight.  I  have 
been  with  Mina  a  good  deal  lately,  for  he  has  great 
influence  with  Mrs.  Grant,  and  has  very  kindly 
driven  out  with  her  sometimes  to  set  me  at  li- 
berty." 

"  Very  kind  of  him — then  you  have  seen  a  good 
deal  of  Mina  ?" 

"Yes,  and  May,  she  has  done  me  more  good 
than  any  other  person  could  have  done.  You 
know  how  I  used  to  dislike  her,  but  she  has  made 
me  end  with  loving  her,  and  that,  by  nothing  but 
her  simple  earnestness.  At  first,  as  I  told  you,  I 
went  to  see  her  because  she  was  more  like  a  friend 
than  anyone  else  here,  not  because  I  really  cared 
for  her ;  and  sometimes,  when  she  spoke  very 
plainly,  I  almost  resolved  not  to  go  again  ;  but 
after  a  few  days  I  always  found  myself  wishing  to 
have  another  talk  with  her.  There  was  something 
refreshing  even  in  her  bluntness,  for  it  was  so  very 
real.  After  every  visit  to  her,  I  used  to  get  on 
more  happily  with  Mrs.  Grant,  and  the  annoy- 
ances appeared  more  trifling.  I  can't  tell  exactly 
how  it  was,  but  it  crept  on  step  by  step,  till  I 
found  that  my  visits  to  Mina  were  my  greatest 
pleasure,  and  respect  grew  into  affection,  until 
— Bramshaw  will  be  very  different  without  her." 

"  Do  you  think  there  is  immediate  danger  ?" 
asked  Mabel,  who  had  been  listening,  with  a  full 
heart. 

"  Yes,  indeed  I  do  ;  she  is  very  much  altered 
since  yesterday.  I  felt,  when  I  left  the  house,  that 
I  ought  to  have  said  '  good-bye,'  for  I  cannot  feel 
sure  of  seeing  her  to-morrow ;  but   I  thought  it 
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more  kind  not  to  disturb  them,  while  tbey  were  to- 
gether. You  will  send  for  me  if  she  should  be 
worse." 

"  Yes,  but  I  trust  it  will  not  be  so  sudden,  for 
his  sake." 

"  And  now  I  must  not  take  you  farther,  for  you 
have  had  a  long  journey  to-day.  Dearest  May ! 
my  own  sister  !  Oh !  the  happiness  of  thinking 
we  are  within  two  miles  of  each  other  again !"  and 
forgetful  that  they  stood  in  the  dusty,  high  road, 
with  only  hedges  and  scattered  trees  to  shelter 
them  from  observation,  the  sisters'  arms  were 
thrown  round  each  other,  and  their  faces  pressed 
closely  together. 

Had  either  ever  tasted  of  such  happiness  during 
their  life  at  the  Priory  ?  It  might  have  been  dearly 
purchased,  but  was  it  not  a  reward  for  all  the  suf- 
fering out  of  which  it  had  sprung  ? 

Mabel  strained  her  eyes  after  her  new-found 
sister,  until  she  was  hid  from  her  sight  by  a  turn 
in  the  road,  and  then  she  retraced  her  steps,  glad 
of  the  solitary  walk,  that  she  might  silently  give 
thanks  for  the  comfort  that  was  opening  upon  her, 
and  reprove  herself,  as  she  had  often  done  lately, 
for  the  want  of  faith  that  had  rendered  the  time  of 
their  misfortunes  one  of  such  bitter  perplexity  and 
doubt. 

Miss  Clayton,  who  had  become  greatly  attached 
to  Mina,  looked  pale  and  wearied  with  the  constant 
night-watching,  which  she  had  refused  to  allow 
any  one  to  share  with  her ;  but  Mabel  gently  in- 
sisted upon  relieving  her  for  at  least  a  portion  of 
the  night,  and  it  was  impossible  to  resist  the  win- 
ning earnestness  of  her  manner. 

It  was  past  one  o'clock,  when  Mabel  stole  into 
the  sick-room,  to  take  her  place  by  the  bed-side, 
and  urge  Miss  Clayton  to  go  to  bed.  Upwards  of 
half-an-hour  she  sat  there  in  silence,  believing  Mina 
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to  be  asleep,  and  almost  fearing  to  stir,  or  breathe, 
lest  she  should  break  that  light  slumber. 

At  length  an  impulse  urged  her  to  move,  and 
look  on  the  pale,  wasted  face,  and  she  started  to 
find  the  large  prominent  grey  eyes  open,  with  an 
expression  full  of  thought,  and  the  thin  white 
hands  folded  together. 

"I  am  not  asleep,"  said  Mina,  with  a  quiet 
smile. 

"  How  long  have  you  been  awake  ?  Are  you 
uneasy  ?" 

"  No,  not  at  all ;  I  was  awake  when  you  came 
in,  but  I  was  thinking,  and  I  have  a  great  deal  to 
think  about." 

"  I  will  not  disturb  you." 

"  Ton  don't  disturb  me,  May,  I  want  to  speak 
to  you ;  I  have  been  thinking  a  little  of  you." 

Mabel  leaned  over  and  kissed  the  pale  forehead, 
asking  what  her  thoughts  were. 

"  You  may  be  very  happy  about  Erances.  She 
will  soon  be  all  that  you  can  wish.  I  have  been 
praying  for  her  this  evening,  and,  May,  I  think  a 
dying  prayer  will  be  heard." 

"  O  Mina !  How  can  I  thank  you  enough  ?  So 
much  of  it  has  been  your  work.  Dear  Mina — 
your  last  work  upon  earth  has  surely  been  a  blessed 
one." 

"  Not  my  work — I  can't  dare  to  think  of  it  as 
that ;  God's  work  throughout :  but  I  thank  Him 
for  letting  me  help  in  it.  Mabel,  every  little  good 
work  that  He  has  enabled  me  to  do  seems  to  bring 
me  much  comfort  now  :  and  yet  as  I  look  back  there 
is  so  much  sin,  and  so  little  goodness,  that,  but  for 
repentance  and  Cheist's  redeeming  love,  what 
hope  could  I  have  ?  When  we  have  done  all  that 
was  commanded  us,  we  are  '  unprofitable  servants ;' 
and  who  has  done  even  that  ?  You  wondered  to 
find  me  awake,  but  I  feel  as  though  I  could  scarcely 
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dare  sleep  when  death  is  drawing  so  near.  Every 
moment  is  precious  now,  for  it  may  make  me  more 
fully  prepared." 

"Can  I  read  to  you,  or  say  a  prayer?"  asked 
Mabel,  amidst  her  tears. 

"Pray,  if  you  will,"  said  Mina,  faintly,  "the 
Church's  prayers — they  are  the  best — the  one  for 
all  conditions  of  men,  first." 

Aud  Mabel  knelt  down,  and  said  the  prayers,  in 
a  low,  clear  voice,  while  Mina  followed  with  her 
lips,  and  folded  her  hands. 

"  May,"  said  Mina,  when  she  had  finished,  *'  my 
only  great  regret  in  leaving  this  world,  where  I  have 
suffered  so  much,  is  for  my  brother ;  how  lonely 
he  will  be  when  I  am  gone  !  Will  you  remember 
always  that  he  has  no  one  to  love  him,  and  will 
you  try  to  be  like  a  sister  to  him  ?  He  is  reserved, 
and  often  seems  cold  when  his  heart  is  warmest ;  I 
fear  that  when  he  has  lost  me  no  one  will  under- 
stand him.  May  I  feel  sure  that  you  will  be 
friends  to  him — always  ?" 

"  I  am  sure  I  can  answer  for  all ;  but  although 
we  will  try,  we  can  but  be  friends,  Mina.  No 
friend  can  be  like  a  sister." 

"^  That  is  all  I  ask.  Let  him  feel  that  you  are 
his  friends,  and  he  cannot  be  quite  lonely.  He 
has  that  within  him  that  will  supply  the  rest,  and 
this  life  is  but  a  passage  after  all ;  and  a  very  short 
one  it  seems  to  have  been,  now  that  I  look  back 
upon  it." 

"  And  not  a  very  happy  one,"  suggested  Ma- 
bel. 

"  Happy  enough,"  was  the  reply.  "  If  it  had 
been  happier,  it  would  have  been  more  dangerous. 
There  has  been  such  mercy  throughout.  In  the 
toil  and  business  of  life,  we  cannot  always  dis- 
tinguish the  mercies  from  the  chastisements,  but 
death  makes  it  all  clear.     My  trials  have  been  my 
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greatest  blessings,  and  perhaps  some  day  you  will 
say  the  same." 

**I  am  not  sure  that  I  don't  say  so  now." 

"Try  to  have  faith,  May — perfect  faith  that 
knows  no  fear,  no  doubts  or  anxieties.  Try  to 
have  no  will  but  His,  and  then  sorrow  will  come 
and  go,  and  you  will  be  always  trustful  and  con- 
tented, above  the  world's  fretting  perplexities." 

"  But  it  is  very  hard  to  feel  that." 

"  Very  hard,  while  you  are  in  the  world,  in  the 
midst  of  temptations,  and  you  must  not  expect  to 
gain  it  yet.  Perhaps  life  would  be  too  easy  if  you 
could ;  but  it  must  be  the  object  of  your  life,  and 
the  strivings  of  a  life-time  are  hardly  sufficient  for 
the  acquiring  of  such  a  state  of  mind." 

"  I  must  not  let  you  talk,"  said  Mabel,  as  Mina's 
voice  sank  from  extreme  weakness. 

"  Only  one  thing  more — my  visit  to  Peverstone 
—it  was  such  a  break  in  my  dark  life.  It  made 
me  better,  for  it  showed  me  what  unselfish  kindness 
there  was  in  the  world  ;  and  sometimes  I  had  be- 
gun to  doubt  it.  It  is  better  to  believe  that  good- 
ness and  disinterestedness  exist,  than  to  expect  only 
selfishness  and  sin.  Miss  Clayton,  too,  how  kind 
she  has  been — and  Prances  latterly  !  How  mucli  I 
have  to  be  thankful  for  !"  Her  head  sank  wearily 
back  on  the  pillow,  and  after  kissing  her,  Mabel 
drew  forward  the  curtain,  and  left  her  to  sleep. 

The  morning  found  her  weaker  and  more  ex- 
hausted, and  talking  was  almost  forbidden.  Mabel 
scarcely  saw  her  during  the  day,  for  Mr.  Chase 
was  much  with  her,  and  the  doctor  advised  few 
people  being  in  the  room  at  the  same  time.  Prances 
called  in  the  morning,  but  only  saw  Mabel,  and 
after  half-an-hour  spent  together,  she  was  forced 
to  leave,  fearing  to  trespass  on  Mr.  Osborne's 
kindness.  Mabel  wandered  about  the  garden,  sad 
at  heart,  longing  to  be  with  Mina,  and  having  a 
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sensation  of  indescribable  awe  and  sorrow,  wben 
sbe  reflected  for  how  short  a  time  her  friend  might 
still  be  within  her  reach. 

Miss  Clayton  joined  her  for  a  little  while,  and 
Mabel  did  not  long  wonder  that  Mina  had  become 
fond  of  her.  Her  affectionate  sympathy,  and  un- 
selfish consideration,  could  not  fail  to  win  affection 
in  return.  Left  without  any  very  near  ties,  and 
the  heiress  to  considerable  property,  she  had  chosen 
a  single  life,  as  less  likely  to  call  her  thoughts  from 
religion  and  good  works,  and  had  devoted  her 
wealth  to  providing  a  comfortable  home  for  those, 
whose  means  were  insufficient  to  procure  one 
otherwise. 

The  house  was  large  and  commodious,  with  no 
pretensions  to  anything  like  beauty  or  style ;  and 
the  widely  extending  garden,  although  rendered 
picturesque  by  fine  old  trees  and  grassy  slopes, 
boasted  no  green-houses,  or  flowering  parterres. 
She  had  too  many  calls  upon  her  income  to  spend 
more  than  was  necessary  on  the  elegances  of  life. 
At  a  short  distance  the  grey  spire  of  a  district 
Church  was  visible  through  the  trees,  having  been 
built  by  her  to  relieve  the  parish  Church,  which 
the  population  had  long  since  outgrown.  The 
household  was  large,  and  promiscuous  ;  consisting 
entirely  of  women  and  children.  Some  were  old, 
others  in  bad  health,  and  some  in  all  the  vigour  of 
youth  and  strength.  Miss  Clayton's  home  was 
open  alike  to  old  and  young,  provided  the  tone  of 
mind  was  pure  and  religious,  and  the  circumstances 
such  as  to  render  them  fit  objects  for  her  charity. 
Many  a  young  person  whom  death,  or  misfortune, 
had  rendered  a  homeless  wanderer,  and  whose  edu- 
cation had  not  fitted  her  for  the  responsible  posi- 
tion of  a  governess,  nor  her  rank  in  life  for  a  lower 
office,  was  received  here,  and  provided  wdth  the 
necessaries  of  life,  and  with   useful   occupations, 
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that  her  position  might  not  be  so  wholly  dependent 
as  to  have  a  bad  effect  on  the  character.  Work 
there  was,  of  some  sort,  for  all.  District  visiting 
and  teaching  for  the  younger  members,  needlework 
and  supervision  for  the  elders,  mutual  kindness 
and  attention  for  all.  There  were  occasional  dis- 
agreements, and  little  differences  among  uncon- 
genial dispositions ;  but  on  the  whole  there  was 
much  union,  much  communion  of  thought  and 
feeling.  Mabel  said  to  herself  that  there  was  great 
comfort  for  them  all  in  the  knowledge,  that  the 
last  eighteen  months  of  Mina's  life  had  been  spent 
in  peace  and  tranquillity,  and  all  that  country 
air,  and  a  happy  home,  could  do  towards  restoring 
her  health,  had  been  done. 

She  had  been  sinking  gradually  all  day,  and  to- 
wards night  a  great  change  became  apparent.  She 
seemed  fully  conscious  that  such  was  the  case,  and 
desired  that  Frances  might  be  sent  for,  and  Mabel 
summoned. 

'*  Why  should  you  fear  now  ?"  she  asked,  as  Miss 
Clayton  hesitated.  *'It  is  but  a  question  of  mi- 
nutes, and  who  could  wish  to  prolong  such  a  weary, 
useless  life  ?" 

They  gathered  round  her,  and  in  a  weak,  failing 
voice,  she  thanked  all  in  turn,  bidding  them  "  good- 
bye." Her  gratitude  and  affection,  when  she  came 
to  Miss  Clayton,  were  inexpressibly  touching,  for 
the  bluntness  had  passed  away  from  her  manner, 
and  it  was  peculiarly  gentle  and  subdued.  Mabel's 
self-command  broke  down,  when  Mina  addressed 
her,  taking  her  hand  caressingly  between  her  own 
long,  thin  fingers,  and  saying  in  a  low,  broken 
voice,  "  Good-bye,  May — God  bless  you,  and  bring 
you  safely  out  of  your  trials,  and  grant  that  we  may 
meet  again  hereafter.  You  have  been  to  me  more 
like  a  sister,  than  any  one  else  upon  earth.  Be 
steadfast  to  the  end,  dear  May,  and  don't  trust  in 
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your  own  strength.  May  God  always  guide  and 
protect  you." 

Frances  at  this  moment  entered  the  room,  and 
Mina's  hand  was  held  out  to  her.  '*  Thank  you  for 
comiug — it  has  been  a  great  happiness  that  we 
have  learned  to  love  each  other.  Dear  Frances, 
you  are  in  the  right  road  ;  never  go  astray  again. 
Pray  for  strength — only  prayer  can  keep  you 
straight.     God  bless  you." 

There  was  a  moment's  pause,  during  which  all 
was  perfect  stilluess,  for  grief  was  kept  in  abeyance 
in  the  presence  of  such  holy  peace.  The  silence 
was  broken  by  Mina's  turning  to  her  brother. 
"  John — dear  John — God  will  comfort  you  when 
I  am  gone — He  will  not  let  you  be  very  lonely — 
say  good-bye  to  me." 

He  leaned  over  her — it  was  a  moment  of  still, 
overwhelming  sorrow — neither  spoke,  for  their 
hearts  were  too  full  of  aching  love.  Silent  tears 
fell  from  his  eyes,  for  the  full  desolation  of  his  life 
without  her  seemed  for  the  time  to  swallow  up  all 
other  feelings.  Almost  inaudibly  she  murmured, 
''  God  bless  you — always,"  and  sank  back,  with 
closed  eyes,  so  deathly  pale  and  motionless,  that 
Mabel  bent  forward  to  listen  for  the  short,  faint 
breathing. 

"Pray — "  she  murmured,  again  opening  her 
eyes,  and  Mr.  Chase  seemed  suddenly  to  recover 
his  self-control.  Ho  knelt  by  the  bed-side,  and 
said  the  commendatory  prayer  for  the  departing,  in 
a  low,  clear  voice  ;  and  jNlabel  heard  her  whispered 
"  Amen,"  when  it  was  concluded. 

For  a  moment  life  seemed  to  rekindle  then,  for 
she  opened  her  03^03,  and  said  in  a  distinct  voice, 
"  A  broken  and  contrite  heart,  O  God,  Thou  wilt 
not  despise."  2So  one  disturbed  the  stillness  that 
ensued.  Those  near  her  saw  her  lips  move  in 
prayer,  but  gradually  the   movement  ceased,  the 
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faint  breathings  grew  more  and  more  inaudible, 
and  without  a  sigh,  or  a  struggle,  the  weary,  suffer- 
ing spirit  sank  to  its  eternal  rest. 

*  Oh,  Trances !"  said  Mabel,  afterwards,  when 
the  first  gush  of  sorrow  had  passed ;  "  may  we 
only  fall  asleep  in  the  same  humble,  trustful  spirit, 
with  as  sure  a  hope  of  waking  with  GrOD,  as  I  be- 
lieve her  to  have  had !" 


CHAPTEE  XYIII. 

"  How  calm,  how  beautiful  comes  on, 
The  stilly  hour  when  storms  are  gone, 
When  warring  winds  have  died  away, 
And  clouds  beneath  the  glancing  ray 
Melt  off,  and  leave  the  land  and  sea 
Sleeping  in  bright  tranquillity." 

Lalla  Rookh. 

Two  years  of  Mabel  Hesketh's  life  had  passed, 
before  we  again  visit  Peverstone — years  of  varied 
sunshine  and  shadow,  of  patient  endurance,  active 
service,  and  unceasing  prayer.  They  had  not  left 
her  unchanged,  and  yet  in  the  sweet,  calm  face, 
where  gentleness  and  resolution  were  so  nicely 
blended,  might  be  read  the  same  straightforward, 
child-like  spirit  of  obedience,  the  same  forgetful- 
ness  of  self,  the  same  expression  of  repose,  spring- 
ing out  of  that  "  hidden  strength  "  through  which 
she  had  endured  so  much,  which  characterised  the 
delicately  chiselled  features,  when  first  we  dwelt 
upon  them  at  the  Priory,  nearly  four  years  before. 
Those  two  years  had  wrought  but  little  visible 
change  in  their  circumstances.  Mr.  Hesketh  and 
William  were  as  devoted  as  ever  to  their  profession 
— Frances  was  still  at  Bramshaw,  Dudley  was  still 
in  London.  Mabel  and  her  father  still  lived  in  the 
tiny  cottage,  and  there  was  no  talk  of  their  re- 

II.  T 
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moving.  A  change  there  was,  however,  although 
it  was  not  discernible  to  the  casual  observer.  Anx- 
iety was  wholly  past.  Industry  had  brought  its 
own  reward ;  and  the  Heskeths  were  realising  a 
considerable  income  from  their  practice.  The  time 
had  almost  arrived  when  Frances  was  to  return 
from  her  exile,  and  Dudley  had  been  promised  a 
partnership  with  Mr.  Colby.  Once  more  Mr. 
Hesketh's  sky  was  clear — not  cloudless — that  would 
never  be  again — but  free  from  anxiety  and  self-re- 
proach ;  and  if  his  once  black  hair  was  besprinkled 
with  silver,  the  years  that  had  wrought  the  change 
had  made  him  a  wiser  and  a  better  man,  than  he 
would  ever  have  been  in  uninterrupted  prospe- 
rity. 

"There  is  the  postman!"  exclaimed  Mabel,  one 
morning  at  breakfast.  "  I  hope  there  will  be  a 
letter  for  me  from  Frances,  to  say  when  she  will 
return.     I  am  longing  to  see  her  again  !" 

She  ran  to  the  window  and  received  the  letters. 
"  Two  from  Frances !  One  for  you,  and  one  for 
me,  papa.     How  very  odd  !" 

Mr.  Hesketh  took  the  letter,  and  there  was  a 
pause,  during  which  Mabel  broke  her  seal. 

"Mt  own  deae  little  Sistee, 

"  I  shall  be  with  you  the  day  after  you  re- 
ceive this,  and  how  indescribably  happy  I  feel  at 
the  prospect,  I  leave  you  to  imagine.  I  quite  see 
now  that  this  probation  was  intended  as  a  punish- 
ment for  not  sufficiently  valuing  home,  and  I  hope 
I  have  learnt  the  lesson.  Come  to  meet  me,  dearest 
May,  and  we  will  go  to  Dora  first,  and  inspect  the 
new  baby,  and  consult  about  a  name.  I  have 
written  to  consent  to  be  Grodmother,  but  I  hope 
she  may  grow  up  like  you,  and  not  like  me.  I  had 
intended  keeping  a  secret,  that  I  have  long  been 
wishing  to  tell  you,  until  we  met ;  but  I  fancy  it 
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may  be  right  to  give  you  time  to  consider  it  well 
before  you  see  me.  Dearest  May,  what  if  our 
home-life  together  should  be  very  short  ?  Could 
we  bear  it,  if  the  separation  was  not  a  great  one  ? 
But  I  am  puzzling  you,  and  it  is  better  to  be 
straightforward  when  I  am  writing  to  my  own 
sister.  Six  months  ago,  Mr.  Osborne  told  me  he 
cared  for  me,  and  asked  if  I  could  ever  return  his  af- 
fection. I  begged  him  then  to  say  no  more  about 
it,  for  I  felt  pledged  to  assist  dear  Dudley  until  he 
had  obtained  the  partnership  ;  and  although  Mr.  Os- 
borne offered,  indeed  intreated  me  to  allow  him  to 
help  Dudley,  and  so  set  me  free,  I  felt  that  papa 
would  never  like  to  receive  assistance  from  him 
under  such  circumstances ;  and  I  not  only  requested 
that  no  more  might  be  said  about  it  at  the  time, 
but  that  you  might  be  kept  in  ignorance  of  my  de- 
cision. I  knew  that  you  would  never  hear  of  the 
(what  you  would  call)  sacrifice  on  my  part,  not 
knowing,  as  I  do,  that  it  is  but  a  slight  expiation 
for  the  self-will  and  ill-temper  of  years.  There  was 
no  engagement,  no  understanding,  but  he  returned 
to  Cheriton,  and  I  remained  at  Bramshaw.  Last 
week,  he  came  unexpectedly  to  visit  his  aunt,  and, 
in  few  words,  he  has  spoken  again;  and.  May, 
dearest,  I  did  not  say,  '  No.'  But  it  depends 
upon  papa,  for  you  know  that  I  would  not  think 
of  any  one,  without  his  cordial  approbation  and 
consent.  I  say  nothing  of  Mr.  Osborne,  himself, 
because  you  know  sufficient  already.  He  will  ac- 
company me  to-morrow,  but  proceed  direct  to  Che- 
riton ;  as,  until  he  has  papa's  answer,  he  will  not 
intrude  upon  us.  I  have  no  time  for  more,  as  I 
must  write  to  papa.  Mabel,  how.  few  men  would 
have  fixed  their  affections  upon  a  companion  I  Be 
papa's  answer  what  it  may,  I  must  always  feel 
truly  grateful  to  him  for  this.  You  have  never 
been  a  companion,  and  cannot  estimate  the  full 


276  NOETHWODE    PRIOEY. 

value  of  such  disinterestedness.     How  I  long  for 
to-morrow  !     Good-bye,  my  own  May. 

"  Ever,  your  affectionate  sister, 

"F.  M.  H." 

"  Papa  !"  gasped  Mabel,  raising  her  head  for  the 
first  time. 

"Well,  my  dear,"  was  the  rejoinder,  and  the 
smile  that  met  her  as  she  looked  across  the  table, 
left  her  in  no  doubt  as  to  his  approval. 

"  Dear  Frances  !  Oh  !  I  trust  it  will  be  for  her 
happiness !" 

"  I  think  it  will.  May,"  said  her  father.  "  I  be- 
lieve him  to  be  an  excellent  fellow.  My  poor 
child !  "Who  would  have  expected  her  trials  to  end 
in  this  way  ?" 

"  If  she  is  happy  she  deserves  it.  But,  papa, 
what  do  you  know  of  him — is  he  very  good  ?" 

"  A  very  good  fellow  indeed !"  said  Mr.  Hesketh, 
heartily.  "JSTot  in  the  same  way  as  Mr.  Chase 
and  Hugh  Grahame  perhaps,  for  he  is  altogether 
a  different  character ;  but  high  principled,  and  ho- 
nourable, and  exceedingly  liberal." 

'*  You  are  satisfied,  papa  ?" 

"  Tes,  my  dear ;  for  when  a  man's  tendencies 
are  good,  we  may  safely  hope  that  other  things  will 
follow.  I  doubt  whether  he  would  be  the  husband 
for  my  Mayflower,  but  Frances,  I  really  believe, 
will  be  truly  happy  with  him.  Sometimes  I  think, 
May,  that  you  have  too  high  a  standard  ever  to 
meet  with  a  person  who  would  make  you  happy." 

"I  think  so  too,  papa,"  was  the  quiet  reply. 

"  But,  my  dear  child,  have  you  really  made  up 
your  mind  to  a  single  life  ?  Consider  the  sources 
of  happiness  from  which  you  are  debarring  your- 
self. You,  of  all  people.  May,  are  peculiarly  suited 
for  domestic  life ;  it  appears  to  me  to  be  your  es- 
pecial sphere — the  atmosphere  in  which  all  your 
best  qualities  would  develope." 
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"  Well,  papa,  isn't  this  domestic  life  ?"  said  May, 
quickly.  "I  told  Frances  years  ago  that  I  was 
married  to  you,  and  I  hope  you  are  not  thinking 
of  divorcing  me.  All  my  best  qualities,  as  you 
call  them,  are  developing  in  the  most  satisfactory 
manner  in  this  genial  atmosphere." 

Mr.  Hesketh  shook  his  head.  "  It  is  quite  a  dif- 
ferent thing.  May." 

"Yes,  quite  a  different  thing,"  said  Mabel, 
speaking  so  rapidly  that  she  scarcely  knew  what 
she  was  saying ;  "  quite  a  different  thing  from  being 
settled  down  to  spend  a  lifetime  with  a  person  not 
up  to  your  standard.  A  very  much  pleasanter  and 
safer  state  of  affairs,  papa." 

"  But  your  standard — what  is  it  ?"  continued 
her  father.  "  I  am  afraid  it  is  perfection,  and 
therefore  not  to  be  realised." 

"  No,  it  is  not  perfection,  but  too  near  it  perhaps 
to  be  easily  met  with." 

"I  must  let  you  see  more  of  the  world,"  said 
Mr.  Hesketh,  as  if  speaking  to  himself.  "  You 
see  so  few  people  here — scarcely  any  one  but  stray 
visitors  at  the  Graingers',  or  the  Colliugwoods' — 
and,  excuse  me,  my  dear  child,  but  you  are  so  fas- 
tidious .  .  .  ." 

"  Please  don't  speak  of  that,  papa,"  said  Mabel, 
with  burning  cheeks.  "  I  am  afraid  it  disappointed 
you ;  but  how  could  I  have  been  happy  with  a  per- 
son I  did  not  esteem  ?" 

'*  But  why  should  you  not  have  esteemed  him  ? 
He  was  as  honest  and  good-hearted  a  fellow  as  ever 
breathed ;  in  point  of  family  the  Colliugwoods  are 
unexceptionable,  and  this  nephew  in  particular  was 
well  connected,  and  with  good  expectations.  E-eally, 
May,  it  was  being  too  fastidious." 

"  A  man,  dear  papa,  that  goes  to  Church  once  a 
week,  and  then  appears  scarcely  to  know  what 
took  him  there  !  Besides,  if  he  had  been  absolute 
perfection,  I  would  never  have  had  him !" 
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'*  Why  not?" 

"  Because  I  am  married  already,"  was  the  evasive 
answer,  while  a  fond  caress  made  Mr.  Hesketh 
wonder  how  he  could  be  pleading  in  a  cause  that 
would  have  taken  from  him  the  sunshine  of  his 
hearth. 

"  Well,  you  shall  have  your  way,  my  dear ;  you 
ought  to  know  best  what  is  for  your  own  hap- 
piness. Only  recollect,  Mabel,  that  when  I  am 
summoned  hence,  you  may  have  many  a  dreary, 
lonely  year  to  spend  with  no  one  to  love  you  most 
of  all." 

"  No  one  is  left  quite  without  love,  and  I  cannot 
be  more  lonely  than  Mr.  Chase,"  was  the  reply,  in 
the  tone  of  one  steeling  herself  to  meet  the  dreary 
prospect  of  a  sunless  future.  *'And  now  about 
Frances." 

'*  You  will  go  and  meet  her  to-morrow,  and  bring 
Mr.  Osborne  back.  There  is  no  reason  why  he 
should  be  kept  in  unnecessary  suspense.  Can  we 
find  room  for  him  here  ?" 

'*  Yes,  and  I  shall  have  dear  Frances  in  my  room. 
It  will  be  very  hard  to  part  with  her  again,  but  if 
it  is  for  her  happiness — " 

"  Try  to  think  that  you  are  gaining  a  brother  ra- 
ther than  losing  a  sister,"  said  her  father.  "  You 
will  come  to  me  at  the  office  at  five  o'clock,  May, 
that  we  may  go  to  church  together ;  we  have  much 
need  of  going  there  to-day." 

A  kiss  was  the  answer,  and  then  Mabel  went  off 
to  hold  a  consultation  with  Judith,  on  the  possi- 
bility of  receiving  a  gentleman-guest,  withholding 
the  important  secret,  which  she  left  to  be  imparted 
by  Frances  herself. 

It  was  with  some  anxiety  and  trepidation,  mixed 
with  much  joy  and  expectation,  that  Mabel  went 
to  meet  her  sister  the  next  day.  She  drove  to  the 
nearest  railway  station,  and  paced  nervously  up  and 
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down  the  platform,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  train. 
She  had  thoroughly  liked  Mr.  Osborne  in  former 
days,  as  a  friend,  but  there  was  some  little  doubt  and 
anxiety  whether  she  could  heartily  accept  him  as 
a  brother;  though  for  Trances'  sake,  she  would 
have  borne  with  anything,  without  a  single  token 
of  disapproval.  It  was  some  years  since  she  had 
seen  him,  but  his  pleasant,  cordial  face  and  manner 
were  fresh  in  her  memory,  and  if  there  was  but 
seriousness  and  religious  principle  beneath,  what 
more  could  be  desired  ? 

The  distant  whistle  of  the  engine,  and  the  warn- 
ing bell  made  her  heart  beat  painfully  fast  with 
nervous  expectation.  She  put  up  her  veil  and 
watched  the  approach  of  the  screaming  engine, 
speculating  whether  it  was  bringing  her  joy  or  sor- 
row. One  moment  more,  and  the  carriages  were 
drawn  up  by  the  side  of  the  platform,  and  eager 
faces  were  thrust  forward  in  the  hope  of  recognising 
friends. 

"May,  May!"  exclaimed  the  well-known  voice, 
and,  guided  by  it,  Mabel  found  herself  in  the  arms 
of  her  sister,  and  became  conscious  of  the  presence 
of  the  good-natured  face  in  the  background. 

"  Mr.  Osborne,  May,"  said  Prances,  with  a  deep- 
ening colour,  and  Mabel  disengaging  herself  from 
her  sister's  embrace,  turned  to  greet  him. 

It  was  truly  a  bright,  honest,  beaming  face  that 
she  encountered,  and  a  hearty  hand  was  put  forward 
to  grasp  hers.  She  felt  her  face  increasing  rapidly 
in  colour  to  a  very  unbecoming  degree,  and  there 
was  a  little  tremulousness  in  her  manner,  though  it 
was  very  gentle  and  courteous  as  she  observed, 

**  Papa  hopes  that  you  will  come  home  with  us — 
he  is  expecting  you." 

Mr.  Osborne  replied  only  with  a  fervent  pressure 
of  her  hand,  and  gladly  accepted  the  invitation, 
and  Mabel  found  that  she  had  two  very  merry  com- 
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panions  on  the  journey  homeward.  Mr.  Osborne 
seemed  longing  for  some  vent  by  means  of  which 
to  dispose  of  the  great  exuberance  of  delight  that 
appeared  overflowing  in  his  face  and  voice.  He 
was  indeed  one  of  the  most  thoroughly  happy,  joy- 
ous people  in  existence,  and  the  want  of  depth  of 
character  was  in  a  great  measure  atoned  for,  by  his 
enviable  faculty  of  turning  all  that  crossed  his  path 
into  gold. 

Frances  concealed  a  good  deal  of  embarrassment 
beneath  her  caresses  of  May,  and  minute  inquiries 
for  all  at  home.  The  carriage  was  ordered  to  put 
them  down  at  Mr.  "William  Hesketh's,  that  Dora 
might  be  seen  that  night,  and  Frances  make  the 
acquaintance  of  her  future  Grod-child. 

Mr.  Osborne  was  left  downstairs  while  the  sis- 
ters went  to  the  nursery,  where  Dora  was  found 
with  her  three  children  about  her.  It  was  an  ex- 
citing interview.  First,  the  tiny  baby  had  to  be 
examined  and  commented  upon,  and  a  striking  re- 
semblance discovered  between  the  small,  unde- 
veloped features,  aud  Mabel's  thoughtful  brow  and 
aquiline  nose.  Then  the  fact  of  Mr.  Osborne  being 
in  the  drawing-room,  and  the  future  connexion 
that  was  destined  to  exist  between  him  and  them, 
was  somewhat  awkwardly  explained  by  Mabei, 
whereupon  followed  kisses  and  congratulations,  and 
wishes  for  happiness,  until  Frances  was  glad  to 
turn  their  attention  again  to  the  baby. 

"  What  name  have  you  thought  of,  Dora  ?" 

"  I  can  scarcely  tell — a  great  many,  but  T  can't 
decide.  William  says  he  has  no  wish  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  I  may  choose.  I  thought  of  Frances 
Mabel,  or  Mabel  Frances,  but  I  waited  to  hear 
what  you  said." 

*'  Not  Frances,"  said  that  sister. 

"Nor  Mabel,"  said  the  other.  "Why  not 
Dora? — it  seems  most  fitting." 
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"  I  don't  care  about  Dora,  and  it  would  make  a 
confusion ;  indeed,  so  would  the  other  names,  but 
then  new  ones  have  no  claim." 

"  Why  should  it  not  be  Mary  Agnes,  after  our 
mother  ?"  suggested  Mabel.  "  No  name  can  be 
prettier,  or  have  more  claim  ;  but  then  it  does  not 
carry  the  same  feelings  to  you  that  it  does  to  us." 

"  Yes,  indeed  it  does  for  your  sakes.  William's 
mother,  too — what  greater  claim  would  you  have  ? 
Yes,  my  baby,  that  shall  be  your  name — Mary 
Agnes  Hesketh,  it  seems  to  fit  at  once." 

"And  now  come  down  and  see  Mr.  Osborne," 
said  Mabel.  *'  We  must  not  leave  him  alone  any 
longer." 

Mr.  Hesketh  was  awaiting  them  at  the  cottage, 
and  his  hearty  reception  left  Mr.  Osborne  in  no 
doubt  of  his  approval.  It  did  May's  heart  good  to 
see  Frances  so  rejoiced  at  returning  home,  appear- 
ing to  have  found  new  charms  in  the  once  despised 
cottage.  The  enmity  between  Judith  and  herself 
seemed  to  have  ceased,  although  Judith  was  still 
unnecessarily  blunt ;  but  Frances  was  so  disposed 
to  see  the  bright  side  of  everything,  that  nothing 
occurred  to  mar  the  enjoyment  of  the  evening. 

After  the  late  dinner,  the  gentlemen  remained 
some  time  in  the  dining-room,  and  when  they  joined 
the  sisters,  Mr.  Osborne's  beaming  face  told  the 
result  of  their  conversation. 

"  You  must  give  us  as  long  a  visit  as  you  can," 
observed  Mr.  Hesketh,  during  the  evening. 

"I  am  in  no  hurry  to  depart,"  was  the  reply, 
with  a  laughing  glance  at  Frances.  "  Even  if  bu- 
siness should  force  me  to  leave,  the  distance  ia 
nothing,  and  I  shall  be  backwards  and  forwards. 
You  must  all  take  a  cruise  with  me  in  my  yacht, 
while  the  weather  is  so  fine.  I  was  talking  to  .  .  . 
Miss  Hesketh  about  it,  as  we  came  down  from 
Bramshaw  this  afternoon." 
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'*  You  were,  were  you  ?"  thought  Mabel,  with  a 
little  inward  amusement.  "  You  could  not  have 
been  much  afraid  of  papa's  answer,  then." 

"  I  am  not  the  free  man  I  was  when  you  last 
knew  me,"  replied  Mr.  Hesketh,  cheerfully;  "but 
I  will  answer  for  the  girls,  and  perhaps  they  will 
be  able  to  persuade  their  sister-in-law  to  escort 
them." 

"  May  we  ask  her  and  settle  about  it  to-morrow  ?" 
he  inquired  of  Frances.  "  You  have  never  been  to 
the  Lodge,  and  I  am  so  anxious  to  do  the  honours 
to  you." 

"  We  will  see  if  it  can  be  managed,"  said  Frances, 
hesitatingly.  "  It  may  not  be  convenient  to  Dora, 
but  sooner  or  later  ..." 

"  Mrs.  Collingwood  will  take  us,"  observed  Ma- 
bel :  "  she  is  always  asking  me  to  drive  with  her, 
and  Jessie  delights  in  the  sea." 

"Tell  me  about  the  CoUingwoods,  May,"  said 
her  sister.     "  Have  you  seen  a  great  deal  of  them  ?" 

"  Oh  !  yes  ;  Jessie  has  been  my  great  companion 
lately.  We  see  each  other  almost  every  day,  and 
walk  together  constantly." 

"  Is  she  a  nice  girl  ?" 

"  The  merriest,  kindest,  best  little  creature  that 
ever  lived!"  said  Mr.  Hesketh.  "She  has  won 
my  heart." 

"  She  won  Dudley's  when  last  he  was  down," 
said  May,  smiling.  "  They  were  so  kind  to  him  ! 
We  all  went  out  fishing  together." 

"  Fishing  !"  echoed  Frances. 

"  Yes,  that  is,  Jessie  used  to  take  her  sketch- 
book, and  I  read  aloud,  and  we  sat  on  the  banks  of 
the  river  while  Dudley  fished." 

"  Those  fishing  days  last  summer  first  brought 
May's  roses  back  again,"  said  her  father.  "  Dud- 
ley's visit  made  her  a  different  being." 

**  And  on  wet  days  Dudley  used  to  give  Jessie 
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lessons  in  the  art  of  flj-making,'*  continued  Mabel. 
"  She  has  become  quite  a  proficient  now,  and  has 
stocked  his  fishing-book  in  preparation  for  next 
summer." 

"  And  will  Mrs.  Collingwood  really  accompany 
us  on  board  Mr.  Osborne's  yacht  ?"  asked  Frances. 

"  I  am  sure  she  will ;  Jessie  will  enjoy  it  so 
exceedingly  too,  she  is  an  excellent  sailor." 

"  Her  name  is  a  sufficient  guarantee  for  that/* 
observed  Mr.  Osborne. 

"  Then  you  enjoyed  Dudley's  visit,  dear  May," 
said  her  sister. 

"  Very  much  indeed  ;  we  used  to  ride  a  good 
deal.  Mr.  Collingwood  supplied  us  with  horses, 
for  he  has  several  beautiful  ones.  His  nephew  was 
here  at  the  same  time  as  Dudley,"  and  Mabel's 
colour,  in  spite  of  herself,  rose  a  little,  "  and  some- 
times he  accompanied  us." 

"  Have  you  heard  anything  of  Geraldine  Eger- 
ton?" 

"Yes" — and  Mabel  hesitated.  "Her  engage- 
ment with  Captain  Yilliers  was  broken  off  some 
time  ago,  and  last  week  I  heard  that  she  was 
married  to  her  cousin,  Sir  John  Egerton's  eldest 
son. 

Frances  smiled,  but  no  more  was  said  upon  the 
subject,  and  presently  Mabel  remarked  that  she 
saw  Mr.  Chase  coming  down  the  road. 

"  He  very  often  pays  us  an  evening  visit,"  she 
observed.  "  Probably  this  is  for  you,  Frances ;  he 
asked  me  yesterday  when  you  were  expected." 

Mr.  Chase  was  little  altered,  still  rapid,  abrupt, 
and  brusque  in  his  manner,  bearing  the  impress  of 
a  man  standing  alone  in  the  world,  with  few  inte- 
rests and  few  pleasures,  his  heart  and  soul  devoted 
to  his  profession — expecting  and  receiving  little 
sympathy  himself,  he  was  still  ever  ready  to  throw 
himself  into  the  interests  of  other  people,  to  "  re- 
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joice  with  those  that  do  rejoice,  and  weep  with  those 
that  weep."  His  circurastaDces  were  better  than 
they  had  been  in  former  days,  yet  he  seemed 
to  consider  this  no  reason  for  increasing  his  per- 
sonal expenses,  but  found  real  happiness  in  being 
able  to  extend  his  charities,  and  give  to  those  who 
needed  it  more  than  himself.  Many  wondered  that 
he  still  remained  in  the  small,  close  lodgings  over 
the  grocer's  shop,  now  that  his  means  were  better ; 
but  Mabel  knew  that  it  mattered  little  to  him  where 
he  lived,  provided  it  were  in  the  midst  of  his 
sphere  of  duty,  and  near  the  Church,  and  that  the 
calls  upon  his  purse  increased  in  proportion  to  its 
contents.  All  these  calls  could  not  be  met  if  he 
increased  his  expenses,  and  his  rule  through  life 
had  ever  been  to  put  the  wants  of  others  before 
his  own.  The  Heskeths  were  his  only  real  friends, 
and  as  far  as  it  was  possible  for  him  to  cast  aside 
his  reserve,  he  did  so  with  them.  It  was  true  that, 
owing  to  the  state  of  society,  the  intercourse  be- 
tw^een  Mabel  and  himself  could  be  very  little  like 
that  of  a  brother  and  sister,  but  they  w^ere  fast 
friends  ;  and  perhaps  this  friendship,  and  the  sym- 
pathy he  could  feel  sure  of  meeting  w^ith  from  her, 
formed  the  one  oasis  in  the  monotonous  and  un- 
varied desert  of  his  life.  Not  that  he  was  melan- 
choly, far  from  it ;  but  he  found  his  happiness  in 
the  joys  of  other  people,  and  appeared  content  to 
await  his  own,  until  God  saw  fit  to  summon  him  to 
the  Home  where  those  he  had  loved  awaited  him, 
and  w^here  his  affections  were  already  placed. 

"  I  was  almost  prevented  from  coming  to-night 
by  a  fear  lest  I  should  be  intruding,"  he  said, 
as  soon  as  the  first  words  of  meeting  were  over. 

"  You  cannot  intrude,"  said  Mabel,  smiling. 
"  Long  ago  you  were  constituted  one  of  the  family, 
and  we  are  not  complete  without  you." 

"  And  you  know  that  years  ago,"  said  Mr.  Hes- 
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keth,  "  Juditli  had  orders  always  to  bring  a  third 
cup  and  saucer  in  case  Mr.  Chase  came  to  tea.'* 

"  I  was  wishing  to  see  jou  too,"  said  Frances. 
"I  have  something  for  you  from  Miss  Clayton." 
She  drew  him  aside  so  as  to  be  unobserved  by  the 
rest,  and  opened  a  sheet  of  paper,  on  which  was 
drawn  a  simple  cross,  to  be  executed  in  granite, 
with  the  inscription  carved  upon  the  base, 

MINA  CHASE. 

Died  April  28th,  18 — , 

Aged  36. 

"  a  broken  and  a  contrite   heart,  o  god,  thou 

wilt  not  despise." 

"  She  thought  you  would  like  those  words  the 
best ;  they  seemed  almost  chosen  by  Mina  herself." 

"It  is  all  I  could  have  wished  for,"  was  the 
reply.     "  Is  the  drawing  intended  for  me  ?" 

"  Yes,  she  said  you  might  like  to  have  it.  I  will 
write  to  her  to-morrow,  and  say  that  it  is  all  you 
could  wish." 

"  I  will  write  myself,  but  I  should  like  you  also 
to  tell  her  how  sensible  I  am  of  her  kindness. 
You  will  do  it  better  than  I  shall." 

"  She  said  it  was  a  slight  tribute  to  her  affection 
for  Mina.  You  don't  know  how  very  much  she 
loved  her." 

"  May  God  reward  her !"  was  the  answer. 

Later  in  the  evening  Mr.  Chase  drew  a  letter 
out  of  his  pocket.  "  I  had  forgotten  one  of  the 
principal  objects  of  my  visit.  This  morning  I 
received  an  Oxford  Class  List,  by  post,  evidently 
from  my  old  pupil  Grahame,  for  I  see  that  he  has 
taken  a  double  first  class." 

"  Indeed!     I  am  very  glad,"  said  Mr.  Hesketh. 

"We  seem  entirely  to  have  lost  sight  of  him," 
observed  Frances. 
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"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Chase.  "  His  mother  tells  me 
he  has  been  reading  so  hard  that  almost  all  his 
vacations  have  been  spent  in  Oxford.  Last  long 
vacation  I  believe  she  went  with  him  to  the  sea- 
side, but  he  has  not  been  in  Peverstone  since  he 
first  went  into  residence." 

"  I  expect  he  is  a  nephew  of  a  friend  of  mine — 
Henry  Beauchamp,"  remarked  Mr.  Osborne.  "I 
met  him  about  a  month  ago,  and  he  told  me  he  had 
a  nephew  at  Oxford  of  the  name  of  Grahame, 
whom  he  expected  to  do  great  things.  He  is  des- 
tined for  the  bar,  I  believe,  and  under  the  wing  of 
his  uncle  he  will  he  likely  to  do  well." 

"  Yes,  the  name  of  Henry  Beauchamp  will  be 
a  stepping-stone  to  a  young  barrister,"  said  Mr. 
Hesketh.     "  Few  names  stand  higher  at  the  Bar." 

"  Grahame  is  so  high-principled  and  industrious 
that  he  will  rise  eventually  on  his  own  merits," 
said  Mr.  Chase.     "I  should  like  to  see  him  again." 

"  He  has  been  staying  in  Scotland,  has  he  not  ?" 
asked  Trances  ;  "  at  least,  you  told  me  he  was 
going  there  some  time  ago,  May." 

"  His  mother  wished  him  to  do  so,"  said  Mr. 
Chase,  "  and  was  very  much  annoyed  because  she 
could  not  persuade  him.  I  believe  he  has  influ- 
ential friends  there,  who  will  be  likely  to  help  him 
by  and  by." 

"  I  thought  Mrs.  Grahame  told  me  he  was  going 
as  a  settled  thing,"  said  Mabel,  quietly.  "  It  was 
a  long  time  ago,  and  I  may  be  mistaken." 

At  length  Mr.  Chase  took  his  leave,  and  the 
sisters  prepared  to  retire,  as  excitement  and  her  jour- 
ney had  made  Frances  look  weary  for  some  time  past. 

"  Good-night,  dear  papa,"  said  May,  adding  in  a 
whisper,  "  we  may  go  to  bed  with  light  hearts." 

I  never  had  more  cause  for  thankfulness,"  was 
the  low  reply.  "  He  is  not  such  a  bad  brother 
after  all,  May." 
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"  A  very  good  one,"  said  Mabel,  heartily. 
"  Good-night,  Mr.  Osborne." 

*'  G-ood-night,"  and  her  hand  was  retained  for  a 
moment,  while  the  good-humoured  face  looked  in- 
clined to  say  something  more.  "  May  it  not  be 
*  Frank'  for  the  future  ?" 

A  cordial  smile  and  a  warm  shake  of  the  hand 
served  for  answer ;  and  the  sisters  went  off  to  pour 
forth  their  overcharged  feelings,  and  build  airy 
castles  in  the  brightening  future,  which  were  suffi- 
ciently probable  to  appear  realities  to  their  vivid 
imaginations. 


CHAPTEE  XIX. 

*'  You  have  too  much  respect  upon  the  world  : 
They  lose  it  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care." 
Merchant  of  Venice. 

Me.  Osborne's  visit  was  necessarily  a  short  one. 
Business  called  Mm  to  Cheriton  at  the  expiration 
of  a  week,  but  not  before  he  had  made  that  week 
the  most  enjo^^able  the  Heskeths  had  passed  since 
leaving  the  Priory.' 

Mabel  was  exceedingly  afraid  of  intruding  upon 
her  companions,  to  their  extreme  amusement ;  but 
they  insisted  upon  her  accompanying  them  in  their 
excursions  and  rambles,  and  Mr.  Osborne's  kind, 
brotherly  manner  excluded  all  fear  that  she  was 
not  wanted.  The  future  entered  little  into  the 
conversations  during  that  week ;  it  was  spent  in 
entire  enjoyment  of  the  present,  at  least  by  two  of 
the  party,  and  if  the  feelings  of  the  third  were  less 
thoroughly  happy,  she  could  yet  feel  purely  con- 
tented and  thankful  in  witnessing  their  happiness 
and  growing  affection  for  each  other. 

It  was  settled  that  the  wedding  should  take 
place  the  following  May,  for  Mr.  Osborne  urged 
that  it  was  not  like  a  recent  engagement,  as 
Prances  had  known  his  feelings  for  some  time  past. 
Pie  was  very  desirous  that  she  should  see  her 
future  home,  and  after  he  had  been  gone  a  few 
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days  Mrs.  Collingwood  acceded  to  Ins  request  that 
they  would  all  drive  over,  and  spend  a  day  at  Cheri- 
ton  Lodge. 

It  was  a  very  pleasant  modern  house  with  sash- 
windows  opening  on  a  large,  and  beautifully  laid  out 
garden.  Mr.  Osborne  met  them  at  the  Lodge,  and 
Frances  scarcely  raised  her  eyes,  for  a  remnant 
of  her  old  pride  made  her  scorn  to  think  she  would 
be  gaining,  in  a  worldly  sense,  by  her  marriage. 
His  face  was  full  of  joyful  expectation  when  they 
arrived,  but  gradually  it  sobered  down  and  a  cloud 
came  across  it,  as  he  observed  her  quiet,  uncon- 
cerned air.  Mabel  saw  it  too,  and,  not  understand- 
ing the  cause,  strove  to  supply  the  deficiency  by 
additional  admiration  of  everything. 

"  Will  you  come  in  and  rest,  or  walk  round  and 
see  the  grounds  first  ?"  asked  their  host. 

**  Oh  !  may  we  not  see  the  grounds  first  ?"  asked 
May,  appealing  to  both  Mrs.  Collingwood  and 
Frances. 

"  Certainly,"  said  the  former,  while  the  latter 
passively  acquiesced. 

Mabel  and  Jessie  w^ere  full  of  admiration  of  all 
they  saw,  and  indeed  seldom  had  such  moderately 
sized  gardens  been  more  tastefully  arranged.  They 
went  on  before,  appealing  incessantly  to  those  in 
the  rear. 

"  Oh  !  where  does  this  path  lead  ?"  exclaimed 
Mabel,  at  last.  "  Such  a  delightful  little  winding 
path,  Frank  !     May  we  explore  ?" 

"  By  all  means ;  it  will  bring  you  out  eventually 
on  a  cliff  overhanging  the  sea.  But  it  is  rather 
long  and  steep — shall  you  be  afraid  of  it,  Mrs. 
Collingwood  ?" 

"  Well,  I  have  no  affection  for  steep  places,  but 
I  will  rest  on  this  tempting  seat  until  you  return. 
Don't  be  afraid  to  leave  me,"  as  Frances  hesitated, 
"  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  what  the  view  is  like,  and 

II.  IT 
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a  steady  head  must  follow  to  keep  watch  over  my 
Jessie." 

"  Oh !  is  mamma  not  coming  ?"  exclaimed  Jes- 
sie. "  She  never  gets  enthusiastic  about  the  sea. 
But,  come,  May,  who  will  get  a  sight  of  it  first  ? 
I  hope  it  will  be  rough." 

"  How  lovely  this  will  be  in  summer !"  responded 
Mabel.  "  So  cool  and  quiet  and  breezy  in  hot  wea- 
ther ! — and  such  a  quantity  of  ferns  !  Look,  Jessie, 
at  this  little  dell — a  perfect  nest  of  moss  and  ferns 
and  primroses !  Frances,  dear,  just  what  you  will 
delight  in — is  it  not  lovely  ?" 

"  I  daresay,  May ;  I  mean,  yes,  I  like  it  very 
much." 

A  look  of  keen  disappointment  crossed  Mr. 
Osborne's  face,  and  Frances  was  gently  detained 
until  the  others  were  out  of  hearing. 

"You  are  disappointed." 

"  No,  indeed  :  why  should  you  think  so  ?" 

"  From  your  voice  and  manner ;  I  know  there 
is  not  much  to  admire,  and  you  may  have  expected 
more,  but  I  thought  you  would  be  interested  in 
seeing  it." 

A  hand  was  laid  upon  his,  and  the  old  Frances 
returned  in  voice  and  manner  immediately.  "I 
was  naughty,  Frank ;  don't  be  vexed  with  me. 
It  is  more  extensive  and  finer  than  I  ever  expected, 
but  I  warned  you  that  I  was  ]3roud,  and  I  felt  too 
proud  to  acknowledge  it." 

"And  I  warned  you,"  said  the  merry  face,  all 
smiles  once  more,  "that  I  would  have  no  pride 
where  I  was  concerned.  Frances — don't  let  it 
come  between  us — what  right  have  we  to  talk  of 
'pride."\ 

"  No  right,"  was  the  honest  answer.  "  It  is 
lovely,  indeed !  No  words  will  express  what  I 
think  of  it,  and  the  taste  that  I  see  everywhere. 
Perhaps  if  it  had  been  less  lovely  I  should  have 
been  less  proud." 
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"  If  I  thought  that  was  really  the  case  I  would 
have  the  lawu  plouglied  up  aud  planted  with  pota- 
toes, and  turn  the  fountain  into  a  duck-pond !"  said 
Frank,  with  good-humoured  vehemence. 

"  No,  you  wouldn't,  for  you  would  think  it  better 
to  teach  me  to  cure  my  faults,  than  to  remove  all 
cause  of  annoyance  out  of  my  way,  like  a  spoilt 
child." 

"  At  all  events,  I  am  not  afraid  of  the  pride 
when  you  can  talk  like  that." 

"  But  I  would  rather  you  should  be  afraid  of  it," 
said  Frances,  earnestly.  "  It  is  not  nearly  cured 
yet,  and  although  I  mean  to  try  very  hard  to  root 
it  out,  I  am  afraid  it  will  take  some  time." 

"  Well,  everyone  must  have  some  fault,"  was 
the  reply,  "  and  there  are  many  worse  ones  than 
pride.  I  am  content  to  wait  its  cure,  and  I  don't 
think  you  will  often  feel  it  with  me." 

A  smile  was  the  ansAver,  and  it  seemed  a  satisfac- 
tory one,  to  judge  by  the  sunburnt  face.  "And 
now  tell  me  what  pride  could  have  to  do  with  your 
not  admiring  my  garden." 

*'  Don't  ask  me,"  said  Frances,  colouring. 

"  Yes,  I  must  ask  you,  for  when  you  have  told 
me  we  shall  understand  each  other  better.  Were 
you  comparing  it  with  North wode  Priory  ?" 

"  Oh !  no,  no,  no,"  said  Frances,  in  her  most 
earnest  tone. 

'*  What  then  ?" 

"  Well,  if  you*must  know — it  was  very  foolish — 
but  I  thought  that  the  world  would  say,  perhaps, 
it  had  been  ...  a  good  thing — for  me,  that  is — in 
a  worldly  sense — I  can't  explain  more,  Frank,  you 
must  understand,"  and  the  blushing  face  was 
turned  away  from  him. 

"  Well,  and  suppose  the  world  did,"  and  a  look 
of  considerable  amusement  followed  her. 

"  Only  that  it  makes  me  feel  proud — I  couldn't 
bear  to  have  it  said." 
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"That  must  depend  upon  who  says  it,"  said  Mr. 
Osborne,  in  a  kind,  serious  voice.  *'  I  don't  think 
we  need  trouble  ourselves  much  about  anything 
said  by  the  world,  as  the  world.  If  you  were 
richer  than  I  am,  the  world  would  probably  have 
said  I  cared  for  your  money  and  not  for  yourself. 
Tou  know  the  fable  about  the  two  men  and  the 
donkey — don't  let  us  be  as  foolish  as  those  men 
were,  or  we  may  also  end  by  carrying  the  donkey 
on  our  shoulders — a  thing  very  literally  done  by 
those  who  think  much  about  the  world's  opinion. 
The  point  is,  what  do  we  feel  ourselves  ?  I  don't 
think  wealth  has  had  much  to  do  with  our  affection, 
and  if  we  are  conscious  of  this,  there  can  be  no  ne- 
cessity for  pride — eh,  Erances  ?" 

"  Only  when  people  know  no  better,"  she  said, 
smiling,  although  a  tear  stood  in  her  eye.  "  I 
think  I  am  a  little  wiser  already.  Thank  you  for 
understanding  me." 

"  Thank  you  for  giving  me  the  opportunity. 
Let  this  be  a  lesson  to  us  never  to  deal  in  half- 
confidences.  Always  believe  that  I  shall  under- 
stand you  until  you  have  found  the  contrary,  and 
I  am  not  afraid  that  that  will  be  the  case  very 
often." 

"  And  now  I  am  in  a  state  of  mind  to  admire 
May's  mossy  dell,"  said  Frances,  smiling.  *'  I  felt 
out  of  tune,  before." 

The  long,  winding  path  led  out  upon  the  downs 
that  overhung  the  sea.  It  was  a  blowing  March 
day,  and  they  found  the  two  girls  standing  on  one 
of  the  highest  points  of  rock,  revelling  in  the 
breeze,  and  vainly  striving  to  keep  dresses,  mantles 
and  curls  in  something  like  order.  The  sea  was 
tossing  and  foaming  many  hundred  feet  below 
them,  and  the  sea-gulls  were  dashing  wildly  about, 
to  Jessie's  enthusiastic  admiration. 

"  Ah !  it  is  just  the  day  for  the  downs,"  said 
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Mr.  Osborne.  "  Take  care  you  are  not  blown 
away !"  he  cried  at  the  top  of  his  voice  to  Jessie 
and  May,  while  the  wind  carried  the  tones  in  the 
opposite  direction,  so  that  not  a  murmur  of  them 
was  heard  by  those  addressed. 

"  Isn't  this  delightful  ?"  asked  Jessie,  as  they 
came  running  towards  them. 

**  You  looked  like  *  Noma  of  the  fitful  head,'  " 
observed  Mr.  Osborne.  "Are  you  sure  it  is  not 
too  cold  ?" 

"Not  for  Jessie,"  replied  May;  "this  is  her  ele- 
ment. If  we  were  Pythagoreans  I  should  expect 
to  meet  Jessie  some  day  in  the  form  of  a  sea-gull. 
How  she  would  glory  in  darting  about,  up  to  the  sky 
and  down  to  the  waves,  with  that  clear,  shrill  cry, 
beating  her  large  white  wings !" 

"  Well,  I  should,"  rejoined  Jessie.  *'  I  often 
think  it  must  be  the  most  exquisite  motion  ;  espe- 
cially when  they  soar  very  high,  and  allow  them- 
selves to  float  gently  down  with  outstretched 
wings,  as  that  white  one  is  now  doing.  For  my 
own  part,  I  don't  wonder  that  our  Saxon  Bladud, 
knowing  no  better,  was  desirous  of  making  himself 
wings  and  taking  flight." 

"The  question  is,  did  he  know  no  better?"  said 
Mr.  Osborne,  thoughtfully. 

"  I  am  afraid  there  was  a  good  deal  of  vain-glory 
in  it,"  observed  May. 

**  I  think  the  result  would  justify  us  in  conclud- 
ing that  such  was  the  case,"  said  Frances. 

"  Oh !  no,  that  is  not  fair,"  said  Jessie,  "  we 
ought  not  to  judge  by  the  result,  for  I  for  one  do 
not  believe  in  immediate  punishments  of  that  kind ; 
at  least  not  in  later  times,"  she  added,  thoughtfully. 

"Don't  you  believe  in  temporal  rewards  and 
punishments,  then  ?"  asked  Frances. 

'*  Yes,  to  a  certain  extent,  I  suppose,  but  not  in 
the  way  some  people  do." 


294  NOETHWODE    PRIOET. 

"  I  don't  think  we  can  talk  of  believing  or  not 
believing  in  it  at  all,"  observed  Mr.  Osborne. 
"  That  even  in  this  world  sin  is  punished  and 
virtue  rewarded  we  cannot  doubt,  at  least,  very 
frequently." 

"Some  virtues  bring  their  own  reward,"  said 
Jessie.  "Industry,  for  instance,  temperance  and 
thrift,  and  the  opposite  vices  their  punishment." 

"  But  it  is  God  Who  allows  such  virtues  to 
bring  their  reward,"  remarked  Frances. 

"  I  don't  think  it  is  a  thing  we  can  come  to  any 
conclusions  about,"  said  May,  who  had  been  deep 
in  thought.  "  I  was  calling  to  mind  many  passages 
in  the  Scriptures,  but  they  seemed  to  bring  no  ex- 
act satisfaction.  First  of  all,  there  is,  '  whom  the 
Lord  loveth  He  chasteneth,'  which  seems  to  tell 
us  not  to  seek  prosperity  as  a  reward  for  goodness 
in  this  world.  Then  again,  there  is  that  verse, 
*  and  yet  saw  I  never  the  righteous  forsaken,  nor 
his  seed  begging  their  bread.'  " 

"  But  that  is  a  distinct  thing  from  *  prosperity,'  " 
said  Jessie. 

''Tes,  but  still  it  is  a  reward  for  'righteous- 
ness,' "  said  Mr.  Osborne. 

"  Then  again,"  continued  Mabel,  "  there  is  that 
psalm  in  which  David  expresses  himself  as  grieved 
because  he  sees  the  ungodly  in  such  prosperity, 
where  he  says,  they  '  come  in  no  misfortune  like 
other  folk.'  Even  the  promises  that  righteousness 
shall  be  rewarded,  appear  to  have  little  reference  to 
this  world.  I  suppose  as  we  all  know  there  is  an 
eternal  reward  for  the  righteous,  that  is  intended  to 
be  all-sufEcient." 

"  Especially  as  prosperity  might  be  a  temptation, 
and  therefore  no  reward,"  said  Jessie. 

"In  addition  to  which,"  said  Mr.  Osborne, 
"mercenary  motives  might  have  come  into  play, 
whereas  now  goodness  can  but  hope  for  a  reward 
in  another  world." 
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"  I  doubt  whether  we  ought  to  talk  about  '  re- 
wards' at  all,"  remarked  Jessie.  i 

"So  do  I,"  added  May.  "  No  one  can  look  for 
a  reward  for  doing  their  duty,  and  we  can  never 
hope  fully  to  do  that." 

*'  I  think  it  must  be  used  in  a  different  sense  in 
the  Bible  from  that  which  we  have  learned  to  attach 
to  it,"  said  Frank,  '*  for  we  are  told  that  the  wicked 
will  have  their  reward." 

"The  difference  seems  to  me  to  be,"  said 
Frances,  "  that  although  in  this  world  we  could  not 
expect  to  be  recompensed  for  merely  doing  our 
duty,  yet  God,  though  He  requires  this  absolutely 
of  us,  is  so  merciful  as  to  reward  us  for  fulfilling 
it ;  so  that  we  may  still  call  it  a  '  reward,'  but  re- 
gard it  more  as  a  gift  than  as  a  right  which  we 
have  earned." 

"  I  agree  with  you,"  said  Mr.  Osborne.  *'  You 
have  just  expressed  what  was  in  my  mind." 

"And  now  I  think  we  ought  to  go,"  remarked 
Mabel,  "  for  Frances  is  looking  cold." 

"  And  mamma  will  wonder  what  has  become  of 
us,"  added  Jessie. 

It  was  too  rough  for  yachting,  so  after  an  early 
dinner,  the  beach  and  rocks  were  visited,  and  then 
Mrs.  Collingwood  thought  it  prudent  to  return,  for 
neither  Mabel  nor  Jessie  were  strong  enough  to 
make  a  drive  in  an  open  carriage  on  a  March  even- 
ing prudent.  Mr.  Osborne  was  unwilling  to  part 
with  them  so  early,  but  promised  to  ride  over  the 
following  day. 

"Well,  Frances,  is  it  an  improvement  on  the 
cottage  ?"  was  Mr.  Hesketh's  inquiry  that  evening. 

"  Oh!  papa,  it  is  so  pretty,"  answered  May,  for 
her  sister ;  and  taking  a  seat  at  his  feet,  she  pro- 
ceeded to  give  him  the  details  of  Frances'  future 
home.  "  The  garden  is  nearly  twice  the  size  of  our 
dear  Priory  garden  ;  it  is  almost  like  a  pleasure- 
ground.     First  of  all,  there  is  a  green  lawn  in  front 
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of  the  house  with  no  flower  beds,  but  some  fine  old 
trees,  and  a  great  many  shrubs,  which  must  be 
beautiful  in  summer.  The  flower-garden  is  chiefly 
on  one  side  of  the  house,  and  the  drawing-room 
windows  open  out  upon  it.  Tliere  is  a  verandah 
round  two  sides  of  the  house,  and  at  the  furthest 
end  near  the  flower-garden  is  the  green-house.  The 
useful  portion  of  the  garden  we  did  not  take  much 
interest  in,  but  there  are  some  pleasant  shady 
walks  on  the  side  of  the  house  that  has  no  veran- 
dah. At  the  end  of  one  of  these  walks  are  some 
rough  steps,  which  lead  up  to  the  clifl"  by  the  most 
tempting  bowery  little  walk,  with  white  flints,  and 
moss  and  primroses  on  either  side.  It  was  con- 
trived and  made  by  Frank  himself,  but  so  nicely 
done,  that  you  are  almost  deceived  into  the  idea 
that  it  is  nature's  own  work,  for  there  is  nothing 
precise,  nothing  that  looks  arranged  or  placed  for 
efiect  in  it." 

•'  Why,  May,  it  seems  to  me  I  shall  have  hard 
work  to  keep  you  from  Cheriton  Lodge,  when  once 
you  have  a  sister  there." 

"  If  so,  it  will  not  be  on  account  of  the  white 
flints  and  primroses,"  said  May,  kissing  her  sister's 
hand,  which  held  hers  caressingly. 

"  Go  on,  my  May-flower,  I  want  to  hear  the 
rest,"  said  her  father. 

**  Well,  this  little  path,  after  winding  about  round 
rocks  and  beneath  trees  in  a  way  no  words  would 
describe,  brings  you  suddenly  out  upon  the  free, 
open  downs.  There  lies  the  great  living  sea  be- 
neath you,  and  all  the  coast,  on  both  sides,  as  far  as 
eye  can  reach.  You  look  down  from  a  dizzy  height, 
and  see  the  broken,  rugged  grey  rocks,  tossed 
about  as  if  the  ocean  had  piled  them  carelessly  one 
on  top  of  another,  and  grass,  ivy,  and  sea-side 
plants  creeping  over  them,  so  picturesque  and 
lovely  !     When  the  wild  clematis  is  in  leaf  it  must 
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be  exquisite,  for  Frank  says  there  is  a  great  deal  in 
the  summer,  and  that  the  bright  green  against  the 
sombre  grey  is  so  pretty  !  But  this  is  all  old  to 
you,  for  you  have  known  Cheriton  ever  since  you 
were  a  boy." 

"Never  mind,  go  on, I  like  to  hear  you  describe  it.' ' 
"  Jessie,  who  is  always  wild  about  the  sea,  was 
in  ecstasies.  The  waves  were  high  and  'foamy,' 
and  dashed  up  over  the  rocks  with  such  a  roar! 
We  went  to  the  highest  point  of  the  downs,  and 
clung  to  the  flag-staff ;  it  would  have  been  scarcely 
safe  without  that  stay,  for  the  wind  was  so  boister- 
ous. Now,  I  must  tell  you  about  the  inside  of  the 
house.  Frank  has  already  begun  to  prepare  it  for 
the  reception  of  a  lady.  The  sitting-rooms  are 
very  pretty,  elegantly  furnished,  but  not  grand  ; 
with  stands  of  hot-house  flowers  in  the  windows. 
There  is  one  small  room  at  the  side,  close  to  the 
green-house,  with  a  sea  view,  and  Frank  confided  to 
me  that  it  is  to  be  Frances'  own  room.  I  don't 
mean  that  it  is  a  secret,  for  he  told  Frances  too ; 
and  he  consulted  me  about  the  pictures  and  furni- 
ture, and  there  is  to  be  a  cottage  piano  and  all  her 
favourite  books." 

Mr.  Hesketh  gave  a  smiling  glance  at  his  eldest 
daughter's  happy,  flushed  face.  "  And  is  Osborne 
prepared  to  marry  you  both  at  once  ?" 

May  laughed  ;  "  Ah  !  dear  papa,  I  am  not  going 
to  be  faithless  to  you.  Dear  Frances  will  be  able 
to  come  to  us  very  often,  and  when  we  can  we  will 
go  to  her ;  but  she  knows  that  you  are  always  to 
be  my  first  thought." 

"  I  must  not  let  you  spoil  me,  May." 
Frances  was  to  be  married  from  "William's  house, 
for  although  her  pride  had  long  since  come  down 
to  her  circumstances,  both  Mabel  and  her  father 
thought  the  cottage  too  small  and  incommodious. 
Dudley  was  unable  to  be  present,  and  there  were  to 
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be  no  friends  except  the  G-raingers  and  the  Col- 
lingwoods,  and  a  married  sister  of  Mr.  Osborne's. 
Mr.  Chase  no  one  thought  of  including  among  the 
guests,  as  he  was  regarded  almost  as  one  of  the 
family,  M'hose  presence  was  a  matter  of  course. 
May  was  to  be  the  only  bridesmaid,  and  Frances 
especially  desired  it  might  be  strictly  a  quiet  wed- 

Very  nice  she  looked  in  her  simple  white  silk 
dress  and  mantle,  and  white  lace  bonnet  and  veil. 
She  had  never  been  strictly  handsome,  but  the  ex- 
pression of  her  face  was  so  much  sweeter  and  more 
elevated  than  in  former  days,  that  Frank,  at  least, 
thought  she  looked  so  on  the  morning  of  her  bridal 
day. 

It  might  be  with  a  half-sigh  that  she  signed  her 
name  for  the  last  time  as  "  Frances  Mary  Hesketh  ;" 
but  it  was  not  without  a  confident  hope  that  the 
discipline  she  had  undergone  under  that  name,  had 
prepared  her  to  enter  in  a  higher  and  holier  spirit 
upon  the  new  duties  attendant  upon  the  new  name. 

It  was  a  cheerful  wedding  on  the  whole.  May 
shed  some  silent  tears  at  parting  again  from  the 
sister  she  had  but  just  recovered,  and  was  forced  to 
remind  herself  of  her  father's  observation  that  she 
was  gaining  a  brother,  rather  than  losing  a  sister. 
No  one  feared  for  the  bride's  future  happiness. 
There  was  a  sincerity  in  Mr.  Osborne's  open,  good- 
tempered  face,  and  an  expression  in  his  eye,  when 
it  rested  on  his  young  wife,  that  promised  well  for 
her  married  life. 

*'  0,  May !"  said  Frances,  when  she  had  gone 
up  stairs  to  prepare  for  her  journey.  "  I  hope  I 
may  briug  him  more  comfort  than  I  have  ever  given 
you.  All  my  faults  and  shortcomings  crowded  into 
my  mind  to-day  in  church,  and  I  felt  how  very 
little  I  had  done  to  deserve  such  happiness." 

"  That  does  not  apply  to  the  last  two  years," 
said  Mabel,  fondly. 
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"  Not  SO  much,  but  for  many  and  many  a  year 
before  that.  I  am  sure,  however,  that  I  am  in  ear- 
nest now,  and  Frank  will  help  me.  T  told  him  how 
bad  I  used  to  be,  that  he  might  not  be  deceived  in 
me  ;  I  couldn't  bear  to  think  he  was  taking  me  for 
better  than  I  was.  You  must  come  and  stay  with 
me  very  often ;  he  says  it  is  to  be  your  home 
whenever  you  will  come.  O,  May  !  my  darling ! 
how  can  I  bear  to  lose  you  ?" 

In  vain  Mabel  tried  to  affirm  that  it  was  no  real 
separation  ;  in  a  certain  sense  it  must  be  so  ;  it  could 
never  again  be  as  it  had  been  ;  and  the  sisters 
threw  their  arms  round  each  other,  and  cried  unre- 
strainedly for  some  minutes. 

"  What  will  Frank  say  to  me  if  I  take  you  down 
with  red  eyes  ?"  asked  May,  smiling  through  her 
tears.  "  At  least  it  is  not  a  bad  separation — not 
half  as  bad  as  when  you  went  to  Bramshaw,  for  you 
will  often  come  to  see  papa  and  me,  and  whenever 
I  can  leave  him,  I  will  come  to  Cheriton,  and  at 
other  times  we  will  write." 

"  And  now  you  will  write  every  day ;  I  shall 
long  to  hear  from  you." 

"  It  will  only  be  three  weeks,"  observed  Mabel, 
"  and  Mrs.  Collingwood  has  promised  to  take  me 
to  Cheriton  to  see  that  the  rooms  are  prepared  dur- 
ing that  time." 

*'  And  we  agreed  with  papa  that  you  must  spend 
the  first  week  witlT  us.  Frank  is  so  kind,  trying  to 
soften  the  parting  in  every  possible  way." 

*'He  is  a  first-rate  brother!"  exclaimed  May, 
heartily.  "  O,  Frances !  how  little  we  foresaw  all 
this  the  day  he  helped  us  out  of  the  sinking  boat, 
and  invited  us  to  his  house  !" 

"  I  shall  never  be  dressed  if  I  go  on  talking," 
said  Frances.  "  Help  me,  dear  May,  the  carriage 
has  been  waiting  so  long." 

A  plain  violet  silk  dress,  a  velvet  mantle  and 
straw  bonnet  with  white  ribbon  and  white  veil  was 
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Frances'  travelling  dress.  She  had  refused  to  in- 
cur any  unnecessary  expense  in  procuring  her 
trousseau,  feeling  that,  however  it  might  hereafter 
suit  Mrs.  Osborne  to  dress,  only  quiet,  unpre- 
tending clothes  could  become  Miss  Hesketh  under 
present  circumstances. 

The  half  of  her  mother's  jointure  Mr.  Hesketh 
insisted,  much  against  his  daughter's  will,  should 
be  returned  to  her.  It  had  indeed  been  invaluable 
during  their  pressing  need,  and  many  tears  were 
shed  by  both  the  sisters,  when  their  father  spoke 
of  the  unselfishness  that  had  made  them  desire  it 
should  be  regarded  as  public  property,  when  poverty, 
brought  on  by  his  own  imprudence,  had  overtaken 
them.  Now  there  ceased  to  be  any  reason  why 
he  should  appropriate  it,  and  he  insisted  upon 
doing  so  no  longer. 

Mr.  Osborne  passively  acquiesced  when  Frances 
mentioned  the  fact,  and  she  felt  that,  much  as  she 
might  desire  to  give  it  to  those  who  needed  it  so 
much  more,  yet  she  could  not  express  any  further 
wish  on  the  subject.  But  he  read  her  wishes  more 
nearly  than  she  imagined,  as  she  had  reason  after- 
wards to  know. 

"  Here  is  Frank  come  to  summon  us,"  exclaimed 
May,  when,  her  sister  being  ready,  they  were  going 
down  stairs  and  met  him  on  the  staircase.  "  It 
was  my  fault ;  I  would  talk  to  her  and  that  made 
her  late." 

"I  am  exceedingly  displeased,"  said  Mr.  Os- 
borne, trying  to  put  the  expression  of  a  fierce  hus- 
band into  his  merry  features.  "  Recollect,  for  the 
future,  that  your  sister  is  wedded  to  a  Bluebeard 
who  will  stand  no  trifling,  and  beware  lest  an  act 
of  misdemeanour  should  consign  her  head  to  the 
company  of  those  of  the  six  former  Mrs.  Blue- 
beards, who  were  imprudent  enough  to  test  his  for- 
bearance." 
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"  I  am  sure  if  I  had  pictured  Bluebeard  at  all 
like  you  the  story  would  never  have  given  rise  to 
the  delightful  horror  with  which  I  used  to  read  it 
as  a  child." 

"Sister  May,"  said  Frank,  in  a  changed  voice, 
placing  an  official-looking  document  in  her  hand, 
"  Will  you  accept  this  as  your  new  brother's  first 
gift  ?  There — thank  Frances  for  it,  it  is  as  much 
her  doing  as  mine,"  and  with  a  brotherly  kiss  he 
hurried  them  down  stairs  under  the  pretence  that 
they  were  alarmingly  late,  but  in  reality  to  escape 
thanks. 

"I  don't  understand  what  it  is,  dearest,"  whis- 
pered May,  to  her  sister.  "  Don't  think  me  un- 
grateful, but  this  lawyer-like  writing  might  as  well 
be  G-reek  as  far  as  my  understanding  it  is  con- 
cerned." 

"  Ask  papa  to  tell  you  what  it  is  when  we  are 
gone,"  replied  Frances.  "  We  want  no  thanks — 
Frank  left  it  till  the  last  that  there  might  be  no 
time  for  them." 

The  short  bridal  tour  was  to  be  spent  chiefly  in 
France,  for  Frances  had  never  been  abroad,  and 
Normandy  offered  no  slight  objects  of  interest. 
"  How  gladly  we  shall  welcome  the  sight  of  our 
dear  Peverstone  Church  tower  when  we  return  !" 
said  Frances.  "I  expect  to  see  nothing  more 
pleasing  to  my  eyes  in  the  way  of  Cathedrals,  how- 
ever grand  they  may  be,  than  S.  Edward's  in  its 
dignified  simplicity." 

"  And  we  shall  come  here  on  our  way  home," 
added  Mr.  Osborne,  "  and  carry  May  on  with 
us." 

"  To  act  the  part  of  sister  Anne  to  poor  Fatima," 
suggested  May.  *'  I  hope  you  will  have  fine  wea- 
ther." 

*'  So  they  are  really  gone  !"  she  said,  ten  minutes 
afterwards,  as  she  stood  at  the  drawing-room  win- 


302  NORTHWODE    PRIOET. 

dow  trying  to  hide  a  tear,  and  glad  to  turn  aside 
to  the  baby,  who  in  a  white  frock  and  blue  ribbons 
had  been  brought  down  to  bid  adieu  to  her  aunt 
and  Godmother. 

"  She  seems  almost  to  understand  something 
about  it,"  said  Jessie,  "  for  she  crowed  when  your 
sister  took  her  in  her  arms,  and  submitted  so  prettily 
to  Mr.  Osborne's  kiss  ;  and  when  the  carriage  drove 
off  she  looked  half  inclined  to  cry,  but  I  turned 
her  attention  to  her  blue  sash,  and  a  little  inherent 
vanity  overcame  other  considerations." 

"  How  good  Willy  and  Archie  were  in  Church  !" 
said  May.  "  I  was  half  afraid  for  Archie,  but 
Frances  would  have  him,  and  he  was  quite  quiet." 

"  Only  once  when  he  saw  you  crying  he  lisped 
out  an  '  Aunty  May,'  "  replied  Jessie ;  "  but  I 
squeezed  his  hand  and  said  '  hush,'  and  he  looked 
awed  into  quietude." 

"  Papa,"  said  May,  that  evening,  when  they  were 
once  more  alone  in  their  own  home,  "  Frank  gave 
me  a  paper  this  morning,  and  said  it  was  his  first 
gift,  but  I  can't  understand  what  it  means." 

It  was  no  such  riddle  to  Mr.  Hesketh,  for  it  was 
a  deed  of  gift,  drawn  up  by  William,  whereby 
Frances'  portion  was  made  over  absolutely,  in  her 
name  and  Mr.  Osborne's,  to  her  sister,  Mabel 
Kennedy  Hesketh. 

"  O,  papa  !  how  very,  very  kind  of  him — and  of 
dear  Frances  too !" 

"How  much  we  have  to  be  thankful  for !"  was 
the  rejoinder. 

"  It  has  been  a  day  of  days,  to  be  remembered 
all  one's  life." 

"  A  showery  day,  too,  in  some  respects,  May." 

**  Only  April  showers  that  have  trespassed  upon 
May,"  was  the  smiling  reply.  *'  No  indeed,  papa, 
I  have  been  more  inclined  to  laugh  than  cry  all 
day,  although  I  could  not  help  a  few  tears." 
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"  Yery  natural  ones,  my  dear  child.  May,  have 
you  been  thinking  of  your  mother  ?" 

"Tes,  indeed  I  have,"  and  Mabel's  eyes  filled 
once  more.  "  O,  papa !  if  she  could  have  seen  us,  how 
very,  very  happy  she  must  have  felt !  It  has  been 
the  greatest  joy  of  all  to  think  how  she  would  have 
liked  the  marriage,  and  have  looked  upon  Frank  as 
a  son." 

"  I  have  felt  as  if  she  was  very  near  us  to-day,*' 
said  Mr.  Hesketh,  with  a  half-sigh. 

"  And  so  has  Frances.  We  went  to  her  grave 
yesterday  evening  after  service,  and  Frances  said  it 
was  such  a  comfort  to  feel  sure  of  her  approval." 

"And  now,  papa,"  said  May,  after  a  pause,  "we 
shall  settle  down  quietly  for  life,  you  and  I.  We 
shall  be  like  a  centre  for  the  others  to  cluster 
round.  If  Dudley  should  ever  marry,  how  many 
we  shall  have  to  care  for ! — and  I  hope  it  is  not 
improbable,  for  he  would  never  be  quite  happy 
single,  and  he  long  ago  ceased  to  mourn  for  Geral- 
dine." 

*'  Tou  look  mischievous,  May." 

"  Do  I  ? — well,  perhaps  I  do.  I  was  thinking 
of  a  bright  little  castle  that  has  built  itself  up  in  a 
corner  of  my  brain,  and  that  won't  allow  itself  to 
be  demolished.  Suppose  he  were  ever  to  ask  Jessie, 
and  she  were  not  to  say  '  no.'  " 

f  Why  then  probably  she  would  say  *yes.'  " 

*'  A  very  delightful  probability  !  What  a  nice 
sister  she  would  make !  But  it  could  not  be  for 
some  years,  and  meanwhile  it  is  a  secret  between 
you  and  me,  papa." 

"  Very  well,  May  ;  but  do  not  think  too  much 
about  it." 


CHAPTEE  XX. 

One  half  of  all  our  cares  and  woes 

Exist  but  in  our  thought ; 
And  lightly  fall  the  rest  on  those 

With  them  who  wrestle  not, 
The  feather  scarcely  feels  the  gale. 
Which  bursts  the  seaman's  strongest  sail." 

AUBREY    DE    VERB. 


The  Osbornes  only  drove  through  Peverstone  to 
see  Mr.  Hesketh,  and  carry  Mabel  off  with  them, 
on  their  return  from  the  continent.  Mr.  Osborne 
was  very  anxious  to  feel  settled  down  in  his  home, 
but  the  visit  was  only  postponed,  for  they  were  to 
return  and  spend  a  week  with  William  and  Dora, 
during  Dudley's  vacation,  which  was  fast  approach- 
ing. 

It  was  a  delightful  holiday  to  Mabel.  Although 
she  had  no  precise  cares  or  anxieties  at  home  now, 
yet  it  was  refreshing  to  escape  the  minor  details 
of  housekeeping,  from  which  she  had  had  no  respite 
for  some  years.  It  revived  her  even  to  look  at 
Prances'  happy  face,  radiant  with  health,  and 
jBlushed  with  a  colour  such  as  she  had  not  seen 
there  for  a  very  long  while ;  and  the  intercourse 
between  the  husband  and  wife,  so  cheerful  and 
free  from  that  jarring  brusqueness  which  is  often 
to  be  grieved  over  in  married  life,  was  calculated 
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to  add  considerably  to  the  eDJoyment  of  a  third 
person. 

With  a  strange  feeling  of  unreality,  Mabel  awoke 
on  her  first  morning  at  Cheriton  Lodge,  to  the  recol- 
lection that  she  was  in  Prances'  house.  Instead 
of  her  tiny  bed-room,  where  the  broad  light  of 
day  appeared  like  twilight  through  the  one  small 
window,  she  opened  her  eyes  upon  a  pleasant, 
sunny  room,  and  found  around  her  comfort  and 
elegance  apart  from  luxury  and  display.  JSTo  close 
paved  court  met  her  view,  when,  as  was  her  custom 
on  fi.rst  rising,  she  went  to  the  window  to  look  out, 
but  the  deep  blue  sea,  dancing  in  the  sunshine,  and 
the  varied  colours  of  the  flower-garden,  immediately 
beneath  her  window.  The  distant  sound  of  the 
waves  dashing  over  the  rocks  greeted  her  ear,  and 
the  voices  of  the  boatmen  and  fishermen,  thus 
early  at  work  on  the  beach. 

"Dear,  dear  Frances!"  said  Mabel,  to  herself. 
"What  happiness  seems  to  be  in  store  for  her  1" 
and  closing  the  window,  she  knelt  down  to  repeat 
her  morning  prayers,  adding  a  special  thanksgiving 
for  the  blessings  bestowed  upon  her  sister. 

The  morning  was  spent  in  unpacking  foreign 
treasures  which  they  had  brought  home  with  them, 
and  wedding  presents  which  had  not  yet  been  seen. 

Besides  various  gifts  in  silver  and  plate  from  re- 
lations, there  was  a  handsome  silver  inkstand  from 
Mrs.  Grant  with  the  Osborne  crest  engraven  upon 
it  and  the  initials  "  P.  M.  0."  This  was  especially 
intended  for  Frances,  as  a  gift  to  her  nephew  was 
found  amongst  the  plate.  A  work-table,  beauti- 
fully fitted  up,  from  Mr.  Osborne's  married  sister, 
Mrs.  Ley ;  a  silver  paper-knife  from  Dudley,  a 
worked  sofa-cushion  from  Jessie  Collingwood,  and 
"  The  Christian  Tear,"  from  Mr.  Chase,  were  added 
to  the  number  of  presents  which  had  been  given  at 
the  wedding.    It  was  a  pleasant  task  disposing  of 

II.  I 
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the  new  gifts  in  the  already  well-furnished  rooms. 
Frank  seemed  to  derive  as  much  amusement  from 
the  occupation  as  the  sisters,  and  when  everything 
was  arranged  to  perfection,  the  purchases  they  had 
made  abroad,  were  opened  and  exhibited  to  May's 
admiring  eyes. 

A  beautiful  Madonna,  for  Mr.  Hesketh,  was  the 
first  thing  that  appeared.  It  was  to  be  framed,  and 
given  as  a  birthday  gift ;  and  rolled  up  with  it  were 
many  fine  engravings  destined  for  their  own  walls. 
Various  statuettes  and  curiosities  in  foreign  work- 
manship, with  some  delicate  specimens  of  Sevres 
and  Dresden  china,  were  carefully  unpacked  ;  and 
Frances  declared  that  Frank  had  insisted  upon 
buying  everything  she  admired,  so  that  during  the 
last  week  she  had  carefully  abstained  from  admiring 
anything  she  saw,  fearing  some  morning  to  be  told 
that  all  the  money  was  gone,  and  there  was  nothing- 
left  for  their  journey  back. 

"  In  fact,  dear  May,  so  studiously  did  I  avoid 
expressing  admiration  of  anything  I  saw,  that  I 
caught  myself  at  last  not  daring  to  pass  any  opinion 
upon  the  rose  window  at  S.  Ouen,  having  an  unde- 
fined fear  that  Frank  would  endeavour  to  bring 
it  back  with  him." 

"  And  poor  Frank,"  added  Mr.  Osborne,  "  not 
knowing  all  that  was  at  work  in  her  mind,  fancied 
she  was  tired  of  seeing  sights,  and  was  pining  for 
her  Peverstone  hills  again." 

"  Over  which  belief  he  mused  a  whole  evening," 
said  Frances,  smiling,  "  and  was  getting  so  exces- 
sively morbid  and  low-spirited  that  I  was  at  last 
fain  to  conclude  he  found  no  companionship  in  my 
society." 

"  And  there  is  no  saying  where  the  *  Comedy  of 
Errors'  might  have  ended,  had  I  not  proposed  an 
immediate  return  to  England,  whereupon  Frances, 
though  confirmed  in  her  belief  that  I  was  disap- 
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pointed  in  her  society,  could  not  resist  saying, 
'  Oh !  dear,  I  am  so  sorry !  I  had  set  my  heart 
on  seeing  S.  Catharine's  on  the  hill,  but  still  if  you 
wish  it—'  " 

"  Which  put  an  end  to  all  mistakes,"  said  Frances, 
*'  and  we  had  a  good  laugh  at  ourselves  and  at  each 
other." 

"  And  were  no  longer  troubled  with  low  spirits," 
added  Mr.  Osborne. 

"  Look  at  these  cases  of  eau-de-Cologne,  May,'* 
said  her  sister.  "  I  was  obliged  to  say  at  last  that 
for  certain  we  could  never  use  such  a  quantity, 
when  I  was  told  that  two  cases  were  intended  for 
you  and  for  Dora,  one  for  Mrs.  Colling  wood,  and 
another  for  Frank's  sister." 

"  But  this  is,  strictly  speaking,  your  present,"  ob- 
served Mr.  Osborne,  opening  a  smaller  parcel,  and 
clasping  round  May's  neck  a  slight  gold  chain,  at 
the  end  of  which  was  attached  a  small  locket  set 
with  rubies,  and  a  place  for  hair  at  the  back. 

"  Oh !  Frank,  Frank,  how  very  kind  !"  exclaimed 
May.  "  Here  are  too  many  presents,  I  don't  know 
how  to  thank  you  for  them  all.  Frances — say  some- 
thing for  me." 

"  No,  no,  it  is  your  affair  and  Frank's.  He 
thinks  the  great  pleasure  of  having  money  is  that 
it  enables  a  person  to  make  presents.  But  here  is 
something  in  a  different  way,  May." 

Still  presents,  however,  in  the  shape  of  books  and 
articles  of  dress  for  the  school  children,  the  gar- 
dener and  his  wife,  Mr.  Osborne's  boatmen  and 
other  dependents.  No  one  was  forgotten,  but  the 
handsomest  and  best  of  all  was  yet  to  come.  It 
was  a  beautiful  silver  alms-dish,  to  be  presented  to 
the  Church.  There  was  no  name  of  the  donor  en- 
graven upon  it,  but  merely  the  words,  "  God  loveth 
a  cheerful  giver."  Frank  said  it  was  intended  as  a 
sort  of  thank-offering  for  the  happiness  he  had 
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been  granted  ;  and  his  eyes  rested  on  Frances  with 
an  expression  she  understood. 

"  What  Peverstone  news,  May  ?"  asked  her 
sister.     "  We  have  not  had  time  to  ask  you  yet." 

"  I  told  you  about  Mr.  Collier  and  eJulia  Lush- 
ington." 

"  Yes,  and  I  never  was  more  astonished." 

"  They  are  to  be  married  immediately — this  week, 
I  believe.  He  talks  of  leaving  Monckton  Court  for 
the  present,  and  there  was  a  report  that  he  had 
taken  a  place  nearer  Kilminster.  I  shall  be  very 
glad  if  this  is  the  case." 

"  How  Julia  Lushington  used  to  ridicule  him !" 

"  1  suppose  she  has  forgotten  that.  I  wonder 
what  will  become  of  Mrs.  Lushington,  and  whether 
she  will  live  with  them." 

"  Julia  will  be  very  happy  with  a  grand  house 
and  large  income." 

"  I  don't  like  to  think  about  them,"  said  May. 
"  What  a  mercenary  marriage  it  must  be !" 

"  Tou  have  no  right  to  say  that  because  he  has 
property,"  said  Mr.  Osborne,  gravely  ;  and  Frances 
smiled,  for  she  remembered  their  conversation  the 
day  she  had  first  seen  Cheriton  Lodge. 

"  No,  of  course  not,"  replied  Mabel.  "  She  has 
property,  too  ;  but  I  think  if  you  knew  the  parties, 
you  would  say  it  could  not  well  be  anything 
else." 

"Then  I  am  glad  I  don't,"  said  Frank.  "  How 
should  you  like  a  cruise  in  the  yacht  this  afternoon, 
Frances  ?" 

"  Very  much ;  is  it  feasible  ?" 

"  Perfectly  so — just  the  day — I  will  tell  Eoberts 
to  have  all  ready." 

"  Your  visitors  will  not  commence  calling  until 
next  w^eek,"  said  Mabel,  when  they  were  alone. 

"  No,  and  you  will  be  here  with  me.  I  am  so 
glad,  for  I  was  inclined  to  dread  it," 
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"  Why  should  you  dread  it  ?  You  know  some  of 
the  people  already." 

"  Tes — I  don't  know  why  I  should  mind  it  ex- 
actly, but  there  will  be  a  good  deal  of  criticism,  and 
Mr.  Collier's  affair  was  so  much  talked  about,  and 
altogether — it  is  a  little  of  the  old  feeling,  May." 

"  Pride?"  asked  her  sister. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  has  something  to  do  with  that, 
although  I  am  not  really  proud  now.  You  know  I 
used  always  to  have  something  to  fret  about,  and 
at  Mrs.  Grant's  there  was  so  much  in  a  different 
way  !  I  am  afraid  sometimes  that  now  I  have  no 
real  vexations  I  may  get  back  into  my  old  way, 
and  make  imaginary  troubles." 

"  Oh  !  dear  Frances,  I  hope  not." 

"  How  unhappy  it  would  be  for  Erank  if  I  were 
to  do  so !" 

'*  That  alone  will  keep  you  from  it.  You  could 
never  deliberately  make  him  unhappy,  and  with  so 
much  brightness,  so  much  to  enjoy  and  to  be  thank- 
ful for  ..." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  don't  think  I  am  insensible  to 
that.  No  one  ever  had  so  many  undeserved  bless- 
ings. Indeed,  I  don't  think  I  am  really  in  danger 
of  getting  disagreeable  and  ill-tempered  again,  but 
I  felt  a  little  of  my  old  morbid,  foolish  way  coming 
back,  and  that  made  me  fearful.  How  sad  it  would 
be  if  I  were  to  damp  Frank's  hopeful  joyous  na- 
ture !" 

"  I  think  that  is  rather  morbid,"  remarked  Ma- 
bel. 

"  Perhaps  it  is,  but  let  me  tell  you  all  that  is  in 
my  thoughts,  for  I  can't  do  so  to  him.  The  real  rea- 
son why  I  dread  these  visitors  next  week,  is  because 
I  have  a  foolish  notion  that  it  will  be  said  that  Mr. 
Osborne  married  a  companion.  Is  it  pride.  May  ? 
I  think  not,  for  the  feeling  is  more  for  him  than  for 
myself." 
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"  If  he  does  not  care  about  it,  I  don't  see  why 
you  should." 

"  Not  for  him  ?"  asked  Frances. 

"  No,  because  it  is  no  question  of  right  or  wrong, 
for  then  the  case  would  be  different.  I  think  you 
take  a  mistaken  view  of  the  matter.  I  believe 
Frank  would  be  rather  proud  than  otherwise  of 
your  having  been  a  companion  from  such  high  mo- 
tives. How  much  more  you  are  to  be  respected 
for  it  in  reality  than  if  you  had  been  an  idle  fine 
lady  at  home!" 

"Yes,  certainly,"  and  Frances  smiled. 

"I  was  reading  a  short  time  ago  about  'the 
dignity  of  labour,'  and  it  occurred  to  me  then  how 
worldly  and  mistaken  the  view  that  is  generally 
taken  on  the  subject  is.  In  the  world,  let  a  man 
be  ever  so  idle,  ever  so  irreligious,  perhaps  even 
quite  dependent  on  others,  yet  it  will  all  be  over- 
looked. He  will  be  visited,  liked,  often  even 
sought  after.  He  may  be  bad  principled — in  debt 
— even  dishonourable  in  his  dealings — but  it  does 
not  signify ;  the  world  takes  no  notice,  he  is  still 
admitted  into  good,  sometimes  the  best,  society, 
and  as  far  as  public  favour  goes,  he  will  suffer  no- 
thing for  his  faults,  scarcely  indeed  be  made  to  feel 
them.  But,  Frances,  if  a  man  is  earning  his  '  daily 
bread'  by  his  own  industry,  by  'labour,'  in  a  posi- 
tion which  the  world  despises,  let  him  be  a  perfect 
gentleman,  and  well-educated,  it  is  of  no  use,  he 
cannot  be  admitted  on  the  same  footing  of  inti- 
macy as  the  other  ;  he  must  be  made  to  suffer  for 
his  honest  independence,  he  must  be  taught  that  la- 
bour is  more  degrading  than  debt  and  dependence." 

"  Yes,  it  is  so — but  it  is  very  hard." 

*'  It  seems  so,"  replied  Mabel,  thoughtfully,  "  and 
I  should  fancy  it  a  feeling  increasing  in  the  world ; 
the  days  are  gone  by  when  honest  labour  was  no 
disgrace,  if  indeed  they  ever  existed.'* 


NOETHWODB    PEIOET.  311 

"But  where  is  the  fault  ?" 

"  That  I  am  not  clever  enough  to  tell  you.  I 
think  it  must  be  in  the  hollow,  unreal  state  of  so- 
ciety in  the  present  day.  Throughout  England 
wealth  seems  to  be  held  in  greater  estimation  than 
merit  ;^if  society  were  really  true  this  couldn't  be 
the  case." 

"  And  yet,  May,  we  could  not  wish  that  people 
should  be  raised  out  of  their  positions  in  society." 

"  No,  we  could  not,  but  we  might  wish  to  see 
undeserving  people  treated  as  such." 

"  But  how  is  society  to  know  who  is  deserving  ?" 

"Impossible,  it  may  be,  sometimes;  but  every 
day  we  see  people  tolerated  who  should  be  excluded 
from  all  good  society.  Still,  although  every  one's 
individual  character  may  not  be  known,  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  if  persons  in  high  positions 
steadily  discountenanced  all  of  whom  they  could 
not  approve,  it  would  do  something  towards  lessen- 
ing the  falseness  and  hollo wness  of  society." 

"  But  this  would  not  affect  those  who  were  ex- 
cluded on  account  of  their  positions." 

"  No,  but  I  think  they  would  be  satisfied  if  they 
met  with  true  Christian  courtesy,  and  saw  that 
there  was  a  kindliness  of  feeling  even  where  there 
could  be  no  intimacy." 

"  That  would  not  satisfy  me." 

"  Yes,  it  would,  if  it  was  all  you  had  a  right  to. 
It  is  pride  makes  those  positions  unendurable.  No 
one  of  good  sense  would  wish  to  force  themselves 
where  the  rules  of  society  forbade  their  entrance. 
If  the  world  was  perfect  I  suppose  the  standard 
would  be  different ;  people  would  be  valued  accord- 
ing to  their  goodness  and  ability,  but  it  seems  im- 
possible that  this  should  ever  be  the  case  again." 

"  Well,  but  May,  after  this  disquisition  upon  so- 
ciety, I  don't  see  how  it  exactly  applies  to  the  sub- 
ject we  started  with." 
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"  I  am  afraid  we  have  wandered  rather,  but  it  is 
so  pleasant  to  pour  out  one's  reflections  to  a  pa- 
tient listener.  I  grew  a  sad  moralist  during  the  long 
days  I  have  had  to  spend  alone  the  last  few  years. 
We  were  talking  about  your  visitors  next  week." 

"  Yes,  and  my  fearing  they  would  say  Prank  had 
married  a  '  companion.'  " 

"  And  I  said  Frank  would  be  proud  of  this  ra- 
ther than  otherwise.  Now  I  think  I  can  show 
you  clearly  that  you  are  wrong.  "When  we  were 
living  at  Northwode  Priory,  you  would  not  have 
thought  yourself  beneath  Mr.  Osborne." 

*'  No,  certainly  not." 

"  "Well,  we  are  poor  now,  but  you  will  not  allow 
that  that  makes  any  difference." 

"  No,  I  am  afraid  I  thought  so  at  first,  but  I 
know  it  is  simple  foolishness." 

"  And  since  then  you  have  sacrificed  private  feel- 
ing and  pride  for  Dudley's  sake — ought  this  to 
make  any  difference  ?" 

"  No,  it  does  not  really— it  is  only  in  feeling." 

"  For  my  own  part,  I  think  Frank  values  you  all 
the  more  for  the  sacrifice.  Any  one  who  would 
not  do  so,  can't  surely  be  worth  a  second  thought." 

"  Frank  often  warns  me  against  setting  too  high 
a  value  upon  the  world's  opinion.  It  is  a  very  old 
failing,  as  you  know.  May." 

"  Very  old,  so  old  that  it  ought  to  be  worn  out 
by  this  time,"  said  Mabel,  affectionately.  "  Do 
you  know  I  think  if  Frank  was  satisfied,  I  shouldn't 
care  much  about  the  rest  of  the  world." 

"  But  would  that  be  a  safe  rule  always  ?" 

"  Not  unless  Frank  were  to  be  depended  upon ; 
but  your  own  judgment  will  tell  you  whether  he  is 
or  not.  You  will  both  be  so  much  happier  if  you 
can  make  up  your  mind  to  care  only  for  his  opinion, 
and,  while  you  feel  you  are  right,  think  nothing 
about  the  rest  of  the  world." 
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"That  shall  be  my  rule,"  said  Prances,  reso- 
lutely. "  I  made  up  my  mind  before  I  was  mar- 
ried that  I  would  try  harder  than  ever  to  root  out 
all  my  faults ;  but  I  have  felt  this  old  one  creeping 
gradually  over  me  again.  O,  May !  1  hope  it  won't 
destroy  all  our  happiness !" 

"  It  won't  if  you  say  it  shan't,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Then  I  do  say  it  shan't ;  and  you  will  be  with 
me  all  next  week,  and  I  shall  not  mind  the  visits 
nearly  so  much.  Papa  promised  you  to  me  for  a 
fortnight." 

"  All  your  imaginary  fears  will  vanish  when  you 
once  know  the  people,"  said  Mabel. 

The  state  of  dependence  she  had  lived  in  so  long 
and  the  humiliations  of  her  position  had  become  so 
natural  to  Frances,  that  she  could  not  realise  at 
once  that  circumstances  were  changed,  and  that 
she  was  no  longer  a  slighted,  neglected  companion, 
but  an  object  of  affection  and  esteem.  There  was 
no  fear,  however,  but  that  in  such  a  cheerful,  genial 
atmosphere  her  mind  would  regain  a  healthy  tone, 
and  past  discipline  precluded  all  danger  that  the 
faults  she  dreaded  would  ever  regain  an  ascendancy 
over  her. 


CHAPTEE  XXI. 

*'  And  slowly  was  my  mother  brought 
To  yield  consent  to  my  desire  : 
She  wished  me  happy,  but  she  thought 
I  might  have  look'd  a  little  higher." 

TENNYSON. 

The  fervid  rays  of  a  June  mid-day  sun  streamed 
through  one  of  the   stone  mullioned  windows  of 

College ;  falling  on  the  solitary  figure  of  a 

young  student,  as,  pale  and  worn  with  work  and 
thought,  he  bent  over  his  books,  knitting  his  brow, 
and  insensible  alike  to  the  loveliness  of  summer, 
and  the  cheerful  voices  that  resounded  outside  the 
sombre  grey  walls. 

There  was  a  look  of  saddened  thought  on  the 
high,  intellectual  forehead,  and  in  the  clear,  dark 
grey  eye,  that  seemed  to  speak  of  sorrow  and  gra- 
vity beyond  his  years.  The  dark  chesnut  curls 
were  pushed  impatiently  off  his  forehead,  with  a 
wearied,  dissatisfied  air,  as  though  the  studies, 
which  were  his  best  companions,  proved  but  dis- 
appointing ones  after  all. 

The  rooms  bore  the  unmistakeable  impress  of 
belonging  to  a  reading-man.  They  were  situated 
in  the  most  retired  part  of  the  College,  looking  out 
upon  a  small  quadrangle,  in  the  centre  of  which 
was  a  plot  of  grass  and  a  sombre  copper-beech 
tree.     Three  sides  of  the  quadrangle  were  formed 
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by  sets  of  rooms,  the  fourth  by  the  College  Chapel, 
which,  with  its  solid  buttresses,  and  traceried  win- 
dows, imparted  an  air  of  solemnity  to  the  rest. 
The  neighbourhood  of  the  rooms  in  question  was 
entirely  occupied  by  reading-men,  and,  while  the 
rest  of  the  College  was  resounding  with  peals  of 
laughter,  or  with  pianos,  those  inveterate  foes  to 
study,  all  was  quiet  here  ;  and  long  after  other 
sounds  had  died  away  into  the  silence  of  midnight, 
many  a  wakeful  light  was  to  be  seen  glimmering 
through  the  crimson  curtains,  not  unfrequently  till 
near  the  approach  of  dawn. 

The  appearance  of  the  room  was  characteristic 
of  the  tastes  of  its  owner.  It  was  almost  square, 
and  to  the  left,  on  entering,  stood  a  large  oak 
bookcase,  well  filled  with  books,  and  beyond  it  a 
moveable  reading-desk,  also  of  rich  dark  oak.  A 
library-table  covered  with  books,  inkstands,  note- 
books and  paper-knives,  in  not  unpleasing  con- 
fusion, occupied  another  side  of  the  room  ;  and 
in  the  recess,  formed  by  the  window,  was  a  crimson 
couch,  the  nearest  approach  to  a  sofa  visible.  A 
single  arm-chair  stood  by  the  table,  which  was  the 
one  luxury  the  student  allowed  himself,  and  this, 
with  other  chairs  and  tables,  completed  the  furni- 
ture of  the  room.  No  dogs,  or  horses,  or  female 
heads,  were  to  be  found  round  the  walls,  but  over 
the  fireplace  hung  a  fine  old  portrait  of  the  founder 
of  the  College — whose  pale,  thoughtful  face  seemed 
to  look  down  with  an  expression  of  benign  appro- 
bation on  a  scene  which  would  have  been  so  con- 
genial to  his  tastes.  Other  pictures  there  were, 
chiefly  of  serious  subjects,  indicating  a  refined  and 
intellectual  character,  well  in  keeping  with  the 
earnest  dark  eye  and  thoughtful  brow  of  their 
owner. 

A  hasty  step  on  the  staircase,  and  an  abrupt 
knock  at  the  door,  indicated  an  interruption,  and 


316  NOETHWODE    PEIOET. 

that  no  welcome  one,  to  judge  by  the  look  of  im- 
patience that  came  over  the  student's  face,  as  the 
door  opened,  and  a  most  uncongenial  visitor,  in  the 
person  of  an  out-college  acquaintance,  presented 
himself. 

"  Why,  Grahame,  my  dear  fellow !  who  would 
have  expected  to  find  you  poring  over  your  books 
still  ?  If  I  had  taken  my  first,  as  you  have,  I 
should  have  thrown  them  aside  long  ago,  and  have 
been  thoroughly  idle." 

"  Tou  are  a  living  instance  that  a  man  may  be 
that,  without  having  taken  a  first  class,"  said 
Hugh,  somewhat  sharply. 

"  You  are  highly  complimentary,  I  must  say," 
replied  his  visitor,  no-wise  disconcerted.  "  It  is  a 
true  bill,  however,  in  the  present  instance,  I  am 
afraid,  for  I  am  going  down  the  river,  by  and  by, 
with  some  men,  and  we  want  you  to  join  us.  An- 
drews, and  Harcourt  are  going,  so  you  will  come 
too,  won't  you,  like  a  good  fellow?" 

'*  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  but  really,  Seymour, 
I  can't  come — I  can't  spare  time  .  .  .  ." 

"  There — that's  always  your  way  !"  interrupted 
Seymour,  impatiently.  "  What  on  earth  can  you 
have  to  do,  of  such  immense  importance,  now  that 
the  schools  are  over  ?" 

"  Why,  Travers  advises  me  to  stand  for  the 

fellowship,  so  I  am  reading  up,  and  really  you 
mustn't  press  me." 

"  Yes,  but  I  shall !  we  will  take  no  refusal.  It 
is  the  old  song  over  again  !  '  Don't  ask  me  ' — 
*  I  haven't  time  ' — '  I  want  particularly  to  get  up 
this  work ' — that's  what  you've  said  for  the  last 
three  years,  and  now,  when  I  thought  you  would 
be  reasonable,  you  are  just  as  busy  as  ever." 

"  Well,  I  suppose  I  have  grown  into  a  misan- 
thrope," said  Hugh,  with  a  weary  sigh,  that  seemed 
to  come  from  the  depths  of  his  heart.     "  The  dead 
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are  far  more  congenial  to  me,  than  the  living,"  and, 
with  a  forced  laugh,  he  touched  one  of  the  volumes 
before  him. 

"  No  wonder,  either,"  was  the  rejoinder;  "you 
read,  read,  read,  till  you  grow  morbid,  and  unfit 
for  practical  life.  Now,  take  my  advice,  for  once, 
and  come  down  the  river  with  us.  We  are  going 
down  to  Nuneham,  to  have  a  kind  of  classical 
Picnic,  under  those  glorious  old  trees  ;  and,  if  read 
you  must,  you  can  bring  a  book  with  you.  I'll  see 
you  shan't  be  interrupted." 

"  Thank  you  for  arranging  it  so  kindly,  but  I 
know  about  the  sort  of  reading  I  should  be  likely 
to  get,  when  you  are  all  talking  and  laughing  as 
hard  as  you  can.  I  dare  say  you'll  be  able  to  get 
some  one  else  instead  of  me,  so  don't  let  me  detain 

"You  are  too  kind,"  said  his  visitor,  stretching 
himself  leisurely  upon  the  window-seat.  *'  After 
such  a  pressing  invitation  to  spend  the  morning 
with  you,  I  can't  find  it  in  my  heart  to  refuse.  I 
will  wait  till  you've  done,  so  give  me  something  to 
while  away  the  time,  and  then  we  will  go  and  see 
when  Andrews  and  Harcourt  think  of  starting." 

"  You  persevering  fellow !  I  wish  you'd  take  a 
hint,"  said  Grahame,  his  good  humour  for  a  mo- 
ment overcoming  his  annoyance.  "  There  is  some- 
thing to  keep  you  quiet,"  and  so  saying,  Hugh 
tossed  a  newspaper  across  the  table,  and  then  re- 
turned to  his  books,  and  was  soon  so  deeply  ab- 
sorbed that  the  presence  of  his  visitor  was  forgotten. 
After  a  long  interval  of  silence  Mr.  Seymour  re- 
minded him  of  his  existence  by  the  observation : 
**  I  say,  Grahame,  isn't  '  Peverstone  '  the  name  of 
your  place  ?     Is  this  a  friend  of  yours  married  ?" 

"  Tell  me  the  name,"  said  Hugh,  without  look- 
ing up. 

"  Lloyd  Collier,  Esq.,  of  Monckton  Court,"  was 
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the  reply  ;  *"  on  the  second  of  June,  at  the  parish 
church,  Peverstone,  by  the  Eeverend  W.  Erie, 
Vicar  of  the  parish,  Lloyd  Collier,  Esq.,  of  Monck- 
ton  Court  .  .  .'  Why,  Grahame,  my  dear  fel- 
low, what's  the  matter  ?'* 

Hugh  had  started  from  his  seat,  and  overset  his 
books  and  reading-desk  by  the  suddenness  of  the 
movement.  He  stooped  hastily  to  pick  them  up, 
and  was  almost  hidden  by  the  table  under  which 
they  had  fallen,  so  that  his  face  was  not  visible. 

*'  What  is  the  matter,  G-rahame  ?  How  came 
you  to  be  so  desperately  clumsy  ?  Was  it  a  spasm, 
or  the  cramp,  or  a  fit  of  indigestion  ?" 

Hugh  was  spared  a  reply,  by  the  sudden  entrance 
of  a  second  acquaintance. 

"  Ah  !  Seymour — Brown  told  me  I  should  find 
you  here.  I  want  you  to  come  and  give  me  your 
opinion  upon  a  horse  I  am  thinking  of  buying. 
O,  G-rahame  !  good  morning — reading  as  usual  ? 
Well,  Seymour,  will  you  come  ? — I  have  no  time 
to  lose." 

"  How  far  is  it  ?"  asked  Seymour,  indolently. 
**  It  is  too  hot  to  go  out,  and  I  am  superintending 
Grahame's  studies." 

"  Only  a  step,  do  come,  I  suspect  the  fellow 
wants  to  take  me  in.  Now,  I  know  what  a  judge 
you  are  of  horse-flesh,  and  we  all  agreed  your 
opinion  was  better  worth  having  than  anyone 
else's." 

"  Very  complimentary,"  said  Seymour,  half 
amused,  half  flattered,  raising  himself  leisurely  from 
the  couch.  "  Well,  where  is  the  animal  ?  Gra- 
hame, I'll  just  borrow  this  paper  for  an  hour,  if 
you  don't  want  it." 

"  By  all  means,"  said  Hugh,  too  glad  to  get  rid 
of  his  friends,  in  any  way.  "  I  shan't  go  this  af- 
ternoon, Seymour,  so  don't  expect  me." 

"  Oh,  I  shall  be  back  in  the  course  of  an  hour, 


NOETHWODE   PEIORT.  819 

my  good  fellow,  and  then  we  can  talk  about  that. 
I  hope  you  will  have  no  return  of  the  spasms." 

Having  seen  his  friends  safely  depart,  and '  sported 
his  oak,'  Hugh  threw  himself  on  the  couch,  to  think 
over  what  he  had  heard.  Then  she  had  been  free 
all  these  years  !  at  least,  not  free,  unfettered, — but 
still  Mabel  Hesketh,  still  unbound  to  that  vulgar, 
sordid  man.  She  might  even  yet  have  been  saved, 
— saved  from  that  degrading,  mercenary  union.  It 
might  have  been  against  her  will  throughout,  the 
engagement  might  have  been  forced  upon  her,  and 
one  word  from  him  might  have  spared  all,  and  have 
made  her  his  own. 

Oh !  terrible  thought ! — that  three  weary  years 
and  more  had  passed,  during  which  he  might  have 
saved  her,  and  that  he  had  only  discovered  it  when 
it  was  too  late — when  the  deed  was  irrevocably  done. 
What  might  she  not  have  suffered  during  that 
period  ?  What  must  she  not  have  suffered,  if  the 
engagement  was  forced  upon  her  ?  And  she  might 
yet  have  loved  him  throughout ;  it  might  have  been 
weakness,  and  not  absolute  sin,  of  which  she  had 
been  guilty,  and  one  word  from  him  might  have 
saved  her ! — one  word  from  him  might  have  saved 
her! 

The  words  rang  in  his  ears,  and  again  and  again 
he  repeated  them,  as  if  they  contained  the  whole 
burthen  of  his  misery. 

And  yet,  no — Mabel  was  no  weak,  yielding  cha- 
racter, and  Mr.  Hesketh  was  no  parent  to  force  a 
daughter  into  a  union  she  disliked.  It  must  have 
been  done  by  her  own  deliberate,  free  choice.  The 
attractions  of  such  wealth  must  have  been  too  great 
for  her  powers  of  resistance.  He  had  placed  too 
much  faith  in  an  erring  human  being,  and  been 
doomed  to  learn  that  even  the  best  and  purest 
could  fall.  Yet,  if  he  could  only  have  saved  her 
from  such  a  fate,  even  were  she  never  to  have  been 
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his,  it  would  have  been  worth  the  sacrifice  of  his 
own  life  and  happiness.  Doubtless,  after  consent- 
ing to  the  engagement,  it  had  been  years  before  she 
could  fiually  resolve  to  unite  herself  to  such  a  man ; 
and  yet  was  not  this  additional  proof  that  the  act 
was  a  voluntary  and  deliberate  one  ? 

Three  years !  how  improbable  that  Mr.  Collier, 
at  his  age,  should  consent  to  such  a  long  engage- 
ment !  No,  it  could  not  be.  Was  Mabel  dead  ? — 
and  was  this  a  second  wife  ?  The  thought  filled 
him  with  strange,  varying  emotions.  He  had  never 
seen  her  marriage  announced.  Might  she  not  still 
have  died  single  ?  Might  he  not  think  of  her  as 
comparatively  pure,  and  gone  beyond  the  reach  of 
temptation  to  another  world  ?  On  reflection,  she 
might  have  broken  off"  the  engagement, — indeed  she 
might  even  yet  be  living. 

Having  worked  himself  up  into  a  fever  of  anxiety 
and  expectation,  he  sprang  from  the  couch,  to  ob- 
tain the  paper,  and  satisfy  himself  as  to  the  true 
state  of  the  case.  "Where  could  Seymour  be  gone 
with  it  ?  He  said  something  about  a  horse,  but 
what  he  said,  or  where  he  was  gone,  Hugh  remem- 
bered not. 

Half  frantic,  he  dashed  from  the  room,  in  search 
of  his  friend.  Seymour  was  nowhere  to  be  heard 
of.  He  went  to  the  principal  horse-dealers,  but 
they  knew  nothing  of  him  ;  to  the  rooms  of  the 
friend  with  whom  he  had  left,  but  the  rooms  were 
untenanted  ;  and  as  a  final  resource,  walked  about 
the  principal  streets,  in  the  vain  hope  of  meeting 
him. 

At  length,  exhausted  by  the  heat,  out  of  heart 
at  hearing  nothing  of  Seymour,  and  worn  out  with 
fruitless  speculations  upon  probabilities,  he  retraced 
his  steps.  As  he  ascended  his  own  staircase,  it  oc- 
curred to  him,  for  the  first  time,  that  he  might 
have  seen  the  paper  at  the  Union,  or  any  of  the 
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reading-rooms.  Taint  with  the  heat  and  agitation, 
he  resolved  to  rest  a  few  moments  before  setting 
off  again,  and  as  he  entered  his  own  room,  his  eyes 
were  greeted  by  the  now  welcome  sight  of  his  friend 
Seymour,  extended  at  full  length  on  the  couch, 
perusing  the  identical  paper,  with  his  usual  com- 
posed nonchalant  air. 

"  Seymour  !  I  have  been  everywhere  hunting  for 
you,"  gasped  Hugh,  unceremoniously  trying  to 
possess  himself  of  the  newspaper.  "  Excuse  me,  I 
must  have  it.  Let  go,  man !  I  must  and  will  look 
at  something !" 

And  in  the  desperation  of  his  eagerness,  he 
wrenched  the  paper  from  his  friend's  retentive 
grasp,  little  heeding  that  it  was  torn  into  two  pieces 
in  the  struggle.  In  vain  he  searched  through  every 
column  for  the  information  he  wanted.  It  was  no- 
where to  be  found. 

"  Seymour,  you  have  it :  give  it  to  me  !"  and  too 
excited  to  use  reasoning  and  politeness,  he  snatched 
it  away,  to  his  friend's  infinite  amazement. 

"  What  possesses  the  man !"  exclaimed  Seymour. 
**  Why  can't  you  ask  for  it  civilly,  and  say,  '  please,* 
instead  of  snatching  and  wrenching  in  that  '  money 
or  your  life'  fashion  ?" 

But  Hugh  heeded  not.  He  had  found  the  news  he 
wanted,  and  was  devouring  it  with  breathless  haste. 

"Lloyd  Collier,  Esq.,  of  Monckton  Court,  to 
Julia,  only  daughter  of  the  late  Walter  Lushington, 
Esq." 

The  paper  dropped  from  his  hands,  for  one  mo- 
ment he  stood  irresolute,  and  then  his  self-command 
returned. 

"I  must  go  home,"  he  said;  "forgive  me  for 
being  so  savage,  Seymour,  but  I  have  seen  some- 
thing in  this  paper  that  makes  me  wish  to  go  to 
Peverstone  immediately.  Wait  for  me  while  I  go 
to  get  leave;"  and  so  saying,  he  hurried  ofi*,  in  a 

U.  X 
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way  that  confirmed  Seymour  in  the  belief,  that  so 
much  reading  had  overbalanced  his  reason. 

From  the  sub-rector's  rooms,  Hugh  retraced  his 
steps,  gathered  a  few  necessary  things  together, 
and,  carpet-bag  in  hand,  sprang  into  the  carriage, 
which  Seymour  meanwhile  had  obtained  for  him, 
and  drove  off  to  the  railway-station  ;  his  friend  ac- 
companying him,  in  a  state  of  perplexity  as  to  the 
prudence  of  letting  him  go  off  in  this  sudden  and 
excited  way,  without  any  one  to  look  after  him. 

Hugh,  however,  nipped  all  remonstrance  in  the 
bud,  wished  his  friend  a  hurried  adieu,  and  pro- 
mising to  write  before  long,  started  by  the  train, 
which  he  was  fortunate  in  just  saving.  The  jour- 
ney was  indescribably  wearisome,  and  his  mind  was 
in  such  a  tumult,  that  his  restlessness  and  impa- 
tience became  scarcely  controllable,  to  the  infinite 
discomfiture  of  his  neighbour,  a  portly,  middle-aged 
gentleman,  who,  with  his  carpet-bags  and  parcels,  a 
newspaper  and  a  Bradshaw,  had  comfortably  settled 
himself  into  the  corner  of  the  carriage,  for  the  next 
five  or  six  hours,  and  appeared  unable  to  under- 
stand why  all  the  world  could  not  take  a  railway 
journey  as  philosophically  as  himself.  Improbable 
conjectures,  wild  visions  of  happiness  almost  beyond 
his  power  of  conception,  rapidly  succeeded  by  the 
old  deadening,  paralyzing  sense  of  dull  misery,  al- 
ternately raised  his  mind  to  the  highest  state  of 
human  enjoyment,  and  as  suddenly  dashed  it  down 
again  to  the  depths  of  despair. 

This  was  but  for  a  time,  however,  while  imagina- 
tion and  excitement  overpowered  reason.  Long 
before  the  train  neared  the  Kilminster  Station, 
Hugh  was  strong  and  composed — controlling  his 
feelings  by  the  power  of  his  will — riveting  his 
whole  thought  and  attention  upon  a  daily  paper, 
which  he  had  been  courteously  offered  by  his  com- 
panion, in  the  hope  that  it  might  serve  to  allay  his 
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impatience,  and  yielding  to  no  idle  speculations 
upon  the  nature  of  the  crisis  he  foresaw  impending. 

The  brilliant  hues  of  sunset  had  mellowed  down 
into  the  subdued  glow  of  summer  twilight,  when 
Hugh  alighted  in  the  town  of  Peverstone,  and 
raised  a  reverent  glance  to  the  grey  tower  of  S. 
Edward's,  unseen  for  more  than  three  years.  He 
had  thought  of  going  first  to  Lynchbrook,  and 
hearing  from  his  mother's  lips  all  he  desired  to 
know,  but  in  this  case  he  must  postpone  seeing  the 
Heskeths  till  the  next  day,  and  the  longing  to  see 
them  was  so  great  as  to  outweigh  all  other  consi- 
derations. 

He  paused  as  he  opened  the  heavy  Priory-gate, 
almost  overpowered  by  recollections.  He  had  en- 
dured much  since  last  his  hand  rested  upon  it,  but 
the  torture  of  the  present  moment  seemed  to  sur- 
pass all  that  had  preceded  it.  The  joy,  or  woe,  of 
a  lifetime  might  be  contained  in  what  the  next  five 
minutes  should  disclose.  It  was  a  thought  to 
make  a  strong  man  weak.  One  moment  Hugh  he- 
sitated, heartsick  with  suspense  and  apprehension, 
the  next  he  strode  mechanically  forward. 

All  was  as  of  old.  He  felt  this,  rather  than  saw 
it — his  eyes  were  bent  on  the  ground ;  for  one 
moment  he  raised  them  as  he  passed  the  drawing- 
room  vpindow — a  slight,  girlish  figure  was  bending 
over  a  basket  of  flowers — that  fair  vision  seemed  to 
raise  a  leaden  load  from  his  heart, — holding  his 
breath  in  the  extremity  of  high-wrought  expecta- 
tion, he  rang  the  bell.  The  minute  that  elapsed 
was  hours  by  the  time-piece  of  Hugh's  feelings — at 
length  a  strange  face  answered  the  summons. 

'♦  Is  Mr.  Hesketh  at  home  ?" 

"  Mr,  Collingwood  is,  sir." 

"Mr.  Collingwood?" 

"  Mr.  Hesketh  does  not  live  here,  sir  :  Mr.  Col- 
lingwood has  lived  here  for  more  than  two  years." 
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"  Where  does  Mr.  Hesketh  live,  then  ?" 

"  The  elder  Mr.  Hesketh  lives  in  a  cottage  on 
the  "Westerton  Eoad,  sir,  and  Mr.  William  Hesketh 
in  North  Street." 

"  Thank  you,"  and  Hugh  turned  abruptly  away. 
He  longed  to  ask  of  whom  Mr.  Hesketh's  family 
consisted,  but  deeming  second  thoughts  best,  he 
refrained.  More  inextricably  perplexed  than  ever, 
he  resolved  to  seek  the  cottage  which  he  recollected 
well ;  and  tried  not  to  attempt  unravelling  such  a 
series  of  mysteries.  Fortunately,  in  the  market- 
place, he  met  Mr.  Chase,  returning  home  with  his 
parish  books  under  his  arm,  and  he  determined  to 
hear  all  from  him  before  going  farther. 

*'  Grahame !  I  am  surprised  !  You  are  quite  a 
stranger !" 

'*  Yes,  I  came  down  unexpectedly — I  want  ...  I 
heard — I  mean,  I  saw — can't  you  give  me  ten  mi- 
nutes' conversation  ?" 

"  If  you  wish  it ;  is  anything  the  matter  ?  You 
are  not  looking  well;  come  to  my  room." 

"  Oh  no,  it  is  too  far,  I  like  the  fresh  air.  Will 
you  take  one  turn  in  the  churchyard  with  me  ?" 

Desperately  perplexed  how  to  begin  the  conver- 
sation, Hugh  strode  on  some  minutes  in  silence. 
At  length  casting  off  reserve  he  said  : 

"  I  have  just  been  to  Northwode  Priory,  and  I 
find  the  Heskeths  no  longer  living  there  :  what  has 
happened  to  make  them  leave  ?" 

"  Is  it  possible  you  don't  know  ?"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Chase,  stopping  short  in  his  walk,  and  confronting 
Hugh  with  an  incredulous  expression  on  his  face. 
*'  No,  no,  I  can't  believe  it.'* 

"  On  my  honour,  I  know  nothing,"  was  the  re- 
ply, in  such  an  earnest  tone  of  deep  feeling,  that 
his  companion  felt  intuitively  that  he  was  asking 
no  idle  questions. 

"  I  believe  you  ;  but  how  extraordinary  that  you 
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should  never  have  heard — your  mother — she  must 
have  told  you." 

"  I  know  nothing,"  was  the  laconic  and  emphatic 
reply,  as  though  he  was  too  eager  to  hear  all  to 
waste  more  words  than  he  could  help.  **  Tell  me 
everything  as  quickly  as  you  can." 

Happily  his  informant  was  a  man  of  no  super- 
fluous eloquence,  and  the  tale  was  soon  told. 

"  It  appears  that  Mr.  Hesketh  was,  through  an 
unworthy  brother-in-law,  deeply  involved  with  Mr. 
Collier,  of  Monckton  Court,  to  an  immense  amount. 
He  paid  a  heavy  yearly  interest  for  the  loan,  and 
hoped,  when  his  home  expenses  were  less,  gradually 
to  liquidate  the  debt.  Unhappily,  Mr.  Collier  took 
a  fancy  to  Miss  Mabel  Hesketh,  and  asked  her  to 
marry  him, — she  refused, — and  he  threatened,  in 
the  event  of  her  persisting  in  her  refusal,  to  demand 
immediate  payment  of  the  debt,  although  he  knew 
it  must  ruin  Mr.  Hesketh,  and  all  who  depended 
upon  him.  It  was  left  with  her  to  decide  whether 
she  would  sacrifice  her  truth  and  purity,  and  bind 
herself  to  him  by  false  vows  at  God's  altar,  or 
bring  ruin  upon  all  she  loved."  A  long-drawn 
sigh  filled  up  a  pause  in  the  narration,  and  spoke 
most  eloquently  of  the  struggles  which  he  knew 
to  have  been  endured,  before  the  decision  was 
made. 

"  Thank  GrOD !  truth,  and  her  child-like  trust,  pre- 
vailed. She  knew  God  would  never  forsake  one 
who  acted  from  pure  motives,  and  she  put  from  her 
the  temptation  to  sacrifice  herself  in  order  to  save 
them,  and  left  the  future  in  His  Hands.  It  has 
been  a  time  of  anxiety  and  suffering,  anguish  and 
poverty,  such  as  few  girls  have  ever  known ;  but 
God  has  been  merciful,  and  not  tried  her  beyond 
her  strength.  It  is  not  for  me  to  describe  the  for- 
titude and  resolution  of  mind  that  remained,  when 
strength  of  body  had  been  taken  from  her.   Anguish 
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of  spirit  brought  on  a  fever,  and  her  life  was  des- 
paired of,  but  God  willed  that  she  should  live  to 
uphold  them  all,  with  her  clear  head  and  trustful 
heart.  She  has  suffered  for  all,  worked  for  all,  and 
prayed  for  all — and  her  prayers  have  been  heard. 
Her  anxieties  are  now  over,  but  she  still  bears  the 
traces  of  them  in  her  pale,  thoughtful  face,  although 
she  looks  more  like  she  used  to  do  at  the  Priory, 
than  any  one  ever  thought  she  would  again.  It  is 
a  sad  history." 

Hugh's  self-command  gave  way,  when  Mr.  Chase 
ceased  speaking.  He  leaned  against  one  of  the  old 
elm  trees,  beneath  which  they  were  walking,  and  co- 
vered his  face  with  his  hands. 

'*  My  God  !"  he  murmured,  "  how  I  have  treated 
her!  How  I  have  misjudged,  trampled  on  her 
purity !  In  mercy  forgive  me  !  How  could  I  have 
doubted  her  truth !  How  have  I  forfeited  all 
right  to  her  esteem — her  friendship  !" 

Mr.  Chase  was  one  of  the  most  innocent  and  un- 
suspecting of  men,  but  a  suspicion,  nevertheless, 
crossed  his  mind,  and  he  continued, 

*'  Miss  Hesketh  is  at  present  staying  with  her 
sister,  who  has  been  lately  married,  at  Cheriton. 
I  believe  she  is  not  expected  to  return  until 
next  week.  But,"  he  added,  suddenly,  "how 
very  extraordinary,  that  during  these  years  you 
should  never  have  heard  of  their  change  of  circum- 
stances!" 

"It  does  seem  extraordinary,"  said  Hugh,  and  a 
cloud  passed  over  his  brow ;  "  it  is,  in  a  measure, 
my  own  fault,  though,  in  what  way,  I  cannot  at 
present  explain.  "Will  you  be  good  enough  to  tell 
me  everything  else  about  them." 

The  request  was  complied  with,  and  Mr.  Chase 
recounted  the  history  of  the  Heskeths'  life,  since 
they  left  the  Priory.  It  was  late  ere  he  finished, 
and  Hugh  deemed  it  best  to  go  straight  to  Lynch- 
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brook,  and  reconsider  his  position,  before  taking  any 
more  decisive  step. 

He  could  little  bear  to  think  of  the  part  his 
mother  had  played,  and  that  at  any  moment  during 
his  sunless  exile,  she  might  have  recalled  him  to 
happiness  by  a  single  vi'ord.  He  had  long  seen 
that  the  idea  of  an  attachment  to  Mabel  Hesketh, 
on  his  part,  was  diametrically  opposed  to  her  wishes, 
but  it  had  never  crossed  his  open,  truthful  mind  to 
suppose  her  capable  of  any  deceit  or  concealment, 
in  order  to  gain  her  point. 

His  will  had  been  firm  before  he  left  home,  but 
now  it  was  resolute  and  inflexible,  and  as  he  en- 
tered Lynchbrook  that  night,  he  determined  not  to 
leave  it  again  until  he  had  obtained  his  mother's 
consent  to  speak  to  Mabel  on  the  subject,  and  this 
consent  he  was  resolved  upon  obtaining  before  the 
next  day  should  dawn. 

He  opened  the  drawing-room  door  quietly,  while 
many  conflicting  feelings  were  at  work  in  his  mind, 
and  discovered  his  mother,  seated  at  the  open  win- 
dow, with  her  back  towards  him. 

Presently  a  hand  w^as  laid  gravely  upon  her 
shoulder,  and,  with  a  sudden  start,  she  encountered 
Hugh's  serious  face. 

"  My  dear  boy  !  my  dearest  Hugh  !  what  is  the 
matter  ?  what  has  brought  you  home  so  suddenly?" 
and  rising,  she  pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart,  as 
though  the  surprise  had  been  too  great  for  her. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  startled  you,  mother.  I  had 
forgotten  how  little  prepared  you  were  to  see  me." 

"  But  that  does  not  make  me  the  less  glad,"  she 
observed,  while  her  usually  composed,  stern  face 
appeared  considerably  shaken  from  its  ordinary 
self-possession.  "But  what  has  brought  you,  Hugh? 
I  hope  there  is  no  bad  news." 

"By  no  means,"  and  there  was  a  something  in  his 
tone  that  she  could  not  comprehend,  and  did  not 
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like.  **  Can  nothing  but  bad  news  have  brought 
me  back  to  my  home  after  this  long  absence  ?" 

"Something  must  have  brought  you  back,"  and 
her  lip  quivered. 

"  The  railway  train,  for  instance,"  he  replied, 
lightly,  but  it  was  only  to  hide  a  deeper  sensation. 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  she  stood  by 
his  side,  her  clear,  cold  grey  eye  riveted  on  his  face, 
and  a  world  of  speculations  and  resolutions  work- 
ing within  her  mind.  At  length  he  took  up  a 
newspaper  that  lay  on  the  table,  and  pointing  to  an 
announcement  among  the  marriages,  said  in  a  deep, 
distinct,  thrilling  tone  of  voice, 

^*That  was  what  brought  me  home." 

A  change  passed  over  her  face,  but  the  worst 
being  come,  she  prepared  to  meet  it.  Neverthe- 
less, it  was  an  unexpected  blow,  for  the  probability 
of  Hugh's  seeing  the  announcement  in  the  paper  had 
never  occurred  to  her.  Her  mind,  however,  was 
strong  and  self-possessed  enough  for  any  emergency. 

"  And  why  should  that  bring  you  home,  my  dear 
Hugh  ?" 

"Mother — that  is  a  question  to  which,  as  we 
both  well  know,  no  answer  is  required.  I  need 
not  tell  you  why  that  has  brought  me  home,  or  in 
what  way  it  has  opened  to  me  a  prospect  of  happi- 
ness, such  as  I  have  not  for  years  dared  to  dream 
of;  for  you  know  all  this  as  well  as  I  do." 

"I  fear  I  do,"  was  the  grave  reply,  and  during 
his  speech  she  seemed  to  have  resumed  her  posi- 
tion, as  the  anxious,  considerate  mother,  and  now 
spoke  with  the  authoritative  tone  of  a  parent,  "  but 
I  know  also  that  however  much  your  wishes  may 
lean  one  way,  your  sense  of  duty,  your  prudence, 
and  your  filial  obedience  will  out-weigh  private 
feeling.  Hugh — Mabel  Hesketh  can  never  be  ray 
daughter." 

The  words  were  on  Hugh's  lips  "  Then  I  must 
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cease  to  be  your  son,"  but  he  checked  himself,  and 
said  in  a  calm,  controlled  manner,  "  One  single 
good  reason,  mother,  and  you  shall  have  your  way." 

"  She  is  no  fitting  wife  for  you,"  was  the  reply. 
"  A  Grrahame  must  look  higher.  Tour  wife  must 
have  wealth,  because  you  have  not  got  it  yourself 
— she  must  have  interest  to  advance  you  to  honour 
— and  she  must  have  connexions  who  will  give 
weight  to  your  position.  You  can  never  be  the 
son-in-law  of  a  country  attorney,  and  the  brother 
of  a  '  companion  ' — one  who  earned  her  bread  in 
this  degrading  situation." 

The  varying  feelings  written  on  Hugh's  face 
during  this  speech  defy  description,  but  self-con- 
trol reigned  above  all,  and  his  reply  was  as  tempe- 
rate as  his  feelings  were  hot  and  indignant. 

"  These  are  considerations  for  every  man's  private 
judgment ;  on  such  points  even  a  parent  can  have 
no  right  to  interfere.  I  may  prefer  w^ealth  of 
mind  to  wealth  of  purse,  purity  of  heart  to  aristo- 
cratic connexions,  that  nobleness  of  mind  which  is 
above  feeling  ashamed  of  poverty  and  honest  in- 
dustry, to  the  false  refinement  that  despises  self- 
earned  independence,  and  sneers  at  that  '  labour ' 
which  was  ordained,  by  God  Himself,  to  be  the 
punishment  of  man's  transgression.  Prove  to  me 
that  Mabel  is  in  mind  or  character  unfit  to  be  my 
wife,  and  I  will  give  such  charges  due  considera- 
tion." 

"  You  are  safe  there,  since  she  has  no  character." 

"  Of  that  perhaps  I  am  the  best  judge.  You 
see  that  three  years'  separation,  instead  of  curing 
me  of  this  '  fancy,'  has  made  me  love  and  esteem 
her  more  truly  than  ever ;  that  intercourse  with 
other  girls  has  made  me  prize  her  singleness  of 
heart  and  steadfast  principle  far  more  than  I 
ever  did  before  ;  and  let  me  assure  you,  once  for 
all,  that  these  will  be  my  feelings  to  my  dying 
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day.  You  may  refuse  your  consent,  and,  if  you  do, 
I  know,  and  you  know,  that  Mabel  will  never 
accept  my  offer.  Indeed,  without  your  consent, 
I  would  never  make  her  an  offer,  since  I  should 
only  be  placing  her  in  a  false  position.  Yes," 
as  a  gleam  of  satisfaction  lighted  up  her  fea- 
tures, "  thus  far  you  have  our  happiness  in  your 
power.  Now  listen,  and  hear  what  the  result  of  a 
refusal  will  be.  I  leave  England  at  once,  and  for 
ever — I  can  find  work,  and  a  sphere  of  usefulness, 
in  distant  lands  where  I  shall  be  unknown. — you 
will  never  see  me  again.  A  mother  who  delibe- 
rately sacrifices  her  son's  happiness,  voluntarily  re- 
linquishes all  claim  upon  his  affection.  Of  the 
past,  and  the  deception  that  has  blighted  three 
years  of  my  life,  I  say  nothing  : — it  will  indeed  be 
a  bitter  memory  throughout  my  future  life,  a  sad 
restraint  on  our  intercourse  together,  but  it  can 
still  be  in  a  measure  redeemed,  and  partially  ob- 
literated ;  but,  enough  on  this  point." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Hugh  ?  Am  I  to  be  re- 
proached for  following  out  your  desires  to  the  very 
letter?  Did  you  not  yourself  tell  me  never  to 
mention  any  of  the  Peverstone  people  in  my  let- 
ters ?" 

She  could  not  fail  to  read  the  sorrowful,  pitying 
expression  on  his  face,  and  she  knew  well,  that  had 
she  been  other  than  his  mother,  no  little  contempt 
would  have  been  mixed  with  these  feelings. 

•*  I  did  say  so,"  he  replied;  "  I  did  not  think  it 
could  be  necessary  to  make  any  reservations  to 
my  own  mother.  I  fancied  a  son's  happiness  was 
more  precious  to  his  mother,  than  even  to  himself. 
Mother — you  have  shown  me  my  mistake.  Ex- 
perience shall  teach  me  wisdom.  Let  us  say  no 
more  on  the  subject." 

"But  I  must  and  will  say  more,"  cried  Mrs. 
G-rahame.     "  Hugh,  I  have  acted  throughout  for 
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your  happiness.  If  you  had  listened  to  me — if  you 
would  only  listen  to  me  now,  I  would  make  you 
not  only  a  happy  man,  but  a  great  man," 

"  Possibly — but  you  would  never  make  me  a 
good  man." 

"  I  would,  I  will — only  follow  my  advice.  You 
will  never  be  happy  with  Mabel  Hesketh.  What 
has  she  to  engage  a  man's  affections  ?  no  beauty, 
no  accomplishments,  no  cleverness,  no  rank,  no 
wealth — what  has  she  to  make  her  a  desirable  com- 
panion for  life  ?" 

"  If  I  told  you  what  she  has  I  should  be  talking 
Greek  to  you,"  said  Hugh,  with  a  grave  smile. 
"  I  fear,  mother,  that  her  virtues  are  such  as  were 
never  written  in  your  dictionary,  and  if  they  are  in 
mine,  it  is  because  she  has  put  them  there." 

"  Hugh,  I  know  Eugenia  Buchanan  liked  you  ; 
with  her  indeed  you  might  be  happy.  She  has 
everything  I  desire  to  see  in  your  wife.  Such  she 
might  be,  if  you  will  follow  my  advice.  With  her 
you  might  rise  to  the  greatest  honour." 

"  But  with  her  I  should  never  rise  to  Heaven," 
said  Hugh,  solemnly.  "  I  should  be  sorry  to  tell 
you  what  my  opinion  of  Eugenia  Buchanan  is.  I 
can  scarcely  believe,  if  you  knew  her  better,  you 
would  wish  to  see  her  your  son's  wife." 

"  Let  it  not  be  Eugenia  then,"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Grahame,  eagerly,  "  but  some  one  else — any  one 
rather  than  Mabel  Hesketh." 

"No  one — no  one  but  Mabel  Hesketh,  or — you 
know  the  alternative." 

"  But,  Hugh,  surely,  surely  you  will  listen  to 
reason." 

'*  All  this  is  no  reason  to  me.  Mother,  I  would 
not  be  harsh,  but  I  would  have  you  understand 
that  you  must  have  your  son  with  Mabel  Hesketh, 
or  no  son  at  all.  It  is  now  nine  o'clock — by  ten 
let  me  have  your  answer — the  answer  on  which  will 
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depend  whether,  after  that  hour,  you  ever  see  me 
again  in  this  world,  or  whether  you  give  me  the 
chance  of  spending  a  useful,  happy  life  in  England, 
and  perhaps  rising,  eventually,  by  my  own  talents, 
to  the  honour  on  which  you  set  such  a  high  and 
dangerous  value." 

With  these  words  he  left  the  room,  before  his 
mother  had  made  up  her  mind  to  stop  him,  and  she 
heard  him  go  into  the  garden ;  while  she  remained 
behind,  musing  over  his  last  speech,  which  she 
knew  him  well  enough  to  feel  certain  was  no  idle 
threat,  but  w^ould  actually  be  put  into  execution,  if 
she  refused  her  consent  to  his  wishes. 

It  was  one  of  the  most  bitter  hours  of  her  life 
that  elapsed  before  Hugh  returned.  She  saw  in 
him  the  decision  which  he  inherited  from  herself, 
but,  in  addition  to  this,  she  felt  that  his  was  a 
man's  decision,  hers  but  a  woman's,  and  her  strong 
will  bowed  beneath  a  stronger.  It  was  a  bitter 
struggle,  for  she  felt  from  the  first  that  she  must 
yield,  and  yield  almost  for  the  first  time  in  her  life. 
Much  as  she  disliked  Mabel,  she  could  not  part 
with  her  son,  her  one  source  of  interest  and  affec- 
tion in  the  world.  Although  a  great  part  of  her 
comfort  in  him  would  be  gone  when  he  had  a  wife 
so  uncongenial  to  her  tastes,  yet  anything  was  bet- 
ter than  parting  with  him  for  ever ;  she  would  also 
be  able  to  make  a  difference  between  Mabel  and 
Hugh,  and  show  the  former  from  the  first  that  she 
would  never  be  received  as  a  daughter.  Although 
a  reluctant  consent  w^as  forced  from  her,  Mabel 
should  be  taught  that  she  was  an  unwelcome  in- 
truder into  the  family,  that  she  was  no  Graharae, 
and  only  admitted  on  sufferance,  because  Hugh  had 
unfortunately  taken  a  fancy  to  her.  One  thing  she 
resolved  upon — Hugh  must  never  be  allowed  to  be 
brought  under  her  influence.  They  should  live  at 
Lynchbrook,  principally,  or  if  it  was  necessary  to 
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reside  in  London,  Mrs.  Grahame  resolved  to  live 
with  them.  If  Mabel  must  be  endured,  yet  she 
should  never  have  any  power ;  from  the  first  she 
should  be  made  to  realise  her  proper  position. 

When  Hugh  returned,  he  found  the  drawing- 
room  empty,  and  a  piece  of  paper  with  writing 
upon  it  lying  on  the  table.     It  was  as  follows  : 

"  I  consent — but  I  am  an  unhappy,  disappointed 
woman." 

He  sighed,  and  drawing  a  portfolio  towards  him, 
penned  a  hasty  reply. 

'*  This  is  not  the  consent  I  require  ;  you  know 
well,  mother,  that  such  a  sanction  would  be  insuffi- 
cient for  Mabel.  Before  I  speak  to  her,  I  must 
have  a  cordial  consent  in  your  handwriting,  and  such 
as  I  may  show  her.  I  will  never  subject  May  to 
the  misery  of  entering  a  family  where  she  is  unwel- 
come ;  GrOD  knows  I  have  little  enough  to  offer 
her,  but  she  shall  have  no  causes  of  unhappiness 
that  I  can  spare  her.  She  shall  be  welcomed  as  a 
daughter,  or  not  at  all.  If  you  are  willing  to  give 
the  kind  of  consent  I  require,  write  it  in  the  form 
of  a  letter,  but,  remember,  it  must  be  cordial.  I 
will  wait  half-an-hour  for  it. 

"  H.  B.  a." 

This  note  was  sent  by  a  servant,  but  the  half- 
hour  elapsed  without  bringing  a  reply.  Hugh  be- 
gan to  grow  impatient.  He  knew  that  decision 
was  everything  in  dealing  with  his  mother,  and  he 
felt  unwilling  to  protract  his  stay  beyond  the  time 
he  had  mentioned.  He  rang  for  the  servant,  and 
desired  her  to  ask  whether  Mrs.  Grahame  had  any 
message  for  him  before  he  left.  After  a  pause  of 
some  minutes,  the  servant  returned  with  a  note. 
No  one  could  guess  what  it  had  cost  Mrs.  Grahame 
to  pen  that  letter ;  nothing  but  the  knowledge  that 
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she  was  dealing  with  a  character  akin  to  her  own 
in  determination  and  strength  of  will,  could  have 
induced  her  to  resign  her  own  will  so  easily.  But 
she  saw  that  Hugh  was  not  to  be  trifled  with,  that 
words  were  thrown  away ;  and  she  had  also  a  se- 
cret, unconfessed  consciousness,  that  she  had  acted 
unworthily,  and  forfeited  her  title  to  his  obedience 
and  esteem. 

The  letter  was  a  short  one  : 

*'  My  dear  Hugh, 

'*  I  give  my  full  sanction  to  your  attachment 
to  Miss  Hesketh,  whom  I  am  ready  to  receive  as  a 
daughter.  Tour  happiness  has,  since  the  first  day 
of  your  existence,  been  my  chief  care,  and  anything 
that  will  further  that,  shall  meet  with  no  opposition 
from  me.  Hoping  you  may  be  successful,  and 
praying  God  to  bless  you,  I  remain, 

'*  Your  affectionate  mother, 

"  A.  GrRAHAME." 

Every  word  of  that  letter  had  cost  intense  anguish 
— the  anguish  of  mortified  pride  and  disappointed 
ambition.  Happily,  Hugh  did  not  realise  how  insin- 
cere such  expressions  were,  or  he  would  have  sought 
in  vain  for  the  cordiality  which  he  demanded.  True, 
she  gave  her  full  sanction,  but  it  was  because  it  was 
forced  from  her ;  she  was  ready  to  receive  Mabel 
as  a  daughter,  but  it  was  because  Hugh  desired  her 
to  do  so  ;  it  could  but  be  a  false-hearted  reception, 
since  she  disliked  her  from  her  heart ;  she  hoped 
he  might  be  successful,  because  she  could  not  have 
endured  the  humiliation  of  a  refusal,  and  knew  that 
in  such  a  case  she  should  lose  Hugh  altogether. 
Hugh  was  too  full  now  of  what  the  next  day  might 
bring  forth,  to  analyse  the  letter  too  closely,  or  to 
inquire  how  such  expressions  could  be  sincere  after 
what  he  had  so  lately  heard  his  mother  say. 
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"  I  have  got  this,"  he  said,  sadly,  to  himself, 
"  but  it  is  more  than  doubtful  whether  I  shall  get 
what  I  desire  to-morrow.  How  can  May  care  for 
me  after  the  opinion  she  must  have  held  of  me  so 
long  ?  All  her  confidence  in  me  must  have  ceased ; 
and  how  shall  I  persuade  her  to  believe  that  I  have 
been  mistaken  all  these  years,  and  that  I  have  loved 
her  throughout  ?  First  of  all,  I  must  gain  Mr. 
Hesketh's  consent,  and  that  seems  doubtful,  but  I 
could  not  go  to  May  unless  I  had  the  consent  of 
both  our  parents  in  my  hand.  O,  May  !  I  am  afraid 
I  have  thrown  away  the  esteem  you  once  had  for 
me,"  and  with  an  aching,  almost  despairing  sensa- 
tion of  loneliness  and  uncertainty,  he  strove  to  get 
a  few  hours'  rest  to  prepare  him  for  the  excitement 
and  agitation  of  the  following  day. 


CHAPTEE  XXII. 

**  Even  while  I  list,  such  music  stealeth  in  upon  my  soul, 
As  though  adown  Heaven's  stair  of  stars  the  seraph  harpings 
stole — 

"  It  flings  aside  the  weight  of  years  and  lovingly  goes  back. 
To  thdt  sweet  time,  the  dear  old  days,  that  glisten  on  its  track  1 

**  The  voices  of  the  Loved  and  Lost  are  stirring  at  my  heart, 
And  Memory's  miser' d  treasures  leap  to   life  with   sudden 
start." 

GERALD  MASSEY. 

"  "Where  is  Frances  ?"  asked  Mr.  Osborne,  enter- 
ing the  sitting-room  at  Cheriton  Lodge,  and  jfinding 
it  tenanted  by  Mabel  alone. 

*'  She  will  be  here  in  the  space  of  two  minutes," 
replied  May.  "  I  suppose  you  are  not  going  be- 
yond the  garden,  Frank,  on  account  of  our  visitors  ?'* 

"I  am  going  to  take  Frances  to  have  ten  mi- 
nutes' breeze  on  the  cliff,  in  the  hope  of  dispelling 
a  headache  she  complained  of  this  morning.  What 
time  do  you  expect  Mrs.  Collingwood  ?" 

"  I  am  not  sure,  she  specified  no  particular  time. 
You  asked  her  to  bring  Mr.  Chase,  if  he  would  give 
himself  a  holiday,  did  you  not  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  I  don't  think  he  will  object  for  once, 
at  this  time  of  the  year,  when  there  is  so  little  sick- 
ness.    How  thoroughly  conscientious  he  is  !" 

"  And  how  unselfish !  who  would  expect  to  find 


NOETHWODE   PEIOBT.  337 

such  a  character  under  that  shabby  coat  and  hat  ? 
Frank,  do  you  ever  judge  by  appearances?" 

"  Too  often,  I  am  afraid ;  but  I  don't  remember 
ever  misjudging  him.  His  perfect  indifference  to 
public  opinion,  and  disregard  of  appearances,  dis- 
arms criticism.  Did  you  ever  observe  how  that 
earnest  way  he  has  of  looking  into  you,  as  it  were, 
when  he  is  addressing  you,  forces  you  to  give  your 
whole  attention  to  what  he  is  saying,  and  absolutely 
prevents  your  thinking  of  him,  or  his  appearance  ?" 

"Yes,"  said  Mabel,  "I  have  noticed  it.  I  al- 
ways thought  it  was  his  great  earnestness  that  car- 
ried his  listeners  with  him." 

"  It  is  partly  that,  and  partly  the  absence  of  self- 
consciousness  which  is  a  remarkable  feature  in  his 
character." 

"I  think  it  used  to  be  so  in  Mina's,"  said  Ma- 
bel, thoughtfully. 

"  It  seems  very  uncourteous  to  be  leaving  you 
alone,  sister  May,"  observed  Mr.  Osborne,  presently. 

"  No,  not  at  all ;  indeed  I  shall  rather  enjoy  a 
quiet  hour,  Frank,"  and  she  looked  up  with  a  mis- 
chievous smile.  "  When  we  are  all  together,  I  can 
do  nothing  but  talk  and  laugh.  I  have  been  three 
days  reading  an  article  in  this  review,  which  I  should 
have  done  at  home  in  half-an-hour.  Now  I  shall 
finish  it,  and  I  have  a  little  thinking  to  do  as  well." 

"  Don't  think  too  much,"  said  Frank,  kindly, 
watching  the  lines  of  thought  and  anxiety,  which 
still  remained  on  the  fair,  smooth  brow.  '*  Laugh- 
ter is  better  than  thought  for  you  now,  May." 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  repHed,  absently.  "  If  I 
forget  how  to  think,  what  shall  I  do  when  I  go 
home,  for  I  have  no  one  to  laugh  with  there,  except 
dear  papa,  and  our  laughs  are  very  quiet  ones, 
when  we  have  any.  Thought  never  hurts  me  un- 
less it  is  sorrowful,  Frank,  and  I  am  not  sorrowful 
to-day." 

11.  z 
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Frances  entered  at  this  moment,  looking  her 
best,  with  a  bright  colour,  and  a  brown  gipsy  hat 
on  her  head.  Mabel  watched  Frank's  face  as  he 
turned  towards  her,  and  saw  the  look  of  pride  and 
affection,  which  lit  up  his  good-humoured,  sun- 
burnt features;  and  long  after  they  were  gone, 
she  mused  over  that  look,  and  the  smile  of  real  joy 
and  contentment,  with  which  it  was  returned. 

Mabel  was  happy,  really  happy,  for  she  was  re- 
joicing in  her  sister's  joy.  The  happiness  of  single 
people  is  usually  found  in  contemplating  and  sym- 
pathising with  the  happiness  of  their  friends  and 
relations.  Mabel  had  ceased  to  look  for  it  her- 
self: she  was  content  to  lead  a  life  of  quiet  useful- 
ness, and  to  find  joy  in  witnessing  the  happiness  of 
those  who  were  blest  with  a  larger  portion  than 
herself; 

"As  when  the  sun,  concealed 
Behind  some  cloud  that  near  us  hangs, 
Shines  on  a  distant  field." 

She  had  seated  herself  on  a  pleasant  couch  close 
by  the  open  sash  window,  and  with  the  review 
in  her  hand,  was  enjoying  the  scent  from  the 
flowers  outside,  that  came  into  the  room  blended 
with  the  peculiar  weedy  fragrance  of  the  deep  blue 
sea,  which,  with  its  broken  ridges  of  white  foam, 
lay  stretched  before  her. 

She  had  never  been  beautiful ;  but  the  chiselled 
delicacy  of  her  features,  and  their  exquisite  sweet- 
ness of  expression,  were  undiminished.  The  curls 
of  golden  brown  shaded  her  face  as  of  old,  and  a 
faint  colour  had  given  her  usually  pale  cheeks  a 
tinge  of  health.  She  was  again  the  Mayflower  of 
North wode  Priory,  though  fairer  and  more  fra- 
gile. 

Before  ten  minutes  had  elapsed,  she  was  dis- 
turbed by  a  visitor's  knock.  She  put  aside  her 
book,  thinking  Mrs.   Collingwood  must  have  ar- 


NOETHWODE   PEIORT.  339 

rived,  but  presently  she  heard  a  well-known  voice, 
whose  accents  sounded  almost  like  a  dream  of  past 
times,  inquire  "  Is  Mrs.  Osborne  at  home  ?" 

Her  heart  throbbed,  and  she  held  her  breath  to 
listen  for  the  answer.  "  Yes,  sir — what  name 
shall  I  say?" 

The  reply  was  unheard,  for  Mabel  had  risen  with 
a  nervous  dread  of  fainting,  and,  with  a  dizzy  head, 
was  holding  by  a  chair,  striving  to  regain  sense 
and  composure.  How  could  she  still  her  quiver- 
ing hands  and  lips,  when  the  firm,  manly  tread 
was  approaching  the  door  ?  Yet,  weak  and  trem- 
bling as  she  felt,  her  manner,  when  the  visitor 
entered,  betrayed  little  of  the  inward  agitation, 
and  the  slender  fingers,  clenched  round  the  chair 
by  her  side,  alone  gave  evidence  of  the  feeling 
working  within  her. 

Could  that  tall,  manly  figure  be  Hugh  Gra- 
hame  ?  Had  three  years  changed  the  slight, 
boyish  youth  into  the  grave,  thoughtful  man  ? 
Yes,  for  the  clear,  earnest  eye  had  still  the  well- 
remembered  expression,  and  the  mouth  still  united 
decision  with  extreme  gentleness ;  but  the  whole 
bore  the  impress  of  thought  and  sorrow,  such  as 
would  have  been  looked  for  in  vain  on  the  face  of 
the  light-hearted  boy. 

It  was  an  awkward  meeting.  Hugh  started  on 
finding  himself  alone  with  her,  instead  of  in  the 
presence  of  Trances,  as  he  had  expected.  He 
grasped  her  hand  eagerly,  and  his  keen,  earnest  eyes 
were  bent  on  her  face,  but  her  manner  was  calm 
and  chilling,  and  the  few  words  she  uttered  were 
spoken  in  a  quiet,  unfaltering  voice,  that  struck  a 
cold  chill  into  his  warm,  throbbing  heart. 

"  You  are  an  unexpected  visitor.     My  sister  is 

in  the  garden,  but  Greorge  will  let  her  know  you 

are  here,"  and  she  laid  her  hand  on  the  bell  to 

summon  the  footman. 

"No,"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  hasty  movement. 
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"  Pray  do  not  send  for  .  .  .  Mrs.  Osborne.  I 
daresay  she  will  return  soon." 

But  the  bell  was  quietly  rung,  and  Mabel  invited 
him  to  take  a  seat.  She  was  resolved  to  exhibit 
no  signs  of  feeling  to  one  who  had  deserted  them 
in  their  distress,  and  desired  to  show  him  he  was 
regarded  but  as  a  chance  visitor.  Nevertheless, 
she  was  glad  to  return  to  her  seat  on  the  sofa,  for 
the  dread  of  fainting  came  back,  and  no  such  evi- 
dence of  weakness  could  be  permitted  in  his  pre- 
sence. 

Hugh  strove  hard  to  regain  his  self-command, 
keeping  his  head  studiously  turned  from  her :  for 
the  sight  of  that  sweet  fair  face,  that  had  never 
been  absent  from  his  thoughts,  for  any  length  of 
time,  since  last  he  gazed  on  it,  upset  all  his  firm- 
ness and  stoicism. 

"  I  have  been  a  long  time  absent  from  Pever- 
stone,"  he  observed,  with  an  effort.  "  My  return 
was  quite  unexpected,  for  I  took  even  my  mother 
by  surprise." 

"  Indeed,"  said  Mabel,  with  no  appearance  of 
interest.  "  Tour  vacations  have  been  spent  gene- 
rally in  Scotland,  have  they  not  ?  We  were  glad 
to  hear  from  Mrs.  Grahame,  that  you  were  enjoy- 
ing yourself  there  so  much." 

There  was  a  sound  of  carriage- wheels  and  voices, 
and  the  opening  and  shutting  of  doors.  Hugh 
had  only  time  to  turn  one  look  upon  May — one 
hasty  reproachful  look — when  Erances  and  her 
visitors  entered  the  room. 

Prances  was  not  a  little  surprised  to  find  Hugh 
there,  and  her  manner,  though  courteous,  was  a 
little  distant.  This  was  not  lessened  by  his  ab- 
sent, dreamy  air,  which  might  well  be  mistaken  for 
pride,  but  which  arose  solely  from  sufiering  and 
preoccupation.  Mabel  had  turned  to  Jessie  and 
Mrs.  Collingwood,  and  was  glad  to  shake  off"  her 
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embarrassment,  in  lively  greetings,  and  inquiries 
for  all  at  Peverstone. 

Mr.  Chase  was  there,  with  Mr.  Osborne,  and 
Hugh,  despairing  of  gaining  any  private  conversa- 
tion with  Mabel,  would  have  taken  his  leave,  but 
he  felt  that  he  could  not  postpone  all  hope  of  an 
explanation,  and  there  was  a  certain  melancholy 
pleasure  in  being  in  her  presence,  and  in  watching 
once  more  her  quick  change  of  expression,  and  the 
gentle  blue  eyes,  full  of  life  and  feeling,  which  had 
haunted  him  sleeping  and  waking  for  so  long. 

He  was  invited  to  dinner,  and  a  stroll  on  the 
beach  proposed,  ere  the  sun  was  too  hot  to  render 
the  air  oppressive.  Mabel  placed  herself  between 
Mrs.  Collingwood  and  Jessie,  and  Trances  and 
Mr.  Chase  followed  immediately  behind,  while 
Frank  good-naturedly  devoted  himself  to  Hugh, 
whose  eyes  and  thoughts  were  too  frequently  rest- 
ing on  Mabel  to  render  him  a  desirable  companion. 

Mabel  appeared  in  high  spirits.  Jessie  was,  as 
usual,  mirthful  and  animated,  but  May  surpassed 
her.  All  her  pensiveness  and  gravity  was  gone,  and 
her  laugh  was  the  lightest,  her  voice  the  merriest 
of  the  party.  Hugh  was  surprised,  for  even  at  the 
Priory  she  had  never  appeared  so  buoyant  in  spirit, 
and  so  full  of  graceful  life  and  motion,  as  she  did 
this  day ;  and  the  more  her  mirth  increased,  the 
more  dejected  and  silent  he  became.  But  one  ac- 
customed to  watch  Mabel's  countenance,  would 
have  seen  that  the  sparkling  eyes,  and  flushed 
cheeks,  were  no  signs  of  an  easy  mind ;  that  the 
laugh  was  assumed  to  conceal  a  very  different  sen- 
sation within,  and  that  even  while  smiles  were 
playing  round  the  mouth,  the  lips  were  quivering 
with  an  inward  emotion,  which  none  might  fathom. 

The  morning  wore  away.  Any  attempt  at  con- 
versation with  Mabel  would  have  been  futile,  for 
she  never  left  her  friends,  and  without  any  ap- 
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parent  preconceived  manoeuvring,  it  chanced  that 
in  all  their  wanderings  on  the  beach,  and  over  the 
rocks,  she  never  came  in  contact  with  Hugh. 

He  felt  weary  in  spirit,  and  almost  worn  down 
with  the  burden  of  the  unexplained  mystery,  which 
he  felt  was  influencing  her  conduct  towards  him. 
At  length  the  whole  party  gathered  on  some  rocks 
that  stretched  out  into  the  sea,  at  the  extremity  of 
the  beach  ;  and  Frances  proposed  that  they  should 
rest  there,  as  the  sea  breeze,  coming  round  a 
rugged  headland  on  one  side,  rendered  the  situa- 
tion cooler  and  pleasanter,  than  any  part  of  the 
rough  shingles  they  had  been  traversing. 

"This  is,  I  think,  the  best  view  of  Cheriton," 
said  Mr.  Osborne,  who,  telescope  in  hand,  had 
seated  himself  on  one  of  the  highest  rocks. 

"  It  is  the  only  point  from  which  you  get  a  good 
sight  of  the  Lodge,  Frank,"  said  Mabel,  laughing. 
"I  am  afraid  your  opinion  is  not  unprejudiced." 

"Perhaps  not,"  replied  Mr.  Osborne.  "It  is  a 
very  old  weakness  of  mine — thinking  everything 
belonging  to  me  the  best  in  the  world." 

"  It  can  scarcely  be  a  weakness  with  regard  to 
your  home,"  said  Jessie. 

"  I  am  not  sure,  Jessie,"  said  Mrs.  Collingwood. 
"  It  is  possible  to  care  too  much  even  for  that." 

"  Quite  possible,"  said  Mabel,  and  her  tone 
caught  Hugh's  attention  from  its  seriousness. 

"  Mr.  Grahame  cannot  enter  into  such  a  feeling," 
said  Jessie,  turning  towards  him,  "  for  he  has  been 
absent  from  his  home  for  years." 

A  look  of  pain  crossed  Hugh's  features,  as  he  re- 
plied, "Not  voluntarily." 

"  I  suppose  Oxford  has  great  charms,"  continued 
Jessie,  wishing  to  draw  him  out. 

"Not  for  me,"  was  the  reply.  "I  shall  be  very 
glad  to  leave  it  at  the  end  of  this  month." 

**  I  should  have  thought  you,  of  all  people,  would 
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have  reason  to  feel  attached  to  it,  Mr.  Grahame, 
seeing  it  has  bestowed  such  honours  upon  you." 

On  Hugh's  lips  trembled  the  words,  "  I  don't 
care  for  them,"  but  recollecting  how  absurd  such  a 
statement  would  appear,  he  checked  himself.  "I 
don't  think  honours  alone  would  attach  people  to 
places." 

"  I  think  hard-earned  honours  would,"  said 
Mabel,  without  turning  her  head  towards  him. 

He  felt  as  if  he  longed  to  thank  her  for  even  ad- 
dressing him  under  the  circumstances,  and  unable 
to  resist  the  impulse  which  seized  him,  he  rose  and 
seated  himself  on  a  rock  by  her  side. 

"  Tes,  hard-earned  honours  would,  unless  painful 
events  were  too  closely  interwoven  with  the  place 
for  affection  to  be  possible.  I  need  not  tell  you 
that  my  honours  were  hard-earned,  for  you  know 
that  I  had  not  the  ability  to  obtain  them  otherwise." 

"I  ought  to  congratulate  you,"  observed  Mabel, 
quietly,  in  a  tone  of  calm  courtesy  that  froze  Hugh 
to  the  heart. 

"  Congratulations  are  for  superficial  acquaint- 
ances," he  replied,  in  a  low,  deep  voice.  "  There 
was  a  time  when  you  did  not  regard  me  as  such." 

"  True  ;  I  was  once  rash  and  indiscriminate  in 
my  friendships.  Time  has  taught  me  the  sad  lesson 
that  no  one  can  be  safely  considered  a  friend,  whose 
sincerity  has  not  been  tested."  With  these  words 
she  rose  and  joined  her  sister,  and  Hugh  remained 
in  silent  thought,  meditating  over  her  last  sentence, 
and  the  sweet,  well-remembered  tones  that  had 
given  him  so  much  pain. 

It  was  long  ere  he  found  an  opportunity  of  ad- 
dressing her  again.  She  never  left  Mrs.  Osborne's 
side,  and  until  Erank  observed  it  was  quite  luncheon 
time,  had  not  moved  from  the  safe  seat  between 
Erauces  and  Mr.  Chase,  which  she  had  taken  on 
quitting  Hugh. 
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The  party  was  then  broken  up.  Jessie  walked 
home  with  her  mother  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Osborne, 
and  Mabel  followed  just  behind  in  earnest  con- 
versation with  Mr.  Chase,  while  Hugh  joined  himself 
to  the  first  party,  though  his  mind  and  observation 
were  silently  given  to  the  second. 

"  There  is  Frank's  yacht,"  observed  Mabel,  point- 
ing to  a  small  vessel  that  lay  at  anchor  about  a 
stone's  throw  from  shore.  "  Do  you  see  one  with 
the  name  '  Frances  Mary'  painted  on  the  stern  ? 
It  used  formerly  to  be  called  '  The  Water-witch,' 
but  Frank's  gallantry  was  so  great,  that  at  the  time 
of  his  engagement  he  had  the  name  changed." 

The  yacht  looked  particularly  picturesque,  sway- 
ing to  and  fro  on  the  restless  waves,  one  of  the 
boatmen  in  a  blue  jersey  and  scarlet  cap  sitting 
drowsily  in  the  bow,  and  the  sails  half  unfurled 
yielding  to  the  breeze  that  was  springing  up,  as  if 
impatient  to  be  flying  before  the  wind.  The  sun, 
falling  upon  the  dancing  water,  made  it  sparkle  like 
a  sea  of  diamonds,  and  the  soothing,  pleasant  sound 
of  the  waves  on  the  beach,  receding  and  advancing 
within  a  yard  of  her  feet,  riveted  Mabel  to  the 
spot.  She  leaned  against  a  boat  by  her  side,  and 
half-closed  her  eyes  in  dreamy  enjoyment. 

"  Oh !  Mr.  Chase,  how  Mina  would  have  enjoyed 
this !  Even  to  the  last  how  her  great  love  for 
nature  remained !  I  recollect  the  day  before  she 
died,  she  asked  me  to  draw  aside  the  curtain  that 
she  might  see  the  sunshine  once  more,  and  the 
green  trees  outside." 

There  was  no  reply,  and  it  suddenly  flashed  upon 
her  that  the  gentleman  at  her  side  was  taller  than 
Mr.  Chase.  Mabel  turned  towards  him,  and 
Hugh's  hand  was  laid  on  her  arm,  while  he  said, 

"  Mr.  Chase  has  joined  Mrs.  Osborne ;  will  you 
allow  me  to  walk  home  with  you  ?" 

To  refuse  was  impossible,  and  with  mixed  feel- 
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ings  Mabel  prepared  to  follow  in  the  track  of  the 
others,  who  were  fast  disappearing.  She  would 
fain  have  quickened  her  pace  when  she  found  a 
tete-a-tete  walk  inevitable,  but  Hugh  was  resolutely 
slow,  and  politeness  forbade  her  leaving  him. 

"  Do  you  remember  the  last  time  we  walked  on 
this  beach  together?"  he  asked. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mabel,  turning  away  her  face. 

"  It  was  on  the  day  that  our  boat  was  nearly 
upset  through  Dudley's  heedlessness,"  he  con- 
tinued, in  a  low  voice.  "  May,  did  you  think  then, 
that  you  could  ever  have  cause  to  doubt  the  sin- 
cerity of  my  friendship  ?" 

He  waited  in  vain  for  a  reply — Mabel's  face  was 
studiously  averted.  After  a  moment's  pause  he  said, 
"  You  trusted  me  implicitly  then.  May  ;  how  could 
you  so  readily  believe,  that  I  was  false  and  in- 
sincere ?" 

*'  Have  I  had  no  cause  for  doing  so  ?"  said 
Mabel,  reproachfully. 

But  in  spite  of  the  averted  face,  he  could  see 
tears  standing  in  the  clear  blue  eyes,  and  took 
courage  to  proceed. 

"  I  cannot  deny  that  you  have  had  cause,  and  I  feel 
that  in  speaking  of  the  perfect  trust  there  ought  to 
be  in  true  friendship,  I  shall  be  condemning  myself, 
far  more  than  you.  If  my  trust  had  been  perfect 
— as  perfect  as  you  deserved  that  it  should  be — 
this  misunderstanding  would  never  have  arisen  ;* 
but  if  you  knew  how  bitterly  I  have  suffered,  and 
how  keenly  I  now  reproach  myself  for  having  be- 
lieved you  could  do  anything  but  what  was  truthful 
and  upright,  I  think  you  w^ould  forgive  and  pity 
me.  I  went  away.  May,  because  I  was  told  on 
good  authority  that  you  had  consented  to  marry 
Mr.  Collier.  I  took,  as  I  thought,  sufficient  care 
to  assure  myself  of  the  truth  of  the  report,  for  I 
came   to  the  Priory,  to  satisfy  myself,    and    saw 
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you  in  deep  conversation  with  him,  which  appeared 
to  me  unmistakeable  evidence  of  the  fact,  and,  until 
yesterday  morning,  a  doubt  never  entered  my  mind 
that  you  either  had,  or  were  going  to  .  .  to  .  .  sell 
yourself  to  that  man,  in  order  to  save  your  family." 

Mabel  turned  proudly  away.  "  And  you  could 
believe  this  of  me  ?" 

"  Haven't  I  confessed  my  fault,  and  told  you  of 
the  suffering  it  occasioned  ?  Cannot  sorrow  atone 
for  the  greatest  sins,  May  ?" 

"I  was  wrong,"  said  Mabel  hastily,  in  a  humble 
tone.  "  I  can  have  no  right  to  reproach  you  for 
believing  this  of  me,  when  I  had  terrible  doubts  in 
my  own  mind  as  to  what  duty  required  of  me.  I 
ought  to  tell  you  that  at  one  time  I  had  almost 
made  up  my  mind  to  sacrifice  myself  for  their 
sakes  ..." 

"  Mr.  Chase  has  told  me  already,  but  this  only 
makes  me  esteem  you  more,  for  I  always  believed 
you  would  make  private  feeling  yield  to  duty,  if  the 
two  were  not  compatible.  But  this  does  not  alter 
my  position.  I  ought,  at  least,  to  have  trusted  you 
until  I  heard  from  your  own  lips  that  you  were  go- 
ing to  take  this  step,  and  even  then  1  should  have 
remonstrated  with  you,  and  tried  to  save  you  from 
what  I  believe  would  have  been  an  utter  sacrifice 
of  all  happiness  and  peace,  and  self-respect  through 
life.  Perhaps,"  and  his  voice  fell,  "if  I  had  been 
conscious  of  no  private  prejudice,  and  no  in- 
terested motives,  I  might  have  followed  this  course, 
but  my  mind  seemed  insensible  to  right  and  wrong, 
truth  and  falsehood,  for  the  time  being." 

"  But  your  mother — she  knew  the  actual  circum- 
stances of  the  case  ?" 

"  Ask  me  no  questions  about  that,"  exclaimed 
Hugh,  with  a  vehemence  that  astonished  Mabel. 
"  She  misunderstood — at  least,  she  acted  through 
false  kindness — no,"  he  continued,  hastily,  for  any- 
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thing  like  deception  was  as  foreign  to  his  character 
as  to  Mabel's  own,  "  I  can't  explain — but,  May, 
take  it  on  trust  from  me,  I  knew  nothing  about  it, 
— God  knows.  May,  that  I  did  not." 

"  But  Dudley's  letter;  I  can't  understand — " 

*'  What  letter  ?     I  never  received  any." 

"  He  gave  it  to  Mrs.  G-rahame — you  must  have 
had  it." 

Hugh's  reply  was  to  take  her  hands  between  his, 
and,  forcing  her  to  look  at  him,  say  earnestly, 
"  May,  have  I  ever  deceived  you  ?  Have  you  ever 
known  me  speak  what  was  untrue  ?  Do  I  look 
like  one  who  is  saying  what  he  knows  to  be  false  ? 
Until  yesterday  morning  I  believed  you  to  be 
bound  to  that  man.  I  received  no  letters — I  heard 
nothing — I  was  told  nothing — until  I  saw  Mr. 
Collier's  marriage  in  the  paper — and  even  then  I 
was  inclined  to  believe — what  I  would  rather  not 
tell  you." 

There  was  truth  flashing  from  his  clear,  earnest 
eyes,  that  seemed  as  if  they  would  pierce  through 
and  through  her.  Their  look  must  have  silenced 
doubt,  had  there  been  aught  to  silence,  but  Mabel 
would  have  believed  his  lightest  word,  from  her  ex- 
perience of  his  truthfulness  in  by-gone  days.  She 
gently  withdrew  her  hands,  and  said,  "  I  do  believe 
you,  I  know  you  would  not  deceive  me." 

*'  God  bless  you  for  saying  so,"  he  exclaimed, 
involuntarily,  and  then  relapsed  into  silence  for 
some  minutes,  too  happy  in  having  gained  thus 
much  to  wish  again  to  allude  to  what  was,  on  many 
accounts,  such  a  painful  subject. 

"  But  how  can  I  ask  you,"  he  said,  at  length, 
*'  to  forgive  me  for  leaving  Peverstone  in  that 
abrupt,  mysterious  way,  without  a  word  of  explana- 
tion ? — I  see  how  rude,  inexplicable,  and  false  my 
conduct  must  have  appeared  ;  and  after  the  opinion 
you  must  necessarily  have  held  of  me  all  these 
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years,  how  is  it  possible  that  I  can  regain  the 
friendship  you  once  gave  me  ? — and  yet,  O  May  ! 
you  would  forgive  me,  and  feel  for  me,  if  you 
knew  how  I  have  suffered." 

Perhaps  Mabel  did  feel  for  him  more  than  she 
would  willingly  have  had  him  know,  but  she  kept 
her  face  away  from  him,  and  made  no  answer. 

"  I  have  forfeited  all  your  esteem,"  he  continued  ; 
"  Dudley  must  have  ceased  to  care  for  me,  and  it 
will  be  years  before  you  can  ever  again  think  of 
me  as  you  once  did." 

"No,"  replied  Mabel;  "we  may  consider  that 
you  should  have  been  less  hasty  and  rash  in  the  be- 
ginning, but  this  does  not  affect  our  esteem  ;  and  I 
don't  think  after  the  explanation  you  have  given, 
that  we  have  any  right  to  esteem  you  less." 

"  And  are  we  to  be  the  same  friends  that  we 
used  to  be  in  old  times  ?"  he  asked,  as  he  opened 
Mr.  Osborne's  gate  for  her  to  pass  through,  and 
then  gently  directed  her  steps  into  a  cool,  shady 
walk,  at  a  distance  from  the  house,  where  their 
conversation  could  be  continued  without  interrup- 
tion. 

Mabel  assented,  and  a  long  silence  ensued,  dur- 
ing which  they  walked  up  and  down  the  avenue, 
until,  exhausted  with  heat  and  excitement,  she 
begged  to  return  to  the  house.  But  Hugh  had  yet 
more  to  say,  and  finding  her  a  seat,  asked  her  to 
bear  with  him  a  few  minutes  longer. 

"  I  said  friendship,  May,"  he  observed,  gravely, 
placing  himself  in  front  of  her,  "but  I  must  not 
deceive  you.  There  has  been  too  much  misconcep- 
tion already,  and  now,  at  least,  I  will  be  open. 
We  can  never  be  again  on  the  same  terms  of  friend- 
ship— on  the  same  brother-and-sister  terms,  that 
we  were  formerly.  You  cannot  think,  if  I  had  felt 
mere  friendship  for  you,  that  the  report  I  heard 
would  have  given  me  so  much  pain,  or  have  driven 
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me  from  my  home  into  this  long  exile.  Tou  will 
wonder  that  I  can  dare  speak  to  you  on  such  a  sub- 
ject after  all  that  has  passed,  and  I  feel  myself  that 
I  am  risking  everything  in  so  doing  ;  but  would  it 
be  candid,  would  it  be  honest  in  me  to  return  on 
false  pretences — to  ask  for  friendship,  when  that  is 
not  what  I  want,  and  when  I  feel  it  can  never  ex- 
ist, in  the  ordinary  acceptation  of  the  word,  between 
us  again  ?  May,  unless  you  can  give  me  more 
than  friendship,  I  must  leave  you  for  ever.  An- 
swer me  plainly — do  not  spare  me,  for  it  would  be 
cruel  kindness  to  raise  false  hopes." 

The  answer  came  directly.  "  I  cannot — I  have 
promised  never  to  leave  papa — I  have  resolved  to 
devote  myself  to  him." 

The  cloud  passed  from  Hugh's  brow,  and  he 
took  her  hand.  "  But,  May,  supposing  I  had  his 
consent — his  cordial  consent  and  approbation — 
might  not  that  make  a  change  ?" 

Poor  Mabel  could  only  strive  to  hide  her  tearful 
face  in  her  hands,  but  one  hand  was  held  fast,  and 
after  struggling  for  a  moment  to  free  it,  she  was 
forced  to  desist,  and  say  in  her  most  touching, 
pleading  tone, 

"  Please,  please  ask  me  no  questions  now — I 
must  have  time — I  must  see  papa — he  cannot  really 
release  me  from  my  prom'ise — I  must  think  of  him 
first,  all  his  troubles  came  through  me,  and  I  can- 
not leave  him  alone." 

"I  will  not  keep  you,"  he  said,  gently  freeing 
her  hand,  "  but.  May,  answer  me  one  question — 
you  do  not  forbid  me  to  hope — only  say  that." 

There  was  a  very  low  reply,  in  w^hich  "  to- 
morrow" was  the  most  audible  word,  and  Hugh 
was  obliged  to  be  content. 

"Then  I  may  hope,"  he  said,  '*and,  May,  I  do 
not  think  you  will  disappoint  me.  If  I  might  only 
say  one  word  of  all  I  feel,  only  tell  you  of  the  love 
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you  should  have,  of  the  love  that  has  treasured  up 
your  memory  all  these  years,  although  I  thought 
you  were  lost  to  me  ! — But,  no,  I  will  not  say  more 
to  you  to-day,  but  endeavour  to  be  patient  until  I 
receive  your  answer  to-morrow,  and  then,  if  neces- 
sary, I  will  plead  ray  cause." 

Mabel  was  gratefully  sensible  of  his  delicacy  and 
forbearance,  and  suffered  him  to  draw  her  arm 
within  his,  and  lead  her  back  to  the  house,  when, 
declining  to  enter,  he  sent  an  apology  to  Frances, 
which  Mabel's  burning  cheeks  fully  explained,  and 
returned  to  Peverstone. 


CHAPTEE  XXIII. 

*'  Nor  sang  he  only  of  unfading  bowers. 

Where  they  a  tearless  painless  age  fulfil, 
In  fields  Elysian  spending  blissful  hours, 
Remote  from  every  ill ; 

**  But  of  pure  gladness  found  in  temperance  high, 
In  duty  owned,  and  reverenced  with  awe, 
Of  man's  true  freedom,  that  may  only  lie 
In  servitude  to  law." 

Trench's  Orpheus. 

Once  again  May  Hesketh  paced  the  Kilminster 
platform,  no  longer  alone,  waiting  to  receive  the 
new  brother,  with  feelings  of  doubt  and  anxiety, 
but,  accompanied  by  Hugh,  watching  eagerly  for 
the  arrival  of  the  train  that  was  to  bring  back  her 
own  brother,  unseen  for  more  than  a  twelvemonth. 

The  train  stopped,  and  a  manly  figure  sprang 
out  of  one  of  the  carriages.  '*  Ah  !  May  !  Well, 
Hugh,  old  fellow !"  was  Dudley's  greeting,  which 
might  have  seemed  cold,  but  for  the  voice  and  eyes, 
and  warm  grasp  of  the  hand  with  which  it  was 
accompanied. 

"  You  are  in  very  good  time,  Dudley,"  observed 
Hugh.  *'  Look  after  your  luggage,  the  carriage  is 
waiting." 

Mabel  could  find  no  voice  to  speak ;  she  was 
going  through  a  series  of  flushes,  more  at  her  own 
thoughts  than  anything  else.     The  very  manner 
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with  which  Hugh  gave  her  his  arm  to  protect  her 
from  the  rough,  pushing  crowd,  and  guided  her  to 
a  safe  place,  where  they  might  await  the  return  of 
Dudley,  caused  the  colour  to  mount  to  her  very 
temples.  It  was  so  new  and  strange  to  be  watched 
over  and  cared  for,  after  the  lonely,  neglected  life 
she  had  been  leading  latterly !  And  yet,  there 
was  so  much  consideration  and  delicacy,  that  the 
novelty  of  the  position  in  which  she  found  herself, 
occasioned  but  little  embarrassment.  It  was  a 
dream-like  ending  to  so  much  suffering.  At  times 
Mabel  could  scarcely  fancy  there  was  no  longer 
anything  to  be  uneasy  and  anxious  about ;  and  that 
instead  of  toiling  and  contriving  for  others,  she  was 
now  to  be  cherished  and  worked  for  herself.  At 
first  she  felt  almost  afraid  to  be  happy.  Sorrow 
had  become  so  habitual,  that  it  appeared  almost  an 
old  friend  with  whom  it  was  wrong  to  part ;  but 
this  feeling  gradually  wore  off,  and  was  succeeded 
by  a  sober,  chastened  joy,  all  the  truer  and  safer, 
because  it  had  been  purchased  by  many  tears. 

"Well,  Hugh!    so  May !"    was  Dudley's 

first  observation,  on  finding  himself  facing  them  in 
the  carriage ;  not  a  very  sensible  or  coherent  one, 
but  sufficiently  intelligible  to  the  parties  addressed 
— causing  the  colour  on  Mabel's  cheeks  to  heighten 
so  distressingly,  that  she  would  thankfully  have 
hidden  them  anywhere,  had  it  been  possible. 

Hugh's  protecting  grasp  closed  over  her  little 
hand,  and  he  replied,  "  Then  I  need  not  fear  any 
opposition  from  you,  Dudley." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?"  said  Dudley,  in  his 
sharp,  good-natured  way.  "  Look  up,  old  May- 
flower ;  don't  you  think  we  ought  to  put  him  on  a 
ten  years'  probation,  to  test  his  fidelity,  after  the 
manner  in  which  he  has  treated  us  ?" 

•'  I  think  my  fidelity  has  been  tested,  whatever 
my  errors  may  have  been,"  said  Hugh,  somewhat 


NOETHWODE   PEIOET.  353 

seriously  ;  "  but  I  have  mucli  to  atone  for,  Dudley, 
and  first  of  all,  will  you  agree  that  bygones  shall 
be  bygones,  and  let  the  future  prove  vrhether  I 
am  as  insincere  as  you  have  had  reason  to  think 
me?" 

"  I  am  quite  willing  to  take  yoa  upon  trust," 
replied  Dudley,  looking  a  brotherly  greeting. 
"  Perhaps  a  few  years  ago  I  might  not  have  been 
so  ready  to  part  with  her,  but  now  it  will  be  all 
gain  to  me,  for  you  will  be  bringing  her  into  my 
part  of  the  world,  and  sometimes,  after  a  hard 
day's  work,  I  sorely  want  a  glimpse  of  a  home-face. 
Hugh — it  is  such  a  pleasure  to  know  you  are  your 
old  self,  and  not  what  we  thought  you." 

After  what  was,  from  Dudley,  such  an  unusually 
long  and  sentimental  speech,  there  was  nothing 
more  to  be  said ;  especially  as  a  piteous  glance 
from  May  entreated  him  to  spare  her  burning 
cheeks.  They  fell  back  speedily  into  home-gossip, 
in  which  Mabel  could  join, 

"  And  how  are  the  Collingwoods  ?  Tou  tell  me 
BO  little  about  them,  although  you  know  I  am  in- 
terested in  all  your  friends." 

•'  Eeally,  Dudley,  I  don't  think  you  can  accuse 
me  of  that.  The  first  two  sides  of  my  last  letter 
were  full  of  them  ;  I  think  I  tell  you  more  about 
them,  than  any  people  in  Peverstone." 

"  "Well,  but  I  don't  mean  about  them  in  par- 
ticular," said  Dudley,  colouring.  "I  want  to  hear 
about  the  Graingers  and  Lushingtons,  Julia 
Lushington  is  married,  is  she  not  ?" 

"  Yes,  to  Mr.  Collier,"  was  the  quiet  answer. 

""Never  was  there  a  more  happy  and  suitable 
match,"  chimed  in  Hugh  ;  "  or  one  that  gave  more 
universal  satisfaction.  I  don't  suppose  even  the 
bride  and  bridegroom,  themselves,  are  acquainted 
with  half  the  happiness  their  marriage  was  the  in- 
direct means  of  causing." 

II.  A  A 
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"All!  '  thereby  hangs  a  tale,'"  observed  Dud- 
ley. "  It  is  curious  that  your  worst  enemy  should 
have  proved  your  best  friend." 

"  I  don't  know  that  he  was  any  enemy  of  mine," 
observed  Hugh,  with  a  magnanimity  he  had  very 
recently  acquired.  "  At  all  events,  if  he  was  so,  I 
could  wish  him  no  greater  punishment,  than  the 
one  he  has  chosen  himself.  Miss  Lushington  for 
life  is  a  worse  infliction,  than  I  would  bestow  upon 
my  greatest  foe." 

"  Oh  !  Hugh,  where  is  your  charity?"  said  Mabel. 

"  Why,  May,  can  you  find  it  in  your  heart  to 
take  up  the  cudgels  for  Julia  Lushington  ?"  asked 
Dudley. 

'*No,  only  to  say  nothing  about  her,"  replied 
Mabel,  feeling  silenced. 

'*  And  where  are  they  going  to  live?"  inquired 
Dudley. 

"  Not  at  Monckton  Court,  I  am  happy  to  say," 
replied  Hugh.  *'  The  society  round  Peverstone  is 
so  much  beneath  Mr.  Collier's  standard  of  what 
society  should  be,  and  Mrs.  Collier's  love  for  dress 
and  scandal  has  been  so  starved  and  restricted  in 
this  stupid  little  place,  that  they  have  taken  a 
house  in  town,  which  they  intend  to  make  their 
head-quarters,  although  Monckton  Court  will  still 
be  kept  up." 

"  Is  it  so.  May  ?" 

"  Of  their  private  reasons  of  course  we'  can't 
judge,  and  Hugh's  interpretation  of  them  is  very 
severe  and  unjustifiable :  but  it  is  a  fact  that  they 
intend  residing  in  London." 

"  But,  without  calling  down  May's  virtuous  in- 
dignation on  my  devoted  head,  I  think  I  may  safely 
state  that  since  Mr.  Collier's  treatment  of  Mr. 
Hesketh  he  has  felt  his  position  in  society  changed, 
and  that  Peverstone  and  the  neighbourhood  have 
become  distasteful  to  him." 
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"  I  believe  it  is  so,"  said  May  ;  '*  that  is,  the  af- 
fair got  more  talked  about  than  he  expected,  though 
how  I  can't  tell,  and  several  families  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood dropped  the  acquaintance.  I  heard  a 
few  days  ago  that  he  had  met  with  several  losses, 
which  had  depressed  him  so  much,  that  he  was 
going  to  try  change  of  air." 

"And  howdo  you  get  on,  old  fellow?"  asked  Hugh. 
*'  Are  you  reconciled  to  the  desk  and  the  city  yet  ?" 

"  More  so  than  I  ever  hoped  to  be,"  said  Dud- 
ley, without  hesitation.  "After  all,  it  isn't  a 
pretty  home,  or  an  aristocratic  position,  or  an  easy, 
pleasant  berth,  that  makes  happiness — it  is  that 
feeling  of  self-earned  independence,  and  freedom 
from  reproach — the  feeling  of  living  for  something 
— eh !  May — that  is  what  makes  a  man  a  man ;  and 
that  I  never  should  have  felt  but  for  ...  .  to  be 
sure,  how  queerly  things  grow  one  out  of  another ! 
Who  would  have  guessed  that  Mr.  Collier's  offer  to 
Mabel  was  to  turn  her  two  brothers  from  idle  dogs 
into  useful  individuals?" 

The  words  were  spoken  lightly,  but  there  was  a 
vein  of  reality  and  seriousness  beneath  the  gay 
tone,  that  made  Mabel's  heart  glad.  It  was  the 
old  Dudley  still,  but  he  had  now  acquired  the  so- 
lidity of  character  that  had  once  been  felt  wanting. 
Would  a  Geraldine  Egerton  have  power  to  fasci- 
nate him  now  ? 

"  And  since  we  must  drive  through  Peverstone, 
May,  I  should  like  to  take  a  look  at  the  old  place. 
Is  the  myrtle  in  blossom  yet  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Mabel,  with  a  quiet 
smile  ;  "  but  isn't  it  too  late  to-night  ?  We  shall 
keep  dinner  waiting." 

"  Only  one  moment,  it  is  scarcely  out  of  our  way  : 
you  forget  I  have  been  absent  for  a  twelvemonth. 
But  perhaps  you  are  thinking  that  we  shall  intrude 
upon  the  Collingwoods." 
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"  Not  at  all ;  the  CoUingwoods  are  not  there. 
They  have  been  spending  a  few  days  with  some 
friends,  and  are  expected  home  to-raorrow." 

"  Oh !"  and  Dudley  relapsed  into  thought. 
"  "Well,  May,  if  you  really  think  we  shall  keep 
dinner  waiting,  I  will  put  it  off  till  to-morrow.  It 
is  getting  late,  certainly." 

"  Only  it  would  be  such  a  good  opportunity 
while  the  CoUingwoods  are  away,"  observed  Hugh. 
"  If  you  wait  till  to-morrow,  you  will  have  to  go 
through  the  formality  of  a  call." 

"  Oh !  you  mistake — the  CoUingwoods  are  very 
nice  people,  and  I  enjoy  nothing  more  than  a  call 
upon  them.  That  would  be  only  an  additional 
reason  for  waiting." 

"  But  then  it  is  more  than  a  twelvemonth  since 
you  saw  it,"  said  Mabel,  with  a  smile. 

"  And  perhaps  by  to-morrow  the  myrtle  blossom 
will  be  gone  off,"  added  Hugh,  catching  a  wicked 
expression  in  May's  eye. 

"  Very  true  ;  I  am  only  thinking  of  my  father. 
He  ought  to  be  of  more  consideration  than  even 
the  Priory,  and  we  may  be  keeping  him  waiting, 
you  know,  May." 

"  As  I  said  when  you  first  proposed  it.  We  will 
call  to-morrow,  after  the  CoUingwoods  have  returned. 
They  will  be  delighted  to  see  you." 

William  and  Dora  dined  at  the  cottage,  and  Mr. 
Hesketh  again  wore  his  Priory  face.  It  was  almost 
one  of  the  old  gatherings  that  he  saw  around  the 
table.  Hugh  and  Dudley,  light-hearted  and  in 
good  spirits,  William,  a  sensible  business-man,  and 
Dora,  happy  and  quiet ;  and  the  May-blossom  of 
his  adverse  life,  again,  as  of  old,  the  centre  of  love 
and  affection. 

After  the  dessert  had  been  laid  on  the  table, 
there  was  a  pause  in  the  conversation,  which  till 
then  had  flowed  on  without  intermission.     It  was 
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broken  by  William,  who  had  been  thoughtful  for 
some  time. 

"  I  heard  this  afternoon  that  the  Priory  was  for 


The  wonder-stricken  silence  that  fell  upon  all 
can  be  imagined,  but  not  described.  Eyes  met 
eyes,  and  encountered  doubt  and  hope  and  anxiety 
combined.  A  warm  hand  closed  over  Mabel's, 
with  an  earnest,  congratulatory  pressure,  which 
she  dared  not  return  ;  but  slowly  and  fearfully  she 
raised  her  eyes  to  her  father's  face,  to  read  there 
the  sentence  which  would  make  her  longing  heart 
bound  with  joy,  or  still  her  throbbing  pulses  with 
the  cold  blight  of  disappointment. 

It  was  William  who  again  broke  the  silence. 

"  Pather,  may  we  dare  to  borrow  money  for  this 
great  object  ?  We  are  in  no  anxiety  now,  and  a 
few  years  would  repay  the  debt." 

Mabel  closed  her  eyes  to  shut  out  the  intolerable 
sensation  of  suspense,  with  which  she  listened  for 
the  answer.  It  came  in  a  hoarse,  unsteady  voice  : 
"  My  dear  children,  we  have  suffered  so  much  al- 
ready from  imprudence  and  want  of  forethought, 
that  I  naturally  hesitate  to  give  my  sanction  to 
any  step,  that  might  possibly  embarrass  our  fu- 
ture. If  we  had  been  able  to  save  enough  to 
re-purchase  the  Priory  without  incurring  fresh 
debts,  I  should  have  thought  we  were  justified  in 
doing  so  ;  but  now,  after  these  years  of  anxiety, 
(during  which,  what  each  has  suffered  he  himself 
knows  best,)  nowthat  we  are  once  more  independent, 
have  we  a  right  again  to  fetter  ourselves  ?  Our 
business  prospers,  thank  God,  at  present,  but  we 
have  no  guarantee,  beyond  probability,  that  it  will 
continue  to  do  so  ;  and  if  it  should  not,  poverty 
will  find  us  again  living  beyond  our  means,  and  we 
may  never  succeed  a  second  time  in  earning  inde- 
pendence.    It  is  not  ourselves  alone  we  have  to 
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consider,  for  a  new  generation  has  claims  upon  our 
prudence.  William's  children  must  never  grow  up 
to  be  embarrassed  with  their  father's  and  grand- 
father's debts.  No — much  as  it  costs  me  to  say  so, 
Northwode  Priory  must  not  be  ours  yet.  We  have 
not  fully  earned  it.  When  a  fitting  time  comes, 
God  may  mercifully  bring  it  within  our  reach  once 
more.  For  the  present  let  us  forget  that  the  option 
has  been  ours.  Those  who  know,  as  all  present  do, 
that  our  reverses  have  been  occasioned  by  my  own 
weakness,  will  feel  what  this  decision  must  be  cost- 
ing me." 

And  all  did  know  well ;  for  if  it  was  painful  to 
them  to  see  the  home  of  their  childhood  brought 
within  their  grasp,  and  to  feel  they  must  not  stretch 
out  their  hand  to  seize  it,  how  heightened  in  inten- 
sity must  have  been  his  sorrow,  when  prudence 
forbade  him  to  reclaim  his  patrimony,  and  obliged 
him  by  his  own  act  to  cut  himself  off  from  all  pre- 
sent hope  of  regaining  what  his  imprudence  had 
lost !  With  him  it  was  not  only  the  home  of  his 
childhood,  but  associated  in  his  mind  with  recol- 
lections of  the  father  and  grandfather,  who  had 
lived  there  before  him  ;  the  scene  of  his  first  married 
happiness,  of  the  calmer  bliss  of  maturer  years,  and 
of  the  hallowed  death-bed,  round  which  his  thoughts 
still  clung  with  almost  morbid  affection.  He  had 
been  accustomed  to  regard  it  as  the  future  home 
of  his  son,  and  of  his  son's  son,  and  now,  once  more, 
all  these  feelings  were  aroused,  all  the  more  vividly 
for  the  years  that  had  been  swallowed  up  in  the 
present  struggle  with  poverty — it  was  again  within 
his  power  to  turn  the  visions  into  realities,  but  that 
stern  prudence  said  "  No."  In  past  times  he  might 
have  yielded  to  inclination,  and  persuaded  himself 
that  the  object  to  be  gained  was  so  great  as  to  jus- 
tify the  risk,  but  the  years  that  had  silvered  his 
once  black  hair  had  taught  him  the  stern  lesson, 
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that  life  is  a  constant  struggle  between  right  and 
wrong,  that  one  or  the  other  must  be  chosen,  and 
that  there  is  no  middle  course. 

*'  Then  it  is  really  settled,"  said  Hugh,  when 
next  he  was  alone  with  Mabel.  "  While  I  honour 
the  decision  beyond  all  words,  I  cannot  help  wish- 
ing the  alternative  had  been  spared  us.  "While  we 
looked  upon  it  as  Mr.  Collier's  property,  we  had  no 
temptation  to  break  the  tenth  commandment,  but 
now  when  we  see  it  pass  into  other  hands — " 

"  Only  that  it  is  such  a  relief  to  think  it  will  be 
no  longer  his  ;  and  there  seems  more  probability  of 
our  getting  it  eventually,  now  that  it  will  have  once 
changed  owners.  How  strangely  things  come 
about,  Hugh !  how  unlikely  it  once  appeared  that 
Mr.  Collier  would  value  that  property  so  lightly, 
to  obtain  which  he  turned  us  upon  the  wide  world, 
homeless  and  friendless !" 

"  It  makes  me  think  even  worse  of  him  than  I 
did  before.  May,  for  I  would  rather  have  believed 
him  guilty  of  covetousness,  than  of  cold,  deliberate 
revenge." 

*'  A  sorry  choice  ;  how  did  you  feel,  Hugh,  when 
William  made  the  announcement  ?" 

"  Awestruck,  at  first,  and  then  too  happy  for 
words,  but  selfish,  even  in  the  midst  of  my  rejoic- 
ing for  you.  Tor  I  thought,  how  will  my  May 
bear  to  exchange  her  much-loved  Priory  for  a  small 
house  in  a  London  suburb  ?" 

*'  A  house  is  not  a  home,"  was  the  brief  reply, 
"  and  if  papa  could  spare  me,  I  could  love  the  Lon- 
don house  nearly  as  well  as  the  Priory." 

Encouraged  by  the  reply,  Hugh  proceeded  to  open 
a  letter,  which  he  had  received  that  morning  from 
a  friend  in  town,  and  to  read  to  Mabel  a  portion 
of  it. 

"  You  cannot,  I  feel  sure,  be  disappointed  in  the 
house  I  have  chosen  for  you.     It  is  not  the  one 
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you  had  in  your  eye  when  you  wrote,  but  suffi- 
ciently like  it  to  relieve  me  from  all  responsibility 
in  taking  it  for  you.  There  is  a  most  pleasant 
miniature  garden  in  front,  full  of  lilacs,  labur- 
nums and  hawthorns,  not  of  any  great  value  at 
present  in  your  eyes,  and  you  must  not  expect 
fully  to  appreciate  them  until  you  have  passed 
some  years  in  London  ;  but  by  that  time  you  will 
know  every  twig  of  green,  and  every  smoke-dried 
daisy,  in  your  possession,  and  walk  round  the 
twenty  feet  square  of  grass  and  gravel  in  front  of 
your  house,  every  summer  evening:,  feeling  quite 
rural.  By  that  time  also  you  will  have  learned 
that  his  lilacs  and  laburnums  are  to  a  Londoner, 
what  his  avenues  of  beech  and  chesnut  trees  are 
to  a  country  gentleman,  and  then,  to  resume  the 
thread  of  my  narrative,  you  will  appreciate  the 
garden  and  shrubs  in  front  of  your  future  resi- 
dence. There  is  a  green  verandah  before  the 
house,  round  the  supporting  pillars  of  which  Vir- 
ginian creepers  and  clematis  are  making  praise- 
worthy efforts  to  climb.  Four  or  five  steps  lead 
up  from  the  garden  to  the  front  door,  and  a  neat 
entrance  hall  leads  into  the  drawing-room,  which 
has  a  sash  window  opening  out  upon  the  verandah. 
This  room  is  of  a  tolerable  size,  and  will  look  very 
well  when  filled  with  furniture.  The  dining-room 
is  dos-a-dos  with  the  drawing-room,  and,  to  atone 
for  a  spacious  expanse  of  kitchen-gardens — bounded 
by  the  backs  of  houses,  in  the  foreground,  has  a 
pleasant  country  view  beyond.  I  think,  alto- 
gether, you  have  good  reason  to  be  satisfied  ;  it 
is  a  quiet  neighbourhood,  and  within  an  easy  walk 
of  the  parks.  There  is  Daily  Service  in  the  Parish 
Church,  which  is  at  no  great  distance.  Write 
and  let  me  know  what  you  think  of  my  descrip- 
tion." 

"Well,  May!"— 
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"  0  Hugh  !  It  is  charming !  A  garden,  and  a 
view,  and  a  Daily  Service !  I  never  could  have 
hoped  for  so  much.  "What  a  nice  friend  he  must 
be  to  enter  into  all  the  particulars  in  the  hearty 
way  he  does,  and  to  have  taken  such  care  to  secure 
all  that  we  shall  most  prize !  Tell  me  his  name,  I 
shall  like  to  know  him." 

"  He  is  a  connection,"  replied  Hugh,  "  Beau- 
champ  Yilliers  is  his  name,  and  you  will  be  glad 
to  hear  that  he  himself  lives  within  half  a  mile  of 
the  house  he  has  taken  for  us,  and  has  a  very  nice 
wife  and  two  little  children.  So  you  see  we  shall 
not  be  quite  friendless  on  first  going  there." 

"  I  am  very  glad  of  that,  as  I  daresay  it  will 
take  some  time  to  make  any  real  friends ;  it  will 
be  so  pleasant  to  be  still  within  reach  of  some 
children,  in  whom  one  will  have  a  special  interest." 

At  this  moment  Dudley  approached  them  with 
news  respecting  the  Priory,  which  he  had  gathered 
from  William. 

"It  appears,  Mabel,  that  Mr.  Collier  has  had 
several  very  considerable  losses  lately,  owing  to 
some  unfortunate  speculations,  and  from  the  ques- 
tionable position  he  takes  in  Peverstone,  and  some 
feeble  prickings  of  conscience,  (for  it  seems  he  has 
the  remnant  of  a  conscience,  after  all)  he  has  been 
led  to  attribute  his  bad-luck  to  the  possession  of 
Northwode  Priory,  which  having  been  ill-gotten, 
he  imagines  has  had  some  mysterious  influence 
over  his  recent  transactions.  Consequently  he  re- 
solved to  rid  himiSelf  of  the  property,  and  charged 
his  lawyer  to  find  a  purchaser  for  it,  with  strict 
injunctions  that  the  fact  of  his  offering  it  for  sale 
might  be  studiously  kept  secret  from  every  one 
connected  with  the  Hesketh  family.  Dr.  Grrainger 
heard  the  report  in  a  lawyer's  ofiice  in  Kilminster, 
and  straightway  conveyed  the  news  to  William  ; 
hoping  that  now  we  were  in  more  prosperous  cir- 
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cumstances  we  might  be  able  to  recover  it.  You 
know  my  father's  decision,  of  which  I  am  afraid  to 
trust  myself  to  speak,  though  no  doubt  it  is  all  for 
the  best." 

"  At  any  rate  it  is  a  decision  that  must  bring  a 
blessing  with  it,"  said  Hugh,  "because  it  is  free 
from  all  selfish  or  interested  motives." 

"  I  was  afraid  at  first  to  look  at  my  father,"  con- 
tinued Dudley,  "and  when  I  did  there  was  such  a 
stern  look  of  suftering  in  his  face,  that  I  forgot  my 
own  interest  in  the  matter  in  feeling  for  him." 

"  And  now  we  shall  all  have  something  to  work 
for,"  said  Hugh,  squeezing  Mabel's  hand,  which 
lay  on  his  arm.  *'  Tou  will  give  me  leave  to  work 
for  this  object  as  well  as  the  rest,  May,  because  I 
was  so  fond  of  the  Priory,  and  it  would  be  a  plea- 
sure worth  years  of  labour,  to  see  Mr.  Hesketh  in- 
stalled there  as  of  old." 

"I  suppose  it  is  better  for  us  as  it  is,"  said 
Dudley,  with  an  heroic  sigh,  as  he  left  them  ;  "  it 
scarcely  seems  as  if  the  probation  had  been  long 
enough  yet." 

"1  was  thinking,  Hugh,  that  perhaps  it  is  so 
best,  for  the  present,"  observed  Mabel,  as  they  re- 
turned to  the  house.  "  It  appeared  hard  just  at 
first  that  industry  should  not  be  rewarded,  but 
some  lines  came  into  my  mind  directly  afterwards, 
as  if  to  reprove  me  for  thinking  so." 

"  What  were  they  ?"  asked  Hugh. 

Mabel  repeated : 

'*  It  is  the  battle,  not  the  prize, 

That  fills  the  hero's  breast  with  joy  ; 
And  industry  the  bhss  supplies, 
Which  mere  possession  might  destroy." 

"  Very  appropriate,"  was  the  reply  ;  "thank  you 
for  telling  me — they  have  silenced  all  my  regrets." 
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Late  that  evening,  on  his  return  to  Lynchbrook, 
Hugh  read  Mr.  Yilliers'  letter  to  his  mother. 

'*  Very  satisfactory,  Hugh  ;  it  has  been  very  kind 
of  Beauchamp  to  interest  himself  for  you.  How 
soon  do  you  suppose  it  can  be  got  ready  ?" 

"  In  a  very  short  time,  if  necessary  ;  Mabel  de- 
sires, however,  that  our  marriage  may  be  postponed 
until  September,  which  leaves  us  two  months  to 
prepare.  I  shall  trust  Beauchamp  to  superintend 
the  furnishing,  if  he  will  take  the  trouble,  and  I 
shall  also  take  advantage  of  the  invitation  at  the 
end  of  his  letter,  and  run  up  to  town  for  a  few 
days  to  talk  it  over  with  him." 

"  And  when  do  you  suppose  we  shall  be  able  to 
leave  town,  and  pay  Lynchbrook  a  visit  ?  Must 
Christmas  be  spent  in  London?" 

The  idea  of  his  mother  residing  with  him  had 
never  until  now  crossed  his  mind ;  he  was  conse- 
quently taken  by  surprise,  but  he  collected  his 
thoughts  in  a  moment. 

"  It  is  hard  to  say ;  but  T  should  be  sorry  for 
Mabel  to  spend  her  first  Christmas  away  from  all 
her  family.  I  shall  contrive  that  we  may  come 
down  for  ten  days  or  a  fortnight,  if  possible,  and 
we  shall  look  to  you  to  receive  us." 

"  Certainly,  dear  Hugh ;  nothing  could  be  plea- 
santer ;  and  I  shall  leave  town  a  few  days  before 
you  do,  in  order  to  make  ready  for  your  reception." 

"  Then  you  purpose  being  our  first  visitor,  ray 
dear  mother." 

"  jSTot  a  visitor,  Hugh ;  where  my  only  child 
lives,  there  must  surely  be  my  home,  until  death 
takes  me  from  you.  You  never  can  have  contem- 
plated leaving  me  to  a  solitary  old  age." 

"  No,  mother,  for  it  is  a  part  of  our  plan  to  spend 
a  considerable  portion  of  each  year  with  you  ;  and 
Mabel  will,  I  know,  be  all  that  a  daughter  should 
be.     Let  us  make  no  reference  to  what  has  passed, 
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but  consider  the  matter  definitely  settled,  for  you 
must  feel,  as  I  do,  that  our  nominal  homes  had 
better  be  separate,  and  intercourse  between  us  a 
voluntary  thing  on  both  sides." 

''  Are  you  giving  me  your  views  upon  the  sub- 
ject, or  Mabel's  ?" 

"  My  own,  since  the  matter  has  never  been 
alluded  to  between  us.  "Whilst  I  shall  always  pay 
you  that  dutiful  respect  and  affection,  in  which  my 
conscience  acquits  me  of  ever  having  been  wanting, 
it  is  better  that  we  should  understand  each  other 
at  once,  for  Mabel's  comfort  must  never  be  over- 
looked. Good-night,  my  dear  mother ;  I  look  for- 
ward to  many  a  happy  hour  which  I  hope  Mabel 
and  I  may  spend  with  you  here  ;  and  at  Christ- 
mas-tide you  may  prepare  for  our  first  visit.  I 
couldn't  let  May's  first  Christmas  service  be  any- 
where but  in  Peverstone  Church." 

He  left  the  room,  and  his  mother  gave  vent  to 
bitter  repinings  over  the  deceit  that  had  estranged 
hira  from  her.  The  time  for  restitution  had  gone 
by,  however,  and  she  was  left  with  the  fruit  of  her 
own  devices,  to  bear  her  troubles  as  best  she  might ; 
too  unused  to  look  above  for  assistance,  to  place  de- 
pendence on  any  strength  save  her  own,  and  little 
likely  to  learn  where  true  peace  is  alone  to  be  found, 
unless  the  gentle  example  of  her  much-injured,  but 
forgiving,  daughter-in-law,  should  ever  teach  her 
this  all-important  lesson. 
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**  Approaching  down  the  hallowed  aisle, 
Where  should  ye  seek  Love's  perfect  smile, 
But  where  your  prayers  were  learned  erewhile, 
In  her  own  native  place  ? 

**  Only  kneel  on,  nor  turn  away 

From  the  pure  shrine,  where  Christ  to-day 
Will  store  each  flower  ye  duteous  lay 
For  an  eternal  wreath," 

The  Christian  Year. 

In  less  than  a  week  the  Priory  had  met  with  a 
purchaser,  and  that  purchaser  was  Mr.  Colling- 
wood.  The  news  was  hailed  by  the  Heskeths  with 
joyful  satisfaction,  for  in  addition  to  the  pain  they 
were  spared  in  not  seeing  it  chauge  tenants,  the 
fact  that  it  had  been  bought  by  Mr.  Colling- 
wood  by  no  means  precluded  the  hope  that  they 
might  one  day  regain  it  themselves.  He  was  a 
restless  man,  fond  of  change  and  variety,  and  the 
purchase  having  been  effected  to  gratify  Jessie's 
earnest  wish,  the  probabilities  were  that  as  soon  as 
he  had  become  wearied  of  Peverstone,  he  would  be 
glad  to  part  with  it  again  if  a  purchaser  were  forth- 
coming, especially  one  into  whose  hands  Jessie 
could  not  reasonably  object  to  see  it  pass. 

Autumn  was  fast  approaching,  and  preparations 
for  Mabel's  wedding  were  drawing  to  a  conclusion. 


36G  NOETHWODE    PRIOET. 

Dudley  bad  gone  back  to  town,  bat  was  to  return 
to  Peverstoue  for  tbe  marriage,  and  Miss  Hesketh 
was  coming  from  Lancasbire,  for  tbe  express  pur- 
pose of  being  present. 

Tbe  loss  of  May  would  necessitate  a  cbange  in 
Mr.  Hesketb's  arrangements.  At  first  be  was  un- 
willing to  leave  tbe  cottage,  several  years'  residence 
in  wbich  bad  taugbt  bim  to  look  upon  it  witb  a 
feeling  nearly  akin  to  regard.  But  William  and 
Dora  were  so  urgent  in  tbeir  entreaties  tbat  be 
would  make  bis  bome  witb  tbem,  and  Mabel  was 
so  unbappy  at  tbe  prospect  of  leaving  bim  alone, 
tbat  be  was  forced  to  witbdraw  all  objections,  and 
yield  consent. 

It  was  a  desirable  arrangement  in  every  respect. 
Tbe  expense  of  keeping  up  one  establisbment  was 
necessarily  less  tban  two  would  bave  been,  and  tbe 
addition  of  tbe  furniture  from  tbe  cottage  gave  to 
"William's  bouse  tbe  air  of  comfort  and  completion, 
tbat  it  bad  before  wanted.  Mr.  Hesketb  was  very 
fond  of  bis  grandcbildren,  and  Dora's  increased 
energy  and  good  spirits  left  little  doubt,  tbat  sbe 
would  be  a  great  source  of  comfort  to  bim.  Tbe 
move  was  made  some  weeks  before  Mabel's  depar- 
ture, tbat  sbe  migbt  bave  tbe  bappiness  of  seeing 
bim  settled  into  bis  new  borne  and  altered  cir- 
cumstances before  bidding  bim  farewell.  Anotber, 
and  not  tbe  least,  source  of  rejoicing  to  ber  was 
tbe  increased  facility  for  attending  tbe  Daily  Ser- 
vices. Latterly,  ber  fatber  bad  never  missed  tbe 
Evening  Service,  and  now  be  was  able  to  go  in  tbe 
morning  as  well,  and  it  seemed  probable  tbat  Willy 
would  be  bis  constant  companion,  as  bis  afi*ection 
for  bis  grandfatber  led  bim  to  follow  bim  every- 
wbere,  and  tbis  babit  took  bim  not  unfrequently  to 
Cburcb,  and  to  tbe  ivy-covered  cross,  tbat  stood  by 
tbe  west  door. 

Juditb  was  to  accompany  Mabel.     Mr.  Hesketb 
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no  longer  needed  her,  and  "  Miss  May  "  was  once 
more  to  be  her  especial  charge  and  treasure.  Many- 
feelings  that  had  appeared  lately  but  a  memory  of 
the  past,  were  returning  to  Mabel,  and  one  of  the 
most  welcome  was  the  sensation  of  being  again 
eared  for  and  cherished,  making  her  feel  young  and 
light-liearted  once  more.  The  cottage  was  adver- 
tised, and  let  almost  immediately,  and  doubts  and 
anxieties  were  entirely  set  aside  for  a  season. 

Jessie  Collingwood  was  to  be  one  of  Mabel's 
bridesmaids;  she  was  full  of  congratulation  and 
affection,  fast  winning  the  place  of  a  sister  in 
Mabel's  heart;  and  the  faint  wish  which  she  scarcely 
dared  dwell  upon  when  she  had  first  made  acquaint- 
ance with  Jessie,  was  rapidly  developing  into  an 
earnest  and  well-founded  hope. 

A  few  days  before  the  marriage,  the  once  despised 
red-brick  house  was  filled  to  overflowing,  with  a 
cheerful  party  of  friends  and  relations.  Every- 
one had  determined  that  it  should  be  a  happy 
wedding,  and  although  the  mournful,  lingering 
glances,  which  passed  between  Mr.  Hesketh  and 
Mabel,  seemed  to  remind  lookers-on  that  no  joy 
in  this  world  can  be  unmixed  with  pain,  yet  there 
was  much  contentment  and  rejoicing  in  every 
heart,  and  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  rest  and  se- 
curity that  the  future  life  of  the  young  bride  was 
contemplated. 

It  was  the  evening  before  her  marriage,  and  Ma- 
bel Hesketh  gazed  out  of  her  bedroom  window,  upon 
S.  Edward's  reverend  grey  pile,  cold,  clear  and 
distinct  in  the  light  of  the  autumnal  moon.  Very 
peaceful  was  the  gentle  face,  but  pale,  and  bearing 
traces  of  weeping.  She  was  leaving  her  past  life 
behind  her,  her  childhood,  her  girlhood,  and  her 
young,  fresh  womanhood.  It  might  not  have  been 
a  wholly  joyous  life,  but  it  had  been  much  blest, 
and  full  of  hallowed  experiences ;  and  the  new  life 
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that  was  opening  before  her  was  to  be  a  more 
responsible,  self-reliant,  perhaps  anxious  one.  Not 
that  she  feared  for  her  future — the  same  Arm 
which  had  supported  her  hitherto  would  strengthen 
her  still ;  and  there  was  the  thrilling  consciousness 
of  that  first,  true,  steadfast  love,  that  had  been 
hers  since  her  girlhood,  to  fill  her  with  trust  and 
confidence,  now  that  she  was  yielding  up  all  else 
for  him.  It  was  a  most  happy  lot — doubt  and 
distrust  were  out  of  place,  where  the  whole  past 
had  taught  her  to  believe  in  his  truth  and  sincerity. 
But  these  considerations  could  not  wholly  annihi- 
late the  pain  of  parting  with  all  else  whom  she 
loved,  nor  stifle  the  sensation  of  awe  with  which 
she  gazed  into  the  dim  future. 

And  there,  within  sight  of  the  holy  building, 
where  love  for  God,  and  trust  in  His  strength,  had 
first  dawned  upon  her,  she  knelt  to  pray  that  the 
same  Heavenly  protection  which  had  been  granted 
to  her  maiden  life,  might  follow  her  to  her  hus- 
band's home.  There — ^kneeling  in  God's  sight,  at 
that  solemn  hour,  she  resolved  to  cast  behind  her, 
once  and  for  ever,  the  sins  and  weaknesses  that  had 
marred  the  holiness  of  her  past  life,  and  to  devote 
herself  more  truly  to  striving  after  that  purity, 
which  she  trusted  would  unite  her  for  ever  in 
Heaven,  with  all  whom  she  loved  upon  earth. 

She  rose,  and  wrapping  herself  in  a  mantle, 
sought  the  sleeping-room  of  her  little  nephews  and 
niece.  Willy  lay  in  a  deep,  quiet  slumber,  perfect 
repose  written  on  his  childish  features,  which  even 
his  aunt's  long  fervent  kiss,  and  whispered  bless- 
ing, could  not  break.  Her  godson,  Archie,  was 
less  happy  in  his  dreams,  as  a  flushed  face  and  con- 
tracted brow,  and  one  arm  half- covering  his  rosy 
cheeks,  betokened.  Mabel  knelt  beside  him,  and 
offered  up  a  God-mother's  prayers  for  his  future, 
and  then,  bending  over  him,  pressed  her  lips  to  his 
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fair  forehead,  while  one  tear,  which  had  escaped, 
in  spite  of  her  self-control,  fell  on  his  smooth 
cheek.  The  little  fellow  awoke  with  a  start,  and 
gazed  on  his  aunt  with  a  bewildered  -  air.  She 
folded  him  in  her  arms,  and  said,  "  Go  to  sleep, 
Archie,  darling." 

"  Aunty  May  crying, — "  was  the  reply. 

"  Only  crying  because  she  is  going  away  from 
you  to-morrow,"  said  Mabel,  whose  tears  were  fall- 
ing fast.  "  She  loves  you  so  dearly,  Archie ;  will 
you  love  her  when  she  is  far  away  ?" 

The  soft  round  arms  were  twined  •  about  her 
neck,  and  the  child  looked  disposed  to  cry  too. 
Yielding  to  an  impulse,  she  said, 

*'  Archie,  will  you  always  pray  for  Aunty  May, 
when  you  say  your  prayers — every  morning  and 
every  evening  ?" 

"  Yes,"  was  the  whispered  answer. 

"  How  will  you  pray,  my  darling  ?" 

Getting  upon  his  knees,  and  putting  his  hands 
together,  he  lisped,  "  Pray  God  to  bless  Aunty 
May,  and  make  her  good." 

"And  Uncle  Hugh,  too,"  suggested  Mabel, 
hesitatingly. 

The  prayer  was  repeated,  and  the  words  inserted, 
and  then  Mabel  laid  him  gently  in  his  bed,  and 
kissed  him  fondly. 

"  Mamma  told  you  about  Uncle  Hugh,"  she 
whispered,  "  and  you  will  love  him  dearly,  won't 
you  ?  Good-bye,  and  God  bless  you,  my  precious 
Archie,"  and  she  turned  from  the  bed  with  the 
thought,  *'  Who  can  tell  what  a  child's  prayer  may 
do  ?  If  the  prayer  of  '  a  righteous  man  availeth 
much,'  surely  the  words  of  an  innocent,  sinless 
child  cannot  be  unheard  !" 

The  little  Mary  Agues  lay  in  deep  slumber,  un- 
conscious of  the  loving  eyes  that  were  bent  upon 
her.      "My  mother!"  murmured  Mabel,  "if  she 
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may  only  grow  up  like  you  !  God  bless  and  shield 
you  from  all  harm,  mamma's  little  namesake." 

On  returning  to  her  own  room  she  passed  her  fa- 
ther's door,  and  observed,  with  surprise,  that  his 
light  was  still  burning.  "  One  more  blessing,  this 
last  night  at  home,"  she  thought,  and  knocked 
gently.  He  opened  the  door,  and  she  saw  by  the 
position  of  his  chair  and  candle,  that  he  had  just 
risen  from  his  knees. 

"  My  own  precious  child !  I  thought  you  were 
asleep." 

"I  went  to  see  the  children  once  more,"  said 
Mabel,  vainly  endeavouring  to  keep  her  voice 
strong,  "and  I  saw  your  light  under  the  door — 0, 
papa  !     It  was  for  me  you  were  praying !" 

"  My  dearest !  not  from  any  fear  for  your  future, 
but  because  we  all  need  each  other's  prayers.  You 
will  carry  the  blessing  of  your  old  home  to  the  new 
one.  Tou  have  been  a  good  daughter,  and  you  will 
be  a  good  wife." 

"  O,  papa,  papa!"  and  Mabel  clung  to  him  con- 
vulsively for  a  moment — "how  can  I  leave  you? 
we  have  been  so  happy  together." 

"  And  you  are  going  to  happiness,  my  Mayflower, 
Hugh  will  take  better  care  of  you  than  ever  I  have 
done." 

The  name  worked  the  desired  effect,  and  a  smile 
broke  through  her  tears,  showing  that  though  she 
might  weep  to-night  over  those  with  whom  she  was 
parting,  yet  all  tears  would  be  speedily  wiped  away 
by  him,  whose  name  alone  had  power  to  turn  them 
into  smiles. 

Mabel's  first  gift  on  her  wedding  day  was 
brought  by  Judith  before  she  rose.  It  was  a  mo- 
rocco case,  containing  a  gold  chain  which  had  be- 
longed to  her  mother,  and  attached  to  it  was  a 
locket  with  Mr.  Hesketh's  hair,  which  he  had  given 
her  before  their  marriage.     Bound  the  hair  were 
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engraved  the  initials  "  W.  H.  to  M.  A.  K."  In- 
side the  case  lay  a  paper  in  her  father's  handwriting, 
"  with  your  mother's  blessing,"  and  it  brought 
sweet,  thankful  feelings  to  the  daughter,  for  she 
could  not  doubt  that  if  her  mother  were  indeed  able 
to  see  her,  she  would  be  especially  present  that 
day,  and  the  blessing  might  indeed  be  hers. 

She  was  left  alone  with  only  Judith  to  assist  her 
in  dressing,  that  she  might  be  spared  all  unneces- 
sary agitation  ;  but  before  the  white  silk  dress  was 
fully  arranged,  a  voice  at  the  door,  pleading  for  ad- 
mittance, announced  that  Erances  had  come  to 
claim  the  right  of  adjusting  the  veil. 

Frances'  dress  had  been  a  present  from  her  hus- 
band, and  was  of  a  soft,  undecided  shade  between 
grey  and  dove-colour,  the  full,  rich  folds  showing  to 
advantage  on  her  tall,  well-formed  figure.  A  lace 
shawl  hung  carelessly  round  her  shoulders,  and  a 
bonnet  of  the  most  delicate  pink  crape  suited  well 
with  the  olive  complexion,  and  bright  dark  eyes. 

Mabel  kissed  her  again  and  again  in  fond  admi- 
ration, but  Trances  unceremoniously  turned  her  at- 
tention to  herself.  "  You  have  no  time  to  lose — 
the  Collingwoods  have  been  here  full  ten  minutes, 
and  the  Grraingers  and  Mr.  Chase  knocked  at  the 
door  as  I  came  up  stairs." 

"  O  Frances !  Are  you  sure  it  isn't  all  a  dream  ? 
Everything  seems  so  unreal." 

"  You   will   wake  up   from   that   feeling   soon, 

"And  then  the  Church  ..."  faltered  May,  "  the 
service  .  .  .  there  is  nothing  dream-like  in  that." 

"  No — -but  mysterious,  and  awful,  beyond  all 
words.  This  morning  has  carried  me  back  to  my 
own  wedding  day,  so  vividly." 

"And,  May,"  added  Frances,  taking  advantage 
of  Judith's  having  left  the  room  for  a  moment, 
"  you  leave  home  with  a  surer  hope  of  happiness 
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than  I  did.  You  have  never  failed  in  your  duty, 
but  my  life  had  been  made  up  of  failures  and  short- 
comings." 

"  O,  Frances  1  dearest,  do  not  judge  me — no  one 
can  do  that  but  myself.  No  one  else  knows  the 
weakness,  the  temper,  the  wrong  feelings  .  .  .**  and 
here  Mabel's  voice  broke  down. 

'*  All  have  their  faults,  but  mine  were  grievous 
ones.  May.  But,  thank  GrOD,  I  have  learned  to 
struggle  against  them,  and  Frank,  my  own  dear 
Frank,  has  been  all  goodness  and  forbearance  to- 
wards me." 

"  May  I  come  in  ?"  asked  a  well-known  voice  at 
the  door,  and  Aunt  Anne  entered,  in  the  stiffest  of 
poplins,  to  take  one  kiss  of  the  bride  before  going 
to  church. 

"  Ah !  my  dear,  and  to  think  that  it  is  to  be 
Hugh,  after  all !  I  always  had  my  suspicions,  but 
when  I  left  I  hoped  and  believed  it  would  be  a  dif- 
ferent person.  Not  that  I  wish  it  now,  Mabel, 
love,  so  forgive  me  for  alluding  to  it,  but  just  at 
that  time  it  appeared  so  desirable  .  .  .' 

"To  us,  dear  Aunt  Anne,"  suggested  Frances, 
"who  regarded  it  as  a  question  of  expediency, 
and  not  as  one  of  right  and  wrong.  But  our 
dear  May  was  right,  as  we  have  all  learned  to  see 
since." 

"  "Well,  my  love,  as  it  happens,  things  have  turned 
out  satisfactorily,  but  it  was  a  dangerous  experi- 
ment :  and  as  for  your  dear  father's  want  of  enter- 
prise in  allowing  the  Priory  to  slip  through  his 
fingers  once  more,  why,  I  think  .  .  I  think  .  .  I 
had  better  not  allow  myself  to  speak  on  the  sub- 
ject." 

"  No,  we  must  avoid  all  disagreeable  topics  to- 
day," replied  Mrs.  Osborne.  "Is  the  wreath 
straight.  Aunt  Anne  ?  If  so,  we  had  better  leave 
May,  and  join  the  rest  of  the  party,  who  go  to 
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Church  first,"  and  folding  her  arms  ouce  more 
round  Mabel,  she  whispered,  "  God  bless  you,  my 
own  precious  sister." 

Judith  returned  almost  immediately,  in  her  dark 
silk  goW'U  and  white  shawl,  ready  to  follow  her 
child  to  Church.  She  was  in  tears,  for  she  was 
thinking  of  the  day  when  Mabel's  dying  mother 
had  committed  her  youngest  and  most  cherished 
child  to  her  guardianship,  and  of  all  that  had  taken 
place  since. 

"  I  haven't  been  all  I  should  have  been  to  you, 
Miss  May,  and  trouble  and  work  have  made  me 
short  and  sharp  sometimes  ;  but  I  always  loved 
you  as  if  you'd  been  my  own,  and,  please  God  to 
spare  me,  I  will  serve  you  faithfully  yet,  many  a 
year.  Only,  please  to  forget,  Miss  May,  that  I 
have  ever  been  hard  and  cross,  and  take  me  for 
what  I  mean  to  be,  not  what  I  am." 

"  I  take  you  for  what  you  are,  dear,  dear  Ju- 
dith," exclaimed  Mabel,  with  her  arms  round  her 
neck,  "you  have  always  been  one  of  my  best 
friends,  and  now  you  are  going  to  leave  Peverstoue 
and  everything  for  me !  How  shall  I  ever  repay 
you?" 

"  There,  Miss,  there,"  said  Judith,  unclasping 
herself  from  May's  embrace,  from  a  fear  lest  her 
self-control  should  give  way,  *'  we  won't  talk  about 
it  now,  if  you  please.  It  is  I  should  thank  you 
for  taking  an  old  servant  to  a  new  home,  but  I 
hope  I  shan't  be  any  inconvenience.  Ah !  Miss 
May,  dear,  now  don't  tumble  your  beautiful 
wreath." 

Fortunately  such  a  catastrophe  was  averted  by 
Mr.  Hesketh's  arrival  to  fetch  the  bride,  the  com- 
pany having  already  preceded  them  to  Church. 
Mabel  cast  one  hurried,  nervous  look  round  the 
room, — vdien  next  she  entered  it,  it  would  not  be 
as  Mabel  Hesketh, — and    then  calmly  took    her 
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father's  arm,  and  accompanied  him  with  unfalter- 
ing step. 

The  distance  was  too  short  to  require  a  carriage, 
and  they  crossed  the  Church^^ard  amidst  many- 
spectators,  some  brought  there  by  real  feelings  of 
interest,  others  from  mere  idle  curiosity.  They 
passed  the  stone  cross — Mabel's  beacon  for  so 
many  years — and  as  the  famihar  name  met  her 
sight,  the  ready  tears  iilled  her  eyes  ;  but  pre- 
sently all  softer  feelings  were  overcome  by  the 
awestruck  sensation,  with  which  she  entered  the 
holy  building  in  which  she  had  first  been  made  "  a 
child  of  God."  How  overwhelming  were  the 
memories  that  crowded  upon  her,  as  she  moved  up 
the  sacred  aisle,  until  she  stood  by  Hugh's  side ! 

And  then  commenced  that  beautiful  service, 
which  was  to  bind  her  to  him  through  life.  To- 
gether they  knelt  to  receive  the  Church's  blessing, 
and  together  they  knelt  to  partake  of  the  Holy 
Mysteries,  the  pledges  of  Christ's  love,  to  a  par- 
ticipation in  which,  those  who  have  newly  bound 
themselves  by  those  most  solemn  vows  are  especially 
invited. 

The  service  over,  and  the  registers  having  been 
duly  signed,  they  left  the  Church,  and  a  joyous 
peal  from  S.  Edward's  tower  greeted  Mabel  Gra- 
hame,  as,  for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  she  crossed 
the  churchyard  leaning  upon  her  husband's  arm. 

Then  followed  the  expressions  of  congratulation 
and  sympathy,  all  heartfelt,  but  strangely  different ; 
and  Mabel  was  led  forward,  by  her  husband,  to 
receive  his  mother's  embrace,  and  if  not  to  be  wel- 
comed, yet  to  be  outwardly  received  as  a  daughter. 
It  would  be  hard  to  say  which  conveyed  the 
deepest  sense  of  sympathy — Frances',  Dora's,  and 
Jessie  Colliugwood's  sisterly  caress,  William  and 
Dudley's  earnest  kiss,  Frank's  beaming  smile,  or 
Mr.  Chase's  silent  pressure  of  her  hand. 
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There  is  little  variety  in  wedding  breakfasts,  and 
that  of  Hugh  and  Mabel  was  no  exception  to  the 
rule.  Mr.  Hesketh  exerted  himself  to  be  cheer- 
ful, and  Mrs.  Grahame  endeavoured  to  lay  aside 
her  formality,  but  Jessie,  Frank  and  Dudley,  were 
the  merry  ones  of  the  party,  although  there  was 
an  expression  of  subdued  happiness  on  Hugh's 
face,  and  a  look  of  tranquil  serenity  on  the  bride's. 
Prances  and  Dora  could  not  forget  what  they  were 
losing,  in  the  midst  of  their  rejoicing,  and  perhaps 
the  Holy  Service  they  had  just  been  joining  in  had 
a  sobering  effect  on  all ;  for  indeed,  the  real  hap- 
piness of  the  marriage  was  of  a  sort  to  be  more 
fully  realised  as  time  wore  on,  and  found  them  still 
dearer  and  more  closely  bound  to  each  other,  and 
not  to  be  displayed  by  any  exuberant  or  transient 
mirth. 

"  So  Mabel  is  really  gone  !"  exclaimed  Jessie 
Collingwood,  an  hour  later,  as  the  carriage  rolled 
away  from  the  door,  and  she  turned  back  to  the 
house,  and  hastily  caught  up  the  little  Mary 
Agnes,  to  hide  the  tear  that  had  sprung  fresh  from 
her  heart.  "  Well,  baby,  you  have  had  great  ex- 
perience in  weddings  already,  considering  your 
short  life." 

"Ah!  to  be  sure!"  exclaimed  Dudley,  "this  is 
the  second  aunt  she  has  seen  married.  Did  this 
blue  sash  figure  at  Aunt  Frances'  wedding,  I 
wonder  ?" 

"I  have  been  at  two  weddings,"  said  Willy, 
consequentially,  parading  about  the  room  in  a  new 
blue  frock  with  silver  buttons. 

"  And  I  too,"  lisped  his  younger  brother,  who 
seldom  failed  to  echo  A¥illy's  speeches.  "And  I 
drink  Aunty  May's  health." 

"So  did  I,"  exclaimed  Willy,  "Uncle  Erank 
gave  me  a  whole  glass,  and  told  me  to  say,  '  Uncle 
Hugh's  and  Aunt  Mabel's  very  good  health.'  " 
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"  Uncoo  Hugh's  and  Aunty  May's  very  good 
health,"  lisped  his  echo. 

"Did  you  like  the  wine,  Willy?"  asked  Mr. 
Osborne. 

Willy  shook  his  head,  having  a  vague  idea  that 
it  was  humiliating  to  confess  that  it  was  too  strong 
for  him,  and  observed,  in  a  tone  of  defence,  "  But 
I  drank  it,  though." 

"  And  I  drank  it,  though,"  said  the  echo. 

"  What  did  you  drink,  you  puss  ?"  asked  Jessie, 
taking  him  up  in  her  arms.  "Nothing  that  got 
into  your  head,  I  fancy,  for  I  saw  Aunt  Prances 
plying  you  with  '  eau  sacre^  every  time  you  called 
out  for  'more  wine,  like  Willy.'  " 

"I  suppose  you  were  Uncle  Hugh's  groomsman, 
Willy?"  observed  Mrs.  Osborne. 

"  He  went  to  Church  with  me,"  said  Dudley, 
"  and  we  stood  just  behind  Hugh  the  whole  time." 

"  Baby  was  too  young  to  go,"  said  Willy,  with 
an  air  of  superiority  ;  "  mamma  said  she  would 
have  cried ;  but  Archie  went  with  Judith." 

"  You  were  dressed  all  in  blue,  like  the  brides- 
maids, Willy,"  remarked  his  uncle. 

"  I  have  got  a  new  frock  with  silver  buttons," 
was  the  rejoinder. 

"An'  I  got  a  new  frock  with  thilver  buttons," 
echoed  his  brother,  rather  louder  than  was  prudent, 
for  his  mamma  caught  the  sound  of  his  voice,  and 
recommended  all  three  to  go  off  to  the  nursery. 

"  Do  you  leave  to-morrow  ?"  asked  Jessie,  of 
Mrs.  Osborne. 

'  "  Yes,  we  shall  then  have  been  here  a  week,  and 
Dora  will  be  glad  to  have  her  house  quiet  once 
more.  We  carry  Dudley  back  with  us  for  a  few 
days." 

"And  we  settle  into  our  home-life,"  said  Dora, 
affectionately  to  Mr.  Hesketh,  in  a  voice  that 
was  heard  by  no  one  else.     "  I  am  to  be  the  home- 


NOETHWODE    PEIOET.  377 

daughter,  and  if  possible  to  take  May's  place  while 
she  is  absent ;  but  we  have  entered  into  a  compact, 
that  I  am  to  resign  my  place  whenever  she  re- 
turns, and  she  is  to  fall  into  her  old  duties  as  na- 
turally as  if  she  had  never  left." 

**  What  will  Hugh  say  ?"  asked  Mr.  Heskefch, 
smiling. 

"  Oh,  he  is  quite  willing :  after  you  have  given 
her  up  to  him  altogether,  how  could  he  deny  you 
just  that  much  of  her  ?  No,  Hugh  is  too  unselfish, 
and  too  sure  of  her  affection,  to  feel  jealous  of  her 
love  for  you." 

"  I  believe  he  is." 

"  And  you  will  let  me  try  to  take  her  place,  and 
be  a  daughter  to  you?"  asked  Dora,  timidly. 
"  With  the  children  to  love  you,  and  Frances  so 
near,  and  Mabel  here  whenever  she  can  come,  and 
with  me  to  do  all  I  can  to  supply  their  places  when 
they  are  absent,  you  will  be  able  to  feel  at  home, 
and  happy,  soon,  will  you  not  ?" 

"  Very  soon,  my  love  ;  I  must  be  hard  to  please, 
if  I  could  not  be  happy  with  all  these  blessings 
around  me.  I  never  thought  some  years  ago, 
Dora,  to  feel  as  free  from  care  as  I  do  at  this 
moment." 

"  You  never  shall  feel  less  so,  if  I  can  help  it," 
said  his  daughter,  affectionately. 


CHAPTEE  XXY. 

A  dewdrop  falling  on  the  wild  sea-wave, 
Exclaimed  in  fear — '  I  perish  in  this  grave ;' 
But  in  a  shell  received,  that  drop  of  dew 
Unto  a  pearl  of  marvellous  beauty  grew  ; 
And,  happy  now,  the  grace  did  magnify 
Which  thrust  it  forth,  as  it  had  feared,  to  die  ; — 
Until  again,  *  I  perish  quite,'  it  said. 
Torn  by  rude  diver  from  its  ocean  bed  : 
Oh,  unbelieving  ! — so  it  came  to  gleam, 
Chief  jewel  in  a  monarch's  diadem.'' 


It  was  Christmas  Eve — the  moon  shoDe  cold  and 
bright  through  the  trees  that  stood  in  the  old 
Churchyard  at  Peverstoue,  lighting  up  S.  Edward's 
stern,  grey  tower,  which  stood  forth  clear  and  dis- 
tinct against  the  dark,  but  cloudless  sky,  and  falling 
on  a  lowly  cross  on  the  west  side  of  the  Church,  by 
which  a  gentleman  and  lady  were  standing  in  si- 
lence. 

At  length  the  lady  spoke. 

"  With  what  different  feelings  I  have  stood  here, 
Hugh.  In  joy  and  in  sorrow,  with  smiles  and  with 
tears,  hither  I  have  always  brought  my  griefs  and 
my  pleasures.  Can  she  really  have  seen  me  through 
all  ?     If  so,  how  very  happy  she  must  be  now  !" 

"In  your  happiness?"  inquired  her  husband, 
pressing  her  hand. 
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"  Tes,  in  seeing  my  happiness — our  happiness  ; 
this  joyful  ending  to  so  much  sorrow." 

"  We  have  a  great  deal  to  be  thankful  for,"  said 
Hugh,  thoughtfully  ;  "  a  most  blessed  life  to  look 
forward  to.  May." 

"  Tes — not  cloudless,  of  course,  but  we  have 
strength,  I  trust,  to  meet  the  trials  when  they 
come.  There  is  a  verse,  Hugh,  that  just  expresses 
what  I  feel : 

"  *  From  darkness,  here,  and  dreariness 

We  ask  not  full  repose. 
Only  be  Thou  at  hand  to  bless 

Our  trial  hour  of  woes. 
Is  not  the  pilgrim's  toil  o'erpaid 
By  the  clear  rill  and  palmy  shade  ? 
And  see  we  not,  up  Earth's  dark  glade, 

The  gate  of  Heaven  unclose  ?'  " 

"  How  different  it  might  have  been,  May,"  said 
her  husband,  after  a  pause,  "  if  you  had  been  weak 
instead  of  strong,  and  sacrificed  truth  to  affection  !" 

"  We  never  can  be  thankful  enough,"  observed 
Mabel,  "  when  we  look  back,  and  see  how  merci- 
fully good  has  come  out  of  evil.  O,  Hugh !  how 
could  I  have  guessed,  that  the  step  which  cost  us 
all  so  much  suffering,  was  to  be  the  means  of  effect- 
ing what  I  had  prayed  for  for  years  ?" 

"  A  single-hearted  endeavour  to  do  right,  regard- 
less of  consequences,  can  never  fail  to  bring  a 
blessing,"  replied  her  husband. 

"  But  the  difficulty  of  seeing  what  is  right — " 

"  GrOD  directs  all,  even  as  He  directed  you,  May. 
It  is  only  when  persons  try  to  distinguish  for  them- 
selves between  right  and  wrong,  instead  of  praying 
that  they  may  be  guided,  that  they  are  unable  to 
discern  what  is  duty,  and  what  is  merely  inclination." 

"  Is  it  not  strange  that  the  act  of  one  should  be 
able  to  affect  the  welfare  of  so  many  ?" 
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*'  Strange,  and  unspeakably  awful !  What  im- 
portance this  thouglit  gives  to  our  simplest  actions ! 
How  much  good,  or  how  much  evil,  may  they  not 
be  the  means  of  doing  to  hundreds  around  us  !  To 
that  act  of  yours,  May,  I  can  trace  William's 
energy,  Trances'  gentleness,  Dudley's  perseverance, 
and  much,  much  besides.  It  is  Gron,  indeed,  Who 
has  worked  these  changes  in  them ;  but  had  you 
been  weak,  you  might  have  turned  aside  the  Pro- 
vidence that  was  fraught  -with  such  blessings 
for  all." 

"  Blessings,  indeed,  Hugh ;  what  comfort  we 
have  now  in  thinking  of  them  all !  Papa  so  earnest 
— finding  his  chief  happiness  in  the  Daily  Service — 
Dora,  so  full  of  afiection  for  him,  always  on  the 
watch  to  remove  annoyances,  and  make  his  home 
cheerful — William,  striving  to  relieve  him  from  all 
care  and  anxiety  in  the  business — and  the  children 
looking  up  to  '  Grrandpapa '  as  the  model  of  all 
that  is  to  be  loved  and  revered — where  could  we 
find  a  happier  household  ?" 

"  A  difficult  question,"  was  the  reply  ;  "  but  one 
as  happy,  in  a  different  way,  w^e  may  find  at  Che- 
riton.  Although  neither  Frances,  nor  her  husband, 
are  perfect,  yet  there  is  that  mutual  trust  and  for- 
bearance existing  between  them  that  supplies  all 
deficiencies." 

"  Yes  ;  and  I  have  learnt  lately  to  think,  Hugh, 
that  the  character  of  people's  faults  matters  very 
little,  if  they  are  only  bent,  heart  and  soul,  on  root- 
ing them  out.  Where  there  is  high  principle,  and 
love  of  truth,  to  appeal  to,  the  outward  failings  are 
of  secondary  importance." 

"I  agree  with  you — neither  temper,  nor  indo- 
lence, nor  pride,  nor  extravagance  are  to  be  dreaded, 
if  there  is  high  principle,  and  a  truth-seeing  mind, 
to  direct  and  control  them.  It  may  be  a  work  of 
years,  but  it  cannot  fail  to  be  completed  in  the 
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end.  But  this  was  not  always  the  case  with 
Frances." 

"  No,  but  there  must  have  been  an  element  of 
truth  amidst  all,  and  adversities  were  needed  to  de- 
velope  it.    I  cannot  doubt  but  that  she  is  safe,  now." 

"  I  think  she  is,  and  her  love  for  Erank,  though 
a  secondary  motive  for  goodness,  is  far  from  being 
an  inefficient  one." 

"Perhaps,  May,"  added  Hugh,  after  a  pause, 
''before  we  stand  here  on  another  Christmas  Eve, 
a  new  sister  may  have  been  welcomed  into  the 
family." 

"  Ah !  Hugh,  that  was  a  pleasant  dream  years 
ago,  but  it  has  become  almost  a  certainty  now.  A 
woman  can  read  a  woman's  heart,  you  know  ;  and 
I  have  seen  where  Jessie's  has  been  for  some  time 
past.  But,  Dudley,  though  full  of  hope,  is  half 
afraid  to  speak.  I  have  reasons  for  thinking,  how- 
ever, that  he  is  only  waiting  until  Easter,  when  he 
will  have  obtained  his  partnership.  We  shall  then 
be  summoned  to  greet  Jessie  as  a  sister,  and  a 
most  joyful  announcement  it  will  be  to  all." 

"  And  I  shall  have  especial  cause  to  rejoice, 
Mabel,  for  it  will  be  bringing  another  object  of 
affection  into  the  neighbourhood  of  your  new  home. 
We  have  cause  for  rejoicing  on  every  side. 

"  But  we  must  not  forget  Mr.  Chase  in  going 
over  our  near  and  dear  ones,"  observed  Mabel; 
"  he  is,  and  ever  was,  the  truest  of  our  friends. 
We  have  no  worldly  prosperity  to  be  thankful  for 
in  his  case,  but  his  reward  awaits  him  in  another 
world  ;  and  I  have  long  ceased  to  wish  to  see  him 
more  prosperous  in  this  life.  He  will  be  the  same 
to  the  end,  outwardly  joyless,  but  having  comfort 
within,  and  giving  himself  up  wholly  to  the  cause 
of  God's  poor,  denying  himself  every  pleasure  and 
indulgence,  and  even  comfort,  while  he  knows  of 
one  who  is  more  in  need  than  himself" 
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"  Ah !  Mabel,  and  this  is  life  as  it  should  be," 
said  her  husband  ;  "  but  few  have  the  strength  of 
will,  combined  with  religious  principle,  thus  to  carry 
the  Cross  into  their  daily  lives.  God  grant,  that 
in  another  world,  we  may  be  found  amongst  the 
few,  and  not  amongst  the  many  !" 

"  But,"  he  added,  "  it  is  getting  too  late  for  you 
to  be  here ;  I  must  take  you  home." 

"  Yes,"  said  Mabel,  with  a  lingering  look  at  the 
cross,  "  thank  you  for  bringing  me  here,  dear 
Hugh." 

"  And  there,"  said  her  husband,  directing  her 
attention  to  the  stone  gables,  that  gleamed  in  the 
moonlight,  through  the  leafless  trees,  "  there  is 
the  home,  that  you  once  left  under  such  diflerent 
circumstances.  Whether,  or  not,  it  ever  returns 
to  the  family,  you  have  no  reason  to  regret  that, 
rather  than  keep  it  by  an  act  of  sin,  you  gave  up 
Northwode  Priory." 
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Boodle.     4d.;  cloth  8d. 

BOOK  OP  COMMON  PRAYER,  The,  of  1662,  according 
to  the  Sealed  Copy  in  the  Tower.  Printed  in  red  and  black,  with 
the  old  Elzevir  type,  calf,  12s.  fid.;  morocco,  17s.  fid.;  antique 
calf,  18s.  and  21s. ;  antique  morocco,  2is.,  &c. 

BOOK  OP  COMMON  PRAYER,  The,  according  to  the  use 
of  the  Church  of  Scotland.     Roan  gilt,  3s.  fid. 

BOOK  OP  CHURCH  HISTORY,  founded  on  the  Rev.  W. 
Palmer's  "Ecclesiastical  History."     Is.     Third  Edition. 

BOOK  OP  PAMILY  PRAYERS  arranged  according  to  the 
Ecclesiastical  Days  and  Seasons  of  the  Church  of  God.  By  a 
Layman.     Is.  4d. 
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BOOK  OF  FAMILY  PRAYERS,  collected  from  the  Public 
Liturgy  of  the  Church  of  England.    By  the  Sacrist  of  Durham. 

Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
BOWDLER,  Rev.  T.— Prayers  for  a  Christian  Household,  chiefly 

taken  from  the  Scriptures,  from  the  Ancient  Liturgies,  and  the 

Book  of  Common  Prayer.     Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  3s. 
BOWDLER,  Rev.  T.— A  Few  Words  of  Family  Instruction,  in- 

troductory  to  •*  Prayers  for  a  Christian  Household."     Fcap.  8vo., 

cloth,  is.  6d. 
BOWDLER,   Rev.    T.— Sermons   on  the   Privileges,  Responsi- 
bilities, and  Duties  of  Members  of  the  Gospel  Covenant.    Vol.  I. 

Advent,   Christmas,   Epiphany.       Vol.   IL    Septuagesima,   Lent. 

Passion  Week.     Post  8vo.,  cloth,  7s.  6d.  each. 
BOWDLER,  Mrs.  H.  M.— Sermons  on  the  Doctrines  and  Duties 

of  Christianity.     Forty-fourth  edition.    To  vehich  is  prefixed  an 

Essay  on  the  Proper  Employment  of  Time,  Talents,  Fortune,  &c. 

Fcap.  8vo.,  5s. 
BRAIN ARD'S    JOURNEY.     An  Allegory,      is.  cloth;    6d. 

paper. 
BRECHIN".  —  The   Christian's   Converse.      A  practical  treatise, 

adapted  by  the  Bishop  of  Brechin.    4d.  cloth,  6d.  roan. 
BRECHIN.  —  Meditations  on  the   Suffering  Life  of  our   Lord. 

Translated  from  Pinart,  by  the  late  Lady  Eleanor  Law.     Edited 

by  the  Bishop  of  Brechin.    iJnd  edit.    6s.  6d. ;  calf  antique,  12s. 
BRECHIN.— Nourishment  of  the  Cliristian  Soul.    Translated  from 

Pinart,  by  the  late  Lady  Eleanor  Law.     Edited  by  the  Bishop  of 

Brechin.    2nd  edit.     6s.  6d.;  calf  antique,  I2s. 
BRECHIN.— The  Mirror  of  Young  Christians.     Translated  from 

the  French,  by  the  late  Lady  Eleanor  Law.     Edited  by  the  Bishop 

of  Brechin.     Uniform  with  the  "  Divine  Master."    With  Engrav- 
ings, 2s.  6d.    Morocco  antique,  6s.  6d. 
The  Engravings  separately  on  a  sheet,  6d. 
BRECHIN.— Memoriale  Vitae  Sacerdotalis  j  or,  Solemn  Warnings 

of  the  Great  Shepherd,  Jesus  Christ,  to  the  Clergy  of  His  Holy 

Church.    Translated  from  the  Latin  by  the  Bishop  of  Brechin. 

Fcap.  8vo.    6s.  6d.;  calf,  10s.     With  Engraving,  by  Dyce. 
BRECHIN. — Are  you  being  Converted  ?      Sermons  on  Serious 

Subjects.     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 
BRECHIN. — Sermons  on  Amendment  of  Life.    Fcap.  8vo.,  3s.  6d. 
BRECHIN. — A  Commentary  on  the  Litany.    Fcap.  svo.,  cl.,  4s.  6d. 
BRECHIN.  —  A    Commentary  on    the   Te    Deum,   from   ancient 

sources.    2s.  cloth;  3s.  6d.  calf;  4s.  6d.  morocco;  Cheap  Ed.,  Is. 
BRECHIN. — A  Commentary  on  the  Canticles  used  in  the  Prayer 

Book.     2s.,  cheap  edition  is. 
BRECHIN.— Commentary  on  the  Seven  Penitential  Psalms,  from 

ancient  sources.     Cloth,  Qd.  and  Is.;  roan.  Is.  6d.;  calf,  2s.  6d, 
BRECHIN.— The  Seal  of  the  Lord.    A  Catechism  on  Confirmation, 

with  appropriate  Devotions,     l^d.,  or  10s.  6d.  perioo. 
BRECHIN.— Catechism  to  be  learnt  before  the  Church  Catechism. 

5s.  per  hmidred. 
BRECHIN.— Holiness  of  the  Human  Body,  and  the  Duties  of  So. 

ciety.     2d.  each. 
BRECHIN.— A  Memoir  of  the  Pious  Life  and  Holy  Death  ol  Helen 

Inglis.    4d. 
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BRUTTINGHAM.— Devotions  for  the  Hours,  from  the  Psalms. 
Selected  by  C.  M.  Brettingham.  l6mo.,  3s. 6d., beautifully  printed, 
illustrated,  and  bound.  . 

BRITTON.— Horse  Sacramentales.  The  Sacramental  Articles  of 
the  Church  of  England  vindicated,  and  illustrated,  by  Thomas 
Hopkins  Britton,  M.A.  6s. 
BRCWTSTE.— A  Lecture  on  Symbolism,  delivered  at  the  School- 
room  of  S.  Matthias,  Stoke  New^ington,  on  Tuesday  Evening, 
February  27,  1855.  By  Charles  Browne,  Esq.,  M.A.  2nd  edit. 
With  42  Illustrations,  2s. 
BRO'WiNrE.— Sussex  Sermons  preached  to  a  Rural  Congregation. 

By  the  Rev.  R.  L.  Browne,  M.A.    6s. 
BUWBURY.— The  Sunday  of  the  People  in  France.    By  the  Abb6 
MuUois,  Chaplain   to  the  Emperor  of  France.     Translated  by 

Miss  Bunbury.    4d.  _     

BURIAL  OF  THE  DEAD,  THE  ORDER  EOR  THE. 
Printed  from  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer  :  the  Musical  Notation 
(from  Merbecke's  Booke  of  Common  Praier  Noted,  1550)  Harmo- 
nised.    Intended  for  the  use  of  Choirs.     Price  Is.,  Qs.  per  doz. 
BURIAL  OFFICE  NOTED,  for  Parochial  Use.    6d. 
BURIAL  OP  THE  DEAD,  The  Order  for  the.  Printed  in  large 

type,  on  a  board  for  attendants,  6d, 
BUTLER.— Sermons  for  Working  Men  in  Country  Parishes,  by  the 

Rev.  W.  J.  Butler,  M.A.    Bold  Type,  6s,  6d. 
BUTLER.— Short  Rules  for  Prayer  for  Working  Men.    By  the  Rev. 

W.  J.  Butler.    2d. 
CANONICAL  HOURS,  according  to  the  use  of  the  Guild  of  S. 

Alban.     Part  I.,  cloth,  Qd.     Part  II.,  Cloth,  Is.     Part  III.,  2s.  gd. 
THE  CANTICLES  in  the  Morning  and  Evening  Services,  ar- 
ranged in  Columns  for  Chanting.     By  the  kind  permission  of 
the  Lord  Bishop  of  Salisbury.    2d. ;  limp  cloth,  4d. 
THE  CANTICLES,  with  blank  staves  for  Chants.    2d. 
CARTER.— Remarks  on   Christian  Gravestones,  with  numerous 
Working  Drawings,  with  Scales.    By  the  Rev.  Eccles  J.  Carter, 
M.A.     3s.  6d. ;  stiff  Wrapper.  2s.  6d. 
CARTER.— Day  of  Prayer.    Edited  by  the  Rev.  T.  T.  Carter,  Rector 

of  Clewer.    6d. 
CARTER.— The   Doctrine  of  the   Priesthood  in  the   Church   of 

England.     By  the  Rev.  T.  T.  Carter.     Post  8vo.,  4s. 
CATECHISM  ON  PRAYER,  and  other  Christian  Duties.  2d. 
CECIL-DEAN.    A  Story  for  the  Young,    By  Bessie  C.  A.    Fcap. 

8vo.,  3s.  6d. 
CERTIFICATES  OF  CONFIRMATION  AND  HOLY 
COMMUNION.    On  a  card,  printed  in  red  and  black,  price 
2d.  each,  or  14s.  per  100. 
CERTIFICATES   OF  BAPTISM,  Confirmation,  and  First 

Communion,  on  a  card,  2d.,  or  14s.  per  100. 
CERTIFICATE   OF   CONFIRMATION  AND  COM- 
MUNION, on  a  beautifully  Ornamented  large  Card.    2d. ;  also 
new  design,  3d.  * 

CHAMBERS.— The  Doctrine  of  the  Holy  Eucharist,  as  Expounded 
by  Herbert  Thorndike,  D.D.  With  Notes  (being  a  digested  series  of 
Authorities  up  to  the  year  1720,  on  the  points  raised  in  Archdeacon 
Denison's  case),  and  a  Preface  by  J.  D.  Chambers,  M.A.    2s.  6d. 
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jDHAMBERLAIN".— The  Theory  of  Christian  Worship.  By  the 
Rev.  T.  Chamberlain.    Second  Edition.    5s. 

CHAMBERLAIN.— The  Seven  Ages  of  the  Church,  as  indicated 
in  the  messages  to  the  Seven  Churches  of  Asia.     Post  8vo.,  3s. 

CHAMBEELAIKi .— The  Chancel,  an  Appeal  for  its  proper  use, 
addressed  to  Architects,  Church  Restorers,  and  the  Clergy  gene- 
rally.   6d. 

CHAMBERLAIN.— English  Grammar,* and  how  to  Teach  it: 
together  with  a  Lesson  in  Reading  and  Spelling.    3rd  edit.,  3d. 

CHAMBERLAIN.— Book  of  Anecdotes,  selected  by  the  Rev.  T. 
Chamberlain.     Is. 

CHANTER.— Sermons,  by  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Chanter,  M.A.    6s.  6d. 

CHANTER.— Help  to  an  Exposition  of  the  Catechism  of  the  Eng- 
lish Church,  by  the  Rev.  John  Mill  Chanter,  M.A.     6d. 

CHILD'S  NEW  LESSON  BOOK,  or  Stories  for  Little 
Readers.     Is.;  Is.  6d.  cloth  ;  coloured  2s.  6d. 

CHRISTIAN  CHILD'S  BOOK,  The.  Being  Prayers,  Ques- 
tions  on  Parts  of  the  Catechism,  and  Hymns  for  the  Church's 
Seasons.    Cloth  Is.,  or  in  Two  parts  6d.  each. 

CHRISTIAN  CHILDREN,  Scenes  in  the  Lives  of:  with 
Questions  on  separate  cards.    The  Cards  enclosed  in  a  case.  2s. 

CHRISTIAN  DUTIES,  as  essentially  conducive  to  progress 
in  the  Spiritual  Life.    2ad  Edition.    3s.  6d. 

CHRISTIAN  SERVANT'S  BOOK  of  Devotion,  Self-Exa- 
mination,  and  Advice.    Fourth  edition,  cloth  Is.  6d.,  leather  2s. 

CHRISTIAN  SERVANT  (The)  taught  from  the  Catechism  her 
Faith  and  Practice.  Part  L  Baptismal  Blessings  and  Vows.  ls.6d. 
Part  n.  The  Apostles'  Creed.  Is.  6d.  Part  IIL  The  Ten  Com- 
mandments. 2s.  Part  IV.  The  Lord's  Prayer.  2s.  By  the 
Author  of  the  "  Servants'  Hall."  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Sir  W.  H . 
Cope,  Bart.     Fcap.  8vo.  cloth. 

CHRISTIAN  "WEEK,  The,  a  Manual  of  Devotion  with  Psalms 
and  Hymns  for  Schools  and  Families.    6d. 

CHRISTMAS  CAROLS.  In  sets  of  Four,  is.  each  setj  or 
bound  together,  2s.  6d. 

First  Seriks.    Music  by  Dr.  Gauntlett. 
Once  in  Royal  David's  City  I    As  Joseph  was  a  Walking 

Upon  the  Snow-clad  earth  with-        There  were  Shepherds  once  abid- 
out  I        ing 

Second  Series.    Music  by  Dr.  Gauntlett. 
Old  Christmas,  hail !  I    Star-lit  shadows  soft  and  still 

When   in    Bethlehem's   humble        Lo  I  on  Bethlehem's  grassy  plains 
manger  | 

Third  Series.    Music  by  James  Hine. 
Fearfully,  timidly,  now    do    we    I    Christians  all,  your  joyful  voices 

raise  Blessed  are  the  Poor  in  Spirit 

Though  but  Little  Children  | 

The  Words  of  the  above.  Id. 

A  CHRISTMAS  DREAM.  Illustrated  by  Dudley.  In  orna- 
mental borders.  Is. 

A  CHRISTMAS  PRESENT  for  Children.  From  the  Ger- 
man.   Is. 
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CHTJBCH  CATECHISM.— Beautifully  printed  ou  tinted  paper, 

with  seventeen  engravings  drawn  by  Gilbert.   Price  Is.  gilt  edged. 

A  cheap  edition,  6d. 
CHUBCH  CATECHISM  EXPLAIWED.    With  Scripture 

Proofs.     By  a  Country  Clergyman.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
CHURCHMAN'S  COMPANION.  A  Monthly  Magazine,  6d. 

Twenty  vols,  complete,  cloth.  Vols.  I.  and  II.  2s.  Qd.  each;  Vols. 

III.  to  XX.  3s.  6d.  each,  or  ^3.  8s.  6d.  the  set. 
CHUIICHMAN'S    DIARY;    an    Almanack  for   the   year  of 

Grace  1857.    Commenced  in  1847.    4d. ;  interleaved,  6d.  jroan 

tuck,  Is.  6d.    A  few  sets  may  be  had,  price  2s.  6d. 

THE   CHURCHMAN'S   LIBRARY. 

This  Series  is  an  attempt,  by  a  comprehensive  union  of  sound 
Churchmen,  to  remedy  the  prevailing  defects  in  the  Tracts  and  other 
small  single  publications,  by  which  theology  is  chiefly  conveyed  to 
the  middle  and  poorer  classes. 

Now  ready : — 

Sunday,  and  How  to  Spend  it.    2d. 

Catholic  and  Protestant.    3d. 

Church  Worship.    4d. 

Grace  :  and  How  to  Gain  it.    2d. 

The  Prayer  Book  :  and  How  to  Use  it.    2d. 

Questions  and  Answers  illustrative  of  the  Church  Catechism. 
6d. ;  cloth,  8d. 

Heavenly  Lives  of  the  Primitive  Christians.    3d. 

Holiness  of  the  Human  Body.    2d. 

The  Duties  of  Society.    2d. 

Holy  Scripture  :  and  How  to  Use  it.     2d. 

Bishop  Andrewes' Devotions.    6d.;  cl.  9d.;  calf  2s. ;  mor.  2s.  6d. 

The  Laying  on  of  Hands  :  a  Manual  for  Confirmation.    Qd. 

The  Manual:   a  Book  of  Devotion  for  the   Poor.     Is.;    cloth. 
Is.  3d. ;  leather,  is.  4d. 

All  Christians,  Priests.    2d, 

CHURCH  PAPERS. 

There  has  been  no  effort  made  as  yet  to  carry  out  a  definite  plan  for 
the  instruction  and  edification  of  the  intelligent  tradesman  as  well  as 
the  artizan.  To  meet  this  want,  which  many  have  felt,  it  has  been  de- 
termined to  issue  a  series  of  Church  Papers  j  partaking  of  the  nature 
both  of  Tracts,  and  larger  Treatises.  They  will  be  of  different  lengths, 
according  to  the  subjects  treated  of,  and  will  embrace  History,  Bio- 
graphy, Dogmatic  Theology,  the  Teaching  of  the  Prayer  Book,  and 
instructive  Tales.  The  numbers  will  vary  in  price,  being  at  the  rate 
of  Twopence  per  l6  pages. 

Tales  illustratwe  of  the  Apostles*  Creed. 
I.    Gerard  von  Kampen.    2d. 
IV.    The  Crater  of  Daybut.     2d. 
.^j    r  The  Birdcatchers  of  Steege.   "i  „ ^ 
*^L  Donaldson's  Lantern.  J 

Church  History. 
II.    The  Church  in  the  New  Testament.     2d. 
III.    The  Church  in  the  New  Testament.    Part  II.    2d. 
V.    The  Church  after  the  Apostles.    2d. 
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CLARKE. — An  Address  to  the  Parishioners  of  Ken,  Somerset,  on 
the  Life  and  Character  of  that  Holy  Man  whose  name  they  bear  ; 
with  Prayers  and  Hymns.  By  the  Rev.  S.  Clarke,  M.A.  18mo.  6d. 
CLARKE.— The  Watch-Tower  Book ;  or.  Readings  for  the  Night 
Watches  of  Advent,  By  the  Rev.  C.  W.  B.  Clarke,  M.A.  Post 
8vo.,  cloth  boards,  3s.  fid.  ;  limp  cloth  for  distribution,  2s. 
COHEIRESS     OP     WILLINGHAM,    The.      By    Cousin 

Leigh.     Fcap.  8vo.,  3s.  fid. 
COLLECTS  from  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer.    32mo.  sewed  2d., 

rubricated,  and  in  parchment  cover,  fid. 
COMPANION  TO  THE  ALTAR  :  for  the  use  of  the  Scottish 

Church.     Cloth,  Is. 
COMPANION  TO  THE  SUNDAY  SERVICES  of  the 

Church  of  England.    3s. 
COMPER.— The  DistinctiveTeaching  of  the  British  Churches  stated 
and  maintained  in  a  series  of  Lectures.    By  the  Rev.  John  Comper, 
Incumbent  of  Nairn.     12mo.   cloth,  4s.  fid. 
CONGREGATIONAL  MUSIC.     Arranged  for  Four  Voices 
and  Organ  Accompaniment.    A  Selection  of  Church  Music,  as 
sung  formerly  in  Margaret  Chapel,  and  at  present  in  the  tempo- 
rary Church  of  the  Districtof  All  Saints',  S.  Marylebone.   Selected, 
Composed,  and  Edited  by  Richard  Rhjdhkad,  Organist  and  Di- 
rector of  the  Choir. 
Cliurch  Hymn  Tunes  for  the  several  Seasons  in  the 
Christian  Year.   Price  7s.  6d.    This  Book  contains  Eighty-two 
Tunes  of  various  Metres,  including  the  "Dies  Irae." 
The  WORDS  of  the  Hymns  and  Introits,   with    some   Anthems. 
Strongly  bound  in  cloth,  price  gd.,  or  ^;i,  6s.  fid.  per  hundred ;  or 
in  strong  limp  cloth,  at  ^2.  I4s.  per  hundred. 
A  Set  of    Ten  Tunes   for  Advent,  Epiphany,  Lent, 
Easter,  Ascension,  "Whitsuntide,   Fridays,  and  All 
Saints,  arranged  from  Dr.  Tye  (1553).     Words  interlined,  2s. 
The  Music  of  the  Introits.    Containing   introits  for  all   the 
Seasons  from  Advent  to  Advent,  with  the  occasional  Festivals. 
Price  6s. 
Responses  to  the  Commandments,  Creeds,  Offertory 
Sentences,  Sanctuses,  and  Glorias.  Price  ss.    Completing 
the  Office  for  the  Holy  Communion. 
The  Anthems  for  the  Seven  Days  before  Christmas, 
and  for  Good  Friday.    3s.  fid. 

CONVERSATIONS   ON   THE  CHURCH  SERVICE. 

By  the  Author  of  "Easy  Lessons  for  Sunday  Schools."    Second 

Edition.     Is.  3d. 
CONVERSATIONS  "WITH  COUSIN  RACHEL.    Four 

Parts,  gd.  each.    Complete  in  Two  Vols.  3s. 
COPE  AND   STRETTON.— Visitatio  Infirmorum ;  or  Offices 

for  the  Clergy  in  Directing,  Comforting,  and  Praying  with  the 

Sick.    New  edition,  calf,  Ifis. ;  morocco,  20s.     In   Three  Parts, 

calf,  21s.    Also  in  various  binding,  with  metal-work. 
Appendix  to  the  Firstedition,  containing  the  AdditionalOffices.    Is.  fid. 
The  Responsal  for  the  Visitatio  Infirmorum:  Portions  to  be  said  by 

those  who  accompany  the  Priest.    Cloth,  2s. 
B 
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CONSECRATION"    AND    DESECRATION;    or,    Basil 

the  Orphan  Chorister.     Is.     Cloth  Is.  6d. 
COSIN. — A  Collection  of  Private  Devotions  for  the  Hours  of  Prayer. 

By  John  Cosin,  D.D.,  1626.     Is. ;  calf,  8s. 
COSIN.— The  Sum  of  the  Catholic   Faith,   from   Bishop   Cosin. 

2fi.,  or  14s.  per  100. 
COXJPER. — A  Few  Hints  to  Mothers  on  the  Management  of  Chil- 
dren, &c.    By  Gborgina  Couper.    Dedicated  to  the  Very  Rev. 

and  Hon.  the  Dean  of  Windsor.     Demy  18mo.,  3d. 
CRANBORNE,  Viscount.— A  History  of  France  for  Children, 

in  a  Series  of  Letters.     By  Viscount  Cranborne.    2s.  6d. 
CRESS^WELL.— The  Christian  Life.     Twelve  Sermons,  by  the 

Rev.  Richard  Cresswell,  B.A.     12mo.  6s. 
CROMPTON.— The  Prefaces  inthe  Office  of  the  Holy  Communion, 

with  their  Ancient  Chant,  by  the  Rev.  J.  L.  Crompton,  M.A.  2s.  fid. 
CURATE  OF  HOLYCROSS,  The.     A  tale  of  the  Church. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  5s. 
DAILY  LIFE  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN  CHILD.  A  poem 

for  children.    6d. ;  on  a  sheet,  Id. ;  ch.  edit.,  in  packets  of  25,  2s. 

DAILY  PRAYERS  FOR   PRIEST    AND    PEOPLE. 

Cloth,  is. 
DAKEYNE.— The  Sword,  and  the  Cross.     By  the  Rev.  J.  O. 

Dakeyne,  M.A.    2s.  6d. 
DAVIES.— Benefit  Club  Sermons.    Second  Series.    4to.    3s.  6d. 
DAVIE S.— The  Completeness  of  the  late  Duke  of  Wellington  as  a 

National  Character.     Two  Lectures.     Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  Is. 
DEACONS,   Short  History   of   some    Deacons  in    the   Church,. 

« DEAR  IS  THE  MORNING  GALE  OP  SPRING." 
A  Sacred  Song.  The  Poetry  from  the  "  Christian  Year."  The 
music  by  J.  F.  D.  Yonge,  M.D.    2s. 

DENISON.— The  Real  Presence.  Three  Sermons,  preached  in 
Wells  Cathedral.    By  the  Archdeacon  of  Taunton,    as.  6d. 

DENISON.— Saravia  on  the  Holy  Eucharist-  The  Original  Latin 
from  a  MS.  in  the  British  Museum  hitherto  unpublished.  The 
Translation  by  the  Archdeacon  of  Taunton.     Demy  8vo.    7s.  61I. 

DENISON.— The  Defence  of  the  Archdeacon  of  Taunton,  in  its 
complete  form;  including  all  the  evidence  which  was  either  not 
admitted  by,  or  was  tendered  before,  the  Court.     Royal  8vo.,  10s. 

DEVOTIONS  FOR  CHILDREN,  intended  specially  for 
Choristers,  who  are  present  at  the  time  of  Holy  Communion.    6d. 

DISTRICT    VISITOR'S     MEMORANDUM     BOOK. 

6d.,  the  paper  Is.  per  quire. 

DIVINE    MASTER:     a   Devotional    Manual    illustrating   the 

Way  of  the  Cross.    With  Ten  Steel  Engravings.    4th  edit.,  3s.  6d. ; 

antique  morocco,  7s.  fid. 
The  Engravings  separately  on  a  sheet,  9d. 
DOCTRINE  OF  THE   CROSS,  a  Memorial  of   a  Humble 

Follower  of  Christ.    By  the  author  of  "Devotions  for  the  Sick 

Room."    is. 
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DOMESTIC  OFFICES :  being  Morning  and  Evening  Prayer 
for  the  Use  of  Families.     Wrapper,  6d.j  cloth,  8d, 

DOtTGLAS.— Mary  and  Mildred;  or.  Principle  the  Guide  of  Im- 
pulse.    Edited  by  the  Rev.  Stair  Douglas.     2nd  edit.     2s. 

DREAM  that  was  really  Dreamt.    In  small  4to.,  is.  6d. 

DROP  IN  THE  OCEAN,  or  the  Little  Wreath  of  Fancy,  by 
Agnes  and  Bessie.    2nd  edit.     Is. 

DUKE. — Systematic  Analysis  of  Bishop  Butler's  Analogy,  by  the 
Rev.  Henry  H.  Duke,  B.A.      3s.  6d.,  interleaved  5s. 

DEVOTIONS  FOR  THE  SICK  ROOM,  Prayers  in  Sick- 
ness,  &c.    By  R.  B.     Cloth,  2s  6d. 
COMPANION  FOR  THE  SICK  ROOM:  being  a  Com- 

pendium  of  Christian  Doctrine.    2s.  6d. 
These  two  bound  together  in  1  vol.  cloth,  price  5s.    Calf  8s.  6d. 

DEVOTIONS  FOR  SCHOOL  BOYS,  A  Manual  of.    Com- 

piled  from  various  sources,  by  the  same  author.    6d. 
DEVOTIONS  for  Children  and  Young  Persons.     Id. 

DEVOTIONAL    AIDS    FOR    THE    USE    OP    THE 

CLERGY.    32mo.  parchment.  Is. 
DICKINSON.— List  of  Service  Books  according  to  the  Uses  of 

the  Anglican  Church,  with  the  possessors.    3s.  fid. 
DIES  IR.^.     Translated  into  English  metre,  by  W.  J.  Irons,  D.D., 

with  the  music,  by  Charles  Child  Spencer,  Esq.    2s.  6d.    English 

Words,  3s.  fid.  per  100. 
DIES  IR-i3S.    Set  to  easy  Music  in  short  score  by  the  Rev.  H.  E. 

Havergal.    fid.    Suited  to  Parish  Choirs  and  Schools. 

DIRECTIONS    FOR    KEEPING    LENT    ARIGHT. 

2s.  6(1.  per  100. 
DUN STER.— Fragments  of  History.   By  the  Rev.  E.P.Dunster.  3s. 
EARTHLY  IDOLS.    A  Tale.     In  2  vols.  fcp.  8vo.,  12s. 
EASY    LESSONS    FOR   THE    YOUNGER   CHILD- 
REN IN  SUNDAY  SCHOOLS.    By  the  Author  of  "  Con- 
versations with  Cousin  Rachel."    4d.    Questions,  for  the  Use 
of  the  Teacher,    gd.,  or  8s.  per  dozen. 
EASY  CATECHISM   OF   THE  OLD   TESTAMENT 
HISTORY,  with  the   dates  of  the  principal  events.     Demy 
18mo.     Second  Edition.     3d. 
ECCLESIOLOGIST,   The.      Published  under  the  Superinten- 
dence  of   the  Ecclesiological   Society,    every  alternate  month, 
is.  fid. 
Seventeen  Volumes  are  now  published,  and  may  be  had  at  the  follow- 
ing prices,  in  cloth: — Vol.  I.,  5s.  fid. ;  Vol.  II.,  with  Two  Engravings, 
5s.  fid.;  Vol.  III.,  with  Seven  Engravings,  fis.  fid.;  Vol.  IV.,  (New 
Series,  I.)  with  Four  Engravings,  8s.  j  Vol.  V.,  (N.  S.  II.)  with  Three 
Engravings,   8s.  fid. ;  Vol.  VI.  (N.  S.  III.)    with  Three   Engravings, 
price  7s.  fid. ;  Vol,  VII.  (N.S.  IV.)  with  Three  Engravings,  8s. ;  Vol.  VIII. 
(N.  S.  V.)  with  Engravmgs,  lis.;  Vol.  IX.  (N.  S.  VI.)  lis.     Vol.  X. 
(N.  S.  VII.)  with  Engravings  12S.    Vol.  XI,  (N.  S.  VIII.)  8s.  fid.     VoL 
XII.  (N.S.  IX.)  12s.  fid.  Vol.Xni.(N.S.X.)  12S.  fid.  Vol.  XIV.  (N.S.  XI. 
13S,    Vol.  XV.  (N.  S.  XII.)  12s.  fid.     Vol.  XVI.  (N.  S.  XIII.)  lis.  Vol. 
XVII.  (N.  S.  XIV.)  12s.  fid. 
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ECCLESIASTIC:  a  Magazine  relating  to  the  affairs  of  the 
Church,  Education,  &c.  This  Magazine  is  now  published  in 
monthly  parts  at  is.  each.  18  vols,  bound,  price  ^8.  Sent  free 
by  post  for  15s.  per  annum,  paid  in  advance. 

ECCLES.  —  Midsummer  Holidays  at  Princes  Green.  By  Mrs. 
Eccles,  author  of  "The  Riches  of  Poverty."    Demy  18mo.,  Is. 

ECCLESIOLOGY,  Hand-Book  of  English.  Companion  for 
Church  Tourists.    Cloth,  5s. ;  or  limp  Calf  interleaved,  9s. 

EDMOiN'STONE. — Family  Lectures  for  Holy  Seasons  and  Saints* 
Days.     By  Sir  Archibald  Edmonstone,  Bart.    3s. 

EDMOWSTONE. — Portions  of  the  Psalms,  selected  and  arranged 
for  Devotional  Purposes,  by  Sir  Archibald  Edmonstone,  Bart. 
Paper  6d. ;  cloth,  lOd. 

EDMONSTONE.— Meditations  in  Verse  for  the  Sundays  and 
Holy  Days  throughout  the  Year.     18mo.,  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

EDMONSTONE.— The  Christian  Gentleman's  Daily  Walk.  2s.  6d. 

EIGHT Y-EOUIITH  PSALM,  Treatise  on  the.  By  the  late 
Lady  Harriet  Howard.    32mo.,  cl.  6d.,  bound.  Is. 

ELLIS.— From  the  Font  to  the  Altar:  a  Manual  of  Christian  Doc- 
trine for  the  Young,  especially  those  who  are  preparing  for  Con- 
firmation. By  the  Rev.  Conynham  Ellis,  Incumbent  of  Cranborne, 
Berks,    is.  4cl  ,  with  a  reduction  on  quantities. 

EMBROIDERY,  Ecclesiastical.  Working  Patterns  of  Flowers, 
on  sheets,  Nos.  1  to  18,  6d.  each ;  or  in  Three  Parts,  3s.  each. 

THE  ENGLISH  PSALTER,  adapted  to  the  ancient  Ecclesi- 
astical Chant,  with  the  Canticles  and  Proper  Psalms  pointed  on  a 
new  and  easy  method  ;  with  Introdvictory  Instructions  and  Scheme 
of  Tones.      18mo.,  3s. ;  in  quantities  2s.  6d. 

THE  TONES.  Arranged  for  Four  Voices,  with  Organ  or  Piano- 
forte Accompaniment.     In  Demy  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 

ENTHUSIASM  NOT  RELIGION.  A  Tale,  by  the  late 
M.  A.  C.     Cloth,  Is.  6d.;  wrapper,  is. 

ERRINGTON.— Prayers  for  Soldiers,  by  Colonel  Errington.  3d., 
or  )6s.  per  100.  in  parchment  covers. 

EUCHARISTIC  MONTH:  being  short  Daily  Preparation 
and  Thanksgiving  for  the  Holy  Communion.     8d.;  cloth,  is. 

EVANS.— Christianity  in  its  Homely  Aspects:  Sermons  on  Vari- 
ous Subjects,  delivered  in  the  Church  of  S.  Andrew,  Wells  Street, 
and  elsewhere.     Second  Series.     Price  6s. 

EVERLEY.    A  Tale.     Second  Edition.    Fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

EXPLANATION  OF  SOME  SCRIPTURAL  AND 
ECCLESIASTICAL    TERMS.     3rd  edit.,  4d. 

FAIRY  BOWER;  or.  The  History  of  a  Month.  A  New  Tale 
for  the  Young.    Third  Edition.    6s. 

FALLOW.— Psalms  and  Hymns  Selected  for  the  use  of  S.  An- 
drew's, Wells  Street,  by  the  late  Rev.  T.  M.  Fallow.     Is. 

FAMILIAR  INSTRUCTIONS  ON  MENTAL 
PRAYER,  from  the  French  of  Courbon.  Parts  I.  &  II.  With 
Prefaces  by  the  Editors,  W.  U.  R.  and  E.  B.  P.  2nd  edit.,  bound 
in  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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FAMILY  DEVOTIONS  for  a  Fortnight,  from  Andrewes,  Ken 

Wilson,  &c.  IS.  6d. 
FAMILY  PBAYERS  for  the  ChUdren  of  the  Church.    4d., 

cloth  8d. 
FANNY'S  FLOWERS;  or,  Fun  for  the  Nursery.    Withseveral 

engravings.     Is.;  cloth  gilt,  Is.  6d. 
FASTS    AND   FESTIVALS  of  the- Church,  in  a  con  versa- 

tional  form.     Is.  8d. 
FEW  PLAIN  WORDS  ON  THE  OFFICE  OF  HOLY 

COMMUNION.    3d. 

drinci)Up  M^nmU  of  lFntiU£;tr». 

No.  I.  Cooking;  or,  Practical  Training  for  Servants,  &c.    lOd. 
No.  11.  Gardening;  or.  Training  for  Boys  as  Gardeners.  lOd. 
No.  III.  Household  Work  ;  or,  The  Duties  of  Female  Servants.     lOd. 
No.  IV.  Plain  Needlework  in  all  its  branches.    8d. 
No.  V.  On  the  Management  of  Poultry  and  Domestic  Animals.    lOd. 
Other  Manuals  are  in  preparation, 

FIVE  TALES  OF  OLD  TIME.  3s.  6d.    Or  separately  in  cl. 

Follow  Me.     (C.  E.  H.,  Morwenstow)  is.— Shepherd  of  the  Giant 

Mountains.      (Fouque)     Is.  —  The  Knight  and  the  Enchanters. 

(Fouque.)    Is. — The  Stream.    Is. — The  Castle  on  the  Rock,     Is. 
FLOWER.— Reading  Lessons  for  Schools,  by  the  Rev.  W.  B. 

Flower,  B.A.     3s. 
FLOWER.— Classical  Tales  and  Legends,  by  the  Rev.  W.  B. 

Flower.    2s.,  cheap  edition  Is. 
FLOWER.— Tales  of  Faith  and  Providence,  by  the  Rev.   W.   B. 

Flower.    2s.,  or  in  a  packet,  2s.,  cheap  edition  is. 
FLOWER. — Lucy  Ashcroft,  the  Manufacturer's  Daughter.    A  Tale 

of  the  North.  By  the  Rev.  W.  B.  Flower,  B.A.  Cloth  gilt  edges,  3s. 
FO  RBES.— Snowball  and  other  Tales,  by  Isabella  Forbes.  2s.  6d. 
FORD.— The  Gospel  of  S.  Matthew  Illustrated  from  Ancient  and 

Modern  Authors.    By  the  Rev.  J.  Ford,  M.A.     10s.  6d. 
FORD.— The  Gospel  of  S.  Mark  Illustrated  chiefly  in  the  Doctrinal 

and  Moral  Sense.     10s.  6d. 
FORD.— The  Gospel  of  S.  Luke  Illustrated  chiefly  in  the  DoctrinaJ 

and  Moral  Sense.     15s. 
FORD.— The  Gospel  of  S.  John  Illustrated  chiefly  in  the  Doctrmal 

and  Moral  Sense.     18s. 
This  volume  completes  the  Four  Gospels,  and  contains  copious 
Indexes  of  the  whole. 

*»*  This  valuable  set  of  Books  is  kept  handsomely  bound,  for  Pre- 
sents or  University  Prizes,  price  varying  from  ^3.  12s.  to  ^4.  10s. 
FORD.— The  Acts  of  the  Apostles.     With  Indexes.     Price  17s. 
FORM  OF  PRAYER  AND  CEREMONIES  USED  AT 

THE  CONSECRATION   OP   CHURCHES,  &c.,  in 

London  and  Winchester.     Id.,  or  7s.  per  100.     Form  for  Oxford 

Diocese.    2d.,  or  l4s.  per  lOo. 
FORM  OP  PRAYER  FOR  LAYING  THE   STONE 

OP  A  CHURCH  OR  CHAPEL,    id. 
FORM  OP  PRAYER  FOR  LAYING  THE  STONE 

OF  A  SCHOOL,    id. 
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FORMS  FOR  NOTICES  OF  SER VOICES,  foraffixingon 
church  doors.    2s. per  100  ;  large  size,  5s.  per  100. 

FORM  OF  SELF-EXAMINATION;  with  Prayers  Pre- 
paratory to  the  Holy  Communion.    2d. 

FORM  OF  SELF-EXAMINATION  ;  with  a  Few  Direc- 
tions for  Daily  Use.     By  F.  H.  M.    3d.,  or  21s.  per  100, 

FORM  OF  SERVICE  FOR  CONSECRATING  CE- 
METERY CHAPELS.     [Rochester  Diocese.]     7i5.  per  100. 

FO'WLE.— Hark  to  the  Merry  Bells.  A  Christmas  Carol.  The 
Music  composed  by  T.  L.  Fowle.     Is. 

FOX. — The  Church  in  the  Cloisters  j  or  Monks  and  Monasteries. 
By  the  Rev.  Samuel  Fox,  M.A.,  F.S.A.    5s. 

FOX.— The  Noble  Army  of  Martyrs,  by  the  Rev.  S.  Fox,  M.A.  28. 
Cheap  Edition,  Is. 

FOX.— The  Holy  Church  throughout  all  the  world.  2s.,  cheap  edi- 
tion,  Is. 

FREDERICK  GORDON,  or  the  Storming  of  the  Redan.  By 
a  Soldier's  Daughter.     Royal  ISmc,  Is.  6d. 

FREEMAN.— Principles  of  Church  Restoration,  by  Edward  A. 
Freeman,  M.A.     Is. 

FREEMAN.— History  of  Architecture,  by  E.A.  Freeman.    10s.  6d. 

GAITNTLETT.— "Last  Night  I  Lay  a  Sleeping:"  a  Christmas 
Carol.    The  music  by  H.  J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  Doc.     Is. 

GAUNTLETT.— The  Child's  Grace  before  and  after  Meat,  set 
to  simple  music.     6d. 

GAUNTLETT.— Quire  Psalter,   Selections  from  the,  being  the 
Psalms  according  to  the  Use  of  the  Book  of  Common   Prayer, 
set  forth  and  arranged  to  upwards  of  five  hundred  Chants. 
1.  The  Psalter  with  the  Treble  Part.— 2.  The  Psalter  with  the  Alto. 

—3.  The  Psalter  with  the  Tenor  Part.— 4.  The  Psalter  with  the  Bass.— 

5.  The  Psalter  with  the  parts  compressed  for  accompaniment.     2s.  6d. 

each  Vocal  Part :  the  Organ  Part  with  words,  5s. 

GAUNTLETT.— Choral  Service  of  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer, 
as  appointed  to  be  sung.  Part  L  The  CANTtcLics,  Versicles, 
and  Respon>:es  for  Morning  and  Evening  Prayer.  Part  H. 
The  Athanasian  Creed,  the  Litany,  and  Office  of  Holy 
Communion.  In  full  score,  suited  to  Cathedrals,  Parish  Choirs, 
8iC.  By  H.  J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  Doc.  In  handsome  royal  8vo., 
bold  music  tj'pe,  price  is.  6d.  each  Part,  or  bound  together  in 
cloth,  price  3s.  6d. 

GOING  HOME.    A  Story.    By  F.  G.  W.     Price  is.  6d.  cloth; 

Is.  paper  cover. 
GOODRICH.— Claudia :   the  Days  of  Martyrdom.    A  Tale.     By 

A.  M.  Goodrich.    Fcap.  8vo.  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
GOULD.— The  Path  of  the  Just.    Tales  of  Holy  Men  and  Children. 

By  S.  Baring  Gould,  B.A.     2s. 

GRANDFATHER'S  CHRISTMAS  STORY,  THE. 
With  illustration  and  ornamental  borders.  By  the  author  of 
"  Verses  for  Children"  in  the  ChurcMnan'' s  Companion,    fid. 

GREGORIAN  and  other  Chants,  adapted  to  the  Psalter  and  Can- 
ticles, as  pointed  to  be  sung  in  Churches.    Is.  6d. 
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GKEGORIAN  TONES,  THE   EIGHT,  with  their  several 

endings  separately.  4d. 
GRESLEY.— Practical  Sermons.    By  the  Rev.  W.  Gresley,  M.A. 

7s.  6d. 
GRESLEY. — Treatise  on  the  English  Church :  containing  Remarks 

on  its  History,  Theory,  &c.    By  the  Rev.  W.  Gresley,  M.A.     Is. 

10s.  per  doz.  for  distribution. 
GRESLEY.— The  Ordinance  of  Confession.    6d. 
GRESLEY.— An  Essay  on  Confession,  Penance,  and  Absolution. 

By    Mr.    Roger    Laurence,   a  layman  of   Queen  Anne's    time. 

With  a  Preface  by'the  Rev.  W,  Gresley.     is. 
GRESLEY.— The  Present  State  of  the  Controversy  with  Rome. 

Three  Sermons  preached  in  S.  Paul's,  Brighton.     Is. 
GRESLEY.— The  Forest  of  Arden,  a  Tale  of  the  English  Refor- 

mation.    4s.     Cheap  edition,  2s. 
GRESLEY.— The  Siege  of  Lichfield,  a  Tale  of  the  Great  Rebellion, 

4s.    Cheap  edition,  Is.  8d. 
GRESLEY.— Coniston  Hallj  or,  the  Jacobites.    A  Tale  of  the 

Revolution  of  1688.    4s.  6d. 
GRESLEY.— Clement  Walton ;  or,  the  English  Citizen.    By  the 

Rev.  W.  Gresley,  M.A.    3s.  6d.}  paper,  Is.  8d. 
GRESLEY.— Charles  Lever;  the  Man  of  the  Nineteenth  Century. 

3s.  6d.    Cheap  edition,  is.  8d. 
GRESLEY.— Church  Clavering;  or,  the  Schoolmaster.  4s.   Cheap 

Edition,  as. 
GRESLEY.— Frank's  First  Trip  to  the  Continent.    4s.  6d.    Cheap 

edition,  Ss. 
GRESLEY.— Bernard  Leslie,  a  Tale  of  the  Times.   (1838.)    4s.  6d. 
GRESLEY.— Holiday   Tales,    by   the    Rev.    W.    Gresley.      2s., 

wrapper  Is.  6d. 
GUARDIAN  ANGEL  OF  AN   OLD  CATHEDRAL. 

With  Illustrations.     Is.  6d. 
HALLAM. — Monumental  Memorials ;   being  Designs  for  Head- 
stones and  Mural  Monuments.    Part  I.    By  J.  W.  Hallam,  Archi- 
tect.    Imp.  8vo.,  2s.  6d. 
HA'WKER.— Echoes  from  Old  Cornwall,  by  the  Rev.  R.  S.  Haw- 

ker.  M.A.     2s.  6d. 
HELMORE. — Accompanying  Harmonies  to  the  Hymnal  Noted, 

by  the  Rev.  T.  Helraore.     Royal  8vo.  6s.  6d. 
HELMORE. — Accompanying  Harmonies  to  the  Brief  Directory  of 

Plain  Song.     is.  6d. 
HELMORE. — Accompanying  Harmonies  to  the  Psalter  Noted.  3s. 
HELMORE.— The  Canticles  Noted.    4d. 
HELMORE.— The  Psalter  Noted.    2s.  6d. 
HELMORE.— Manual  of  Plain  Song.    The  Canticles  and  Psalter 

together.    3s.  6d.  cloth;  royal  8vo.,  cloth,  gs. 

HENRIETTA'S  'WTSH.    A  Tale,  by  the  author  of  "The  Heir 
of  Redclyffe."    Third  Edition,  6s. 

HEN  SLO'W.— John  Borton ,  or,  a  Word  in  Season.    By  Mrs.  J.  S . 
Henslow.    4d. 
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HE YG-ATE.— William  Blake  j  or,  the  English  Farmer,  by  the  Rer. 

W.  E.  Heygate.    3s.  6d. 
HEYG-ATE.— The  Manual :  a  Book  of  Devotion,  chiefly  intended 

for  the  Poor.    By  the   Rev.   W.  E.   Heygate.    New  and  cheap 

Edition,  with  beautiful  Engraving.     Cloth,   limp,    Is.;    boards. 

Is.  3d.;  leather.  Is.  4d.    A  considerable  reduction  to  the  Clergy 

ill  quantities. 
HEYGATE.— The  Evening  of  Life ;  or  Meditations  and  Devotions 

for  the  Aged.     Post  8vo.,  large  type.     5s.  6d. 
HE  YG ATE.— Ember  Hours.    For  the  use  of  his  younger  brethren 

tbe  Deacons  and  Priests  of  the  Church  of  England.     Fcp.  8vo.,  3s. 
HEYGATE.— Godfrey  Davenant  at  School.    2s.  6d. 
HEYG-ATE.— Godfrey  Davenant  at  College.    2s.  6d. 
HEYGATE.— Ellen  Meyrick ;   or.  False  Excuses.    4d. 
HICKS.— Catechetical  Lectures  on  the  Incarnation,  by  the  Rev. 

James  Hicks.    4s.  6d. 
HICKS.— Plain  Sermons  on  the  Teaching  of  ttie  Church  in  her 

Sacraments,  as  set  forth  in  the  Old  and  more  fully  developed  in 

the  New  Testament.    By  the  Rev.  James  Hicks.     Fcp.  8vo.,  5s. 
HICKS.— General  View  of  the  Doctrine  of  Baptismal  Regeneration. 

By  the  Rev.  W.  H.  Hicks,    gd. 
HIGHER  CLAIMS ;   or,  Catherine  Lewis  the  Sunday  School 

Teacher.    Edited  by  the  Rev.  R.Seymour,  M.A.    Is.;  cloth,  is.  6d. 
HIERURGIA  ANGLICANA;  Illustrative  of  the  Ritual  of 

the  Church  of  England.     13s. 

HILL.— Short  Sermons  on  some  leading  Principles  of  Christian 

Life.     By  the  Rev.  H.  Hill.     6s. 
HILL. — Stories  on  the  Commandments.    The  First  Table :  "  My 

duty  towards  God."     By  the  Rev.  G.  Hill.     Is.  cloth,  or  in  a 

packet. 
HIK-TS  ON  EARLY  EDUCATION,  addressed  to  Mothers. 

By  a  Mother,    gd. 

HOLDElSr.— The  Anglican  Catechist.      A  Manual  of  Instruction 

Preparatory  to  Confirmation.    By  the  Rev.  George  Holden.    2s. 
HOLY  BAPTISM.     The  Offices  of  Baptism,  according  to  the 

Use  of  the  English  Church ;  with  Select  Passages,  Meditations, 

and  Prayers.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
HOLY  EUCHARIST,  Celebration  of  the.    Reprinted  from  the 

"Ecclesiastic."    6d. 

THE  HOLY  EUCHARIST  the  enjoined  Worship  of  Gon  in 
"Spirit  and  in  Truth,"  and  the  "Pure  Offering"  of  the  Gospel 
Covenant.  A  Manual  containing  Directions  and  suitable  Devo- 
tions for  those  who  remain  in  Church  during  the  Celebration  of 
the  Holy  Communion,  but  do  not  Communicate.  By  a  Parish 
Priest.     Price  6d. 

HOLY  MEK"  AND  "WOMEN,  Stories  of.  2s.}  inpackets,2s.; 
wrapper  Is. 

HOOPER.— Prayers  for  Family  Worship  ;  with  a  Dissertation  on 
the  Passover  and  the  Divine  Constitution  of  the  Church.  By  the 
Rev.  J.  Hooper.    7s.    The  Prayers  only,  2s.  in  wrapper. 

HOPKINS.— Pietas  Metrica,  by  the  Rev.  T.  M.  Hopkins.    2s.  6d. 
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HOP"WOOD.— Christ  in  His  Church.  Plain  and  Practical  Ser- 
mons,  by  the  Rev.  Henry  Hopwood,  M.A.    6s.  6d. 

HOP"WOOD.— School  Geography.  By  the  Rev.  H.  Hopwood. 
New  edition.    2s.  6d. ;  cheap  edition,  Is.  8d. 

HOP'WOOD.— The  Child's  Geography,  being  an  abridgment  of  the 
above.     Is. 

HOKOLOGY,  or  Dial  of  Prayer,  for  the  pocket.    Is. 

HYMNAL  NOTED,  or  Translations  of  the  "Ancient  Hymns 
of  the  Church,  set  to  their  proper  melodies.  Edited  by  the  Rev. 
J.  M.  Neale,  M.A.,  and  the  Rev.  Thomas  Helmore,  M.A.  Parts  I. 
and  II.,  2s.  6d.  each;  complete  in  cloth,  5s. 

HYMNAL,  The  WORDS  of  the,  in  a  separate  form.  Cheap 
edition.  Parts  1  &  2  complete,  8d.  With  Scripture  References, 
is.  6d.  cloth. 

COMMENTARY  on  the  Words  of  the  Hymnal  Noted.    Part  I. 
By  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.      d. 

HYMNS  and  Scenes  of  ChDdhood.    Third  edition,  2s.  6d. 

HYMNS  AND  INTROITS,  with  some  Anthems,  adapted  to 
the  Seasons  of  the  Christian  Year,  as  in  use  at  All  Saints',  S. 
Marylebone;  S.Matthias',  Stoke  Newington;  S.  Matthew's,  City 
Road,  and  other  Churches.  Strongly  bound  in  cloth,  Qd. ;  or 
^"3.  6s.  6d.  per  100,  limp  cloth  ^2.  14s.  per  100. 
When   100  and  upwards  are  required  for  a  Congregation,  special 

Title  pages  will  be  supplied  free. 

HYMNS,  Selection  of,  for  the  Use  of  Churches.    Is. 
HYMNS  on  Scripture  Characters  for  the  Young.     Is. 

HYMNS   FOR  LITTLE    CHILDREN.    By  the  author  of 
"  Verses  for  Holy  Seasons,"  &c.     6d.  printed  wrapper,  Is.  cloth, 
gilt  edges  Is.  6d.    School  Edition  3s.  per  doz. 
This  little  volume  has  the  Clerical  Imprimatur  of  the  author  of  the 
"  Christian  Year." 

The  Morning  and  Evening  Hymns  are  set  to  Music  for  Schools,  &c. 
By  Dr.  Gauntlett.    6d.  each. 

HYMNS  I'OR  INFANT  CHILDREN.  32mo.  id.,  or 
25  for  is.  9d. 

HUGHES.— Four  Years  of  Pastoral  Work  ;  being  a  Sketch  of  the 
Ministerial  Labours  of  the  late  Rev.  Edward  Jolin  Rees  Hughes, 
late  Curate  of  Lythe,  Yorkshire,  and  Runcton  Holme,  Norfolk, 
with  a  Portrait.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Cecil  Wray,  M.A.  Fcp.  8vo. 
3s.  6d. 

HUGHES.— Tracts  for  Parish  Distribution.    Six  in  a  packet,  2d. 

HUTCHINSON.— Parish  Recollections:  a  few  Plain  Sermons  on 
certain  Church  Observances,  and  on  some  of  the  Incidents  of 
Thirty-eight  Years'  Ministry  in  the  same  parish.  By  the  Rev. 
John  Hutchinson.    5s. 

INCARNATION,  Catechism  on  the.  Founded  on  Bishop  Bull's 
"  State  of  Man  before  the  Fall,"  &c.      Is. 
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INITES. — Five  Sermons  preached  in  Advent  and  on  the  Festival  of 
the  Holy  Innocents,  1851,  in  the  Parish  Church  of  Downe,  Kent. 
By  the  Rev.  John  Innes,  M.A.    Is.  6d. 

INHERITANCE  OP  EVIL.  A  Tale,  by  the  author  of  "  The 
Divine  Master."    2s. 

INSTRUCTIONS,  PRAYERS,  AND  HOLY  ASPI- 
RATIONS for  the  Sick  Room.  By  the  author  of  "De- 
votions for  the  Sick  Room."    4d.,  cloth  6d. 

ION  LESTER.    A  tale,  by  C.  H.  H.    Fcp.  8vo.,  4s.  6d., 

IRONS. — The  Judg'ments  on  Baptismal  Regeneration ;  with  Appen- 
dices, and  a  Discourse  on  Heresy.  By  the  Rev.  W.  J.  Irons,  D.D  . 
3s.  6d. 

IRONS.— On  the  Whole  Doctrine  of  Final  Causes:  a  Dissertation, 
with  a  Chapter  on  Modern  Deism.    7s.  6d. 

IRONS.— On  the  Holy  Catholic  Church,  as  a  Witness  against  False 
Philosophising.    4s.  fid. 

IRONS.— On  the  Apostolical  Succession  :  1  The  Doctrine.  2  The 
Evidence.    3  The  Objections.    4s.  fid. 

IRONS.— Ecclesiastical  Jurisdiction:  being  Four  Lectures  on  the 
Synod— The  Diocese— The  Parish— The  Priest.    7s.  fid. 

ISLAND  OF  LIBERTY.  By  the  author  of  "Theodore.'* 
2s.  fid.        

IVO  AND  VERENA,  or  the  Snowdrop;  a  Tale  of  the  Early 
Christians.  By  the  author  of  Cousin  Rachel.  2s. ;  stiff  cover.  Is.  fid. 

JACKSON.— Stories  and  Catechisings  on  the  Collects.     Edited  by 

the  Rev.  W.  Jackson,  M.A.     Vol.  I.,  4s.;  Vol.  II.,  5s.;  Vol.  Ill 

3s.  fid. 
JACKSON. — Stories  and  Catechisings  on  the  Church  Catechism 

Vols.  I.  and  II.,  5s.  each.     Vol.  III.,  4s. 
JANES.— The  Psalter,  or  Psalms  of  David,   with  the  Canticles 

pointed  for  chanting.     2s. 
JEBB.— The  Present  State  of  the  Church.    In  Six  Letters,  with  a 

Postscript.    By  the  Rev.  J.  Jebb.     Is. 
JENKINS.— Prose  Hymn  for  Children.  By  the  Rev.  W.J.Jenkins, 

Rector  of  Fillingham.     7s.  per  100. 
JENKINS. — Synchronistical  or  Cotemporary  Annals  of  the  Kings 

and  Prophets  of  Israel  and  Judah.     By  W.  J.  Jenkins,  M.A.     6s. 

JOHNS,  B.  G.  — The  Collects  and  Catechising  throughout  the 

year.     By  the  Rev.  B.  G.  Johns.    3s. 
JOHNS,  B.  G-. — Easy  Dictation  Lessons,  original  and  selected,  fid., 

cloth  8d. 

JOHNS,  C.  A. — Examination  Questions  on  the  Pentateuch.  For 
the  Use  of  Schools.     By  the  Rev.  C.  A.  Johns,  B.A.,  F.L.S.     Is. 

JONES,  "W.— Horae  Monasticae,  Poems,  Songs,  and  Ballads.    Post 

8vo.,  cloth,  with  Engravings,  fis. 
JONES.— To  the  Redbreast :  a  Song.    The  Words  by  the  late  Rev. 

G.Cornish.    The  music  by  T.  J.  Jones.    2s. 
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Edited  by  the  Rev.  J.  F.  Russell,  B.C.L. 

English  History  for  Children,    by  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.    2s.  fid. ; 

School  Edition,  Is.  8d. 
History  of  Greece,  edited  by  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.  3s.   School  edit.  2s. 
History  of  Rome,  by  the  Rev.  Samuel  Fox,  M.A.,  F.S.A.    3s.    School 

Edition,  2s. 
History  of  Spain,  by  the  Rev.  Bennett  G.  Johns.    2s.  fid.    School 

Edition,  is.  8d. 
History  of  Portugal,  by  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.    2s.  fid.    School  edit. 

is.  8d. 
History  of  Ireland,  edited  by  the  late  Rev.  T.  K.  Arnold,  B.D.  2s. 

School  edition.  Is,  fid. 
History  of  Scotland.     By  the   Rev.  W.  B.  Flower,  B.A.     2s.  fid. 

Cheap  edition  Is.  8d. 
History  of  France.    By  the  Rev.  Canon  HaskoU.    2s.  fid.    Cheap 

edition  is.  8d. 

Ci)e  SiubtniU  i£ng;lt£;]^man^£{  Hi'brar^. 

The  early  Volumes  were  Edited  by  the  Rev.  F.  E.  Paget;  the  later  by 
the  Rev.  J.  F.  Russell. 


Tales  of  the  Village  Children,  by 

the  Rev.  F.  E.  Paget.    First 

Series,  2s.  fid. 
The  Hope  of  the  Katzekopfs  :  a 

Fairy  Tale  by  the  Rev.  F.  E. 

Paget.    2s.  fid. 
Henri  de  Clermont,  or  the  Royal- 

ists  of  La  Vendee,  by  the  Rev. 

W.  Gresley.    2s. 
Popular  Tales  from  the  German. 

is.  fid. 
Tales  of  the  Village  Children,  by 

the  Rev.  F.  E.  Paget.    Second 

Series,  2s.  fid. 
The  Triumphs  of  the  Cross.  Tales 

of  Christian  Heroism,  by  the 

Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.    2s.    Cheap 

Edition,  Is.  4d. 
Early  Friendship,    or    the    Two 

Catechumens,    is.  fid. 
The  Swedish  Brothers.     Is.  fid. 
The  Charcoal  Burners,    is.  fid. 

Cheap  Edition,  Is. 
Godfrey    Davenant;    a    Tale    of 

School  Life.    By  the  Rev.  W. 

E.  Heygate.    2s.  fid. 
Godfrey  Davenant  at  College,  by 

the  Rev.  W.  Heygate.  2s.  fid. 


Luke  Sharp,  or  Knowledge  with- 
out Religion,  by  the  Rev.  F.  E. 
Paget.  2s.  fid.  Cheap  Edition, 
is.  fid. 

The  Triumphs  of  the  Cross.  Pt.II. 
Tales  of  Christian  Endurance. 
By  the  Rev.  J,  M.  Neale.    2s. 

Schoel  Geography,  with  a  Chap- 
ter  on  the  Ecclesiastical  Geo- 
graphy of  Great  Britain,  by  the 
Rev.  H.  Hopwood.    2s.  fid. 

Colton  Green;  a  Tale  of  the  Black 
Country.  By  the  Rev.  W. 
Gresley.    2s.  fid. 

Poyniugs  :  a  Tale  of  the  Revolu- 
tion, ]688.    2s.  fid. 

The  Manger  of  the  Holy  Night, 
from  the  German.  ByC.E.H., 
Morwenstow.    2s. 

Stories  from  Heathen  Mythology, 
by  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.  2s. 

Stories  from  the  Chroniclers. 
(Froissart.)  By  the  Rev.  H.  P. 
Dunster.    2s.  fid. 

Lays  of  Faith  and  Loyalty;  or 
Narratives  in  Verse,  selected 
from  History.  By  Archdeacon 
Churton.    26. 
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KAISEKS'WEilTH  DEACONESSES.      Including  a  His- 
tory of  the  Institution,  the  Ordination   Service,  and  Questions 
for  Self- Examination.     By  a  Lady.     Is. 
KEMPIS.— The  Soliloquy  of  the  Soul,  and  the  Garden  of  Roses. 
Translated  from  Thomas  a  Kempis.    By  the  Rev.  W.  B.  Flower, 
B.A.    2s.  6d.:  morocco  antique,  7s.  fid. 
KE!N"'S,  Bp.,  Prayers  for  Morning:  and  Evening.     3s.  fid.  per  100. 
KEN'S,  Bp.,  Practice  of  Divine  Love.    2s.;  cheap  edition,  9d. 
KEN,  Bp.— Preparatives  for  Death,  by  Bishop  Keu.    2s. 
KINGS  OF  ENGLAND.    A  History  for  Young  Children.    By 
the  Aiithor  of  "  Scenes  and  Characters."    Fcap.  8vo.,  3s. 
A  School  Edition,  slightly  abridged,  with  Questions.     18mo.,  Is. 
LADY  ELLA,  or  the  Story  of  Cinderella  in  Verse.     3s.  fid. 
LANDMARKS  OF  HISTORY;  a  Summary  of  Ancient  His- 

tory.     By  the  Author  of  •'  Kings  of  England."    2s.  fid. 
LANDMARKS  OP  HISTORY;  the  Middle  Ages.   3s.  cloth. 
LANGLEY  SCHOOL.    By  the  Author  of  ••  Scenes  and  Charac- 
ters."   2s.  fid. 
LAST    SLEEP    OP    THE    CHRISTIAN    CHILD.     A 

poem,  companion  to  the  "  Daily  Life."    fid. ;  or  on  a  sheet,  Id. 
LAST   \^^ORDS   OP  AN  ENGLISH  CATHOLIC.     A 

record  of  inner  life.     Fcp.  8vo.,  5s. 
LAYING  ON  OP  HANDS:  A  Manual  for  Confirmation  ;  with 
Helps  preparatory  to  receiving  that  Holy  Ordinance.  Qd. ;  cloth,  1  s. 
LEE. — Poems.    By  the  Rev.  Frederick  George  Lee.    Second  edition. 

enlarged.     Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  3s.  fid. 
LEGEND  A  DOMESTICA:  Lessons  for  the  Sundays,  Holy- 
days,  and  Week-days,  throughout  the  Year.     Selected  for  the 
Ofifices  of  Family  Devotion,  and  arranged  according  to  the  Ka- 
lendar  of  the  Church  of  England,     is. 
LEIGH,  Lady.— Few  Questions  and  Answers  upon  the  Sacrament 

of  the  Lord's  Supper.    By  Lady  Leigh.    Third  Edition.     Id. 
LESSONS  FOR  EVERY  DAY  IN  THE  ^SATEEK,  with 
Hymns    and   Music.    B^  the   Author    of   "  Conversations  with 
Cousin  Rachel."    3d.    Companion  to  the  Lessons,  for  the 
use  of  the  Teacher.    Is.  3d. 
LESSONS    IN    GRAMMAR   FOR   A    CHILD.     Large 

type,  price  4d. 
LESSONS  ON  THE  CREED.    What  we  are  to  believe.  Is.  fid. 
LESTER.— Guardian  Angels:  an  Allegory.    By  Mary  F.  Lester. 

2s.  fid. 
LEVETT.— Self-Devotion;  or,  the  Prussians  at  Hochkirch.   From 

the  German.    By  Miss  F.  M.  Levett.     Is. 
LEVETT.— Gentle  Influence;  or.  The  Cousin's  Visit.    By  F.  M. 

Levett.    Second  Edition.     Is. 
LITANY  OP  THE  NAME  OP  JESUS.    32mo.,rub.    id. 
LITTLE  ALICE  and  her  Sister.    Edited  by  the  Rev.  W.  Gresley. 

2s.  fid. 
LITTLE  ANNIE  and  her  Sisters,  by  E.  W.  H.    is.  fid.,  paper  is. 
LITTLE    ANNIE;   or,   Michaelmas   Day.     By  the  Author  of 

•'  The  Grandfather's  Christmas  Tale."     fid. 
LITTLE    GARDENERS,    The.     An  allegory  for  Children. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  Is. 
LITURGY  FOR  VILLAGE  SCHOOLS.    Cloth  fid. 


ALDERSGATE    ST.,    AND    NEW    BOND    ST,  19 

LITTLE  MANUAL  OF  THE  HOLY  EUCHARIST. 

From  the  Devotional  writings  of  Taylor,  Comber,  Ken,  Andrewes, 

Johnson,  &c.     Cloth,  is. ;  sewed,  4d. 
LIVES  OF  ENGLISHMEN  IN  PAST  DAYS. 

First  Series,  containing  Herbert,  Donne,  Ken,  Sanderson.    6d. 

gecond  Series,  Kettlewell,  Hammond,  Wilson,  Mompesson,  Bold, 
Jolly.    6d. 

Third  Series,  Walton,  Wotton,  Fanshawe,  Earl  of  Derby,  CoUing- 
wood.  Raffles,  Exmouth.  lOd. 
LIVES  OP  THE  SAINTS.  Each  No.  complete  in  itself.  Id. 
S.  Augustine— SS.  Olympias  and  Paula— S.  John  Chrysostom— S. 
Cyprian— S.  Laurence— Ven.  Bede— S.  Etheldreda— S.  Ambrose— S. 
Jerome  and  S.  Basil.  Nos.  I.  to  X.,  cloth,  gilt  edges.  Is.  6d. 
LORAINE.— Lays  of  Israel,  by  Amelia  M.  Loraine.    2s.  6d.  cloth, 

4s.  morocco. 
LORD   OF   THE  FOREST  and  his  Vassals,  by  the  author 

of  "  Hymns  for  Little  Children."    .3s.  6d.,  paper  2s.  6d. 
LO"W.— The  Translation  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  a  Lecture  delivered 

to  the  workmen  of  the  London  Lead  Company,  in  the  Company's 

School-room,  Middleton  in  Teesdale,  by  John  Low  Low,  M.A. 

Fcap.  8vo.,  8d, 
LO'WDER.— The  Penitent's  Path  -,  compiled  from  Holy  Scripture 

and  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer,  by  the  Rev.  C.  F.  Lowder.    6d. 
LUCY,  or  the  Housemaid,  and  Mrs.  Browne's  Kitchen.    By  the 

author  of  "  Sunlight  in  the  Clouds."     18mo.  cloth,  2s. 
LYRA    APOSTOLICA.      Original    Poems    from    the    British 

Magazine,    gth  Edition.     18mo.  cloth  3s.  6d.,  morocco  6s. 
LYRA  SANCTORUM;  Lays  for  the  Minor  Festivals,  edited 

by  theRev.  W,  J.  Deane.    .3s.  6d. 
MACAULAY. — A  Day  in  Nismes,  by  B.  E.  Macaulay.    2s.  6d. 
MAG-NAY.— Sermons,  Practical  and  Suggestive.     By  the  Rev. 

Claude  Magnay.    6s. 
MAGNAY.— Poems,  by  the  Rev.  Claude  Magnay.    New  Edition, 

with  Additions.     3s.  6d. 
MAIDEN  AUNT'S  TALES.    By  the  Author  of  "The  Use 

of  Sunshine,"  "Nina."  &c.    3s.  6d. 
MAKING  UP  OF  THE  JE^WELS,  The.— An  Answer  to 

a  Little  Girl's  Question— "If  I  were  a  Sister  of  Mercy,  should  I 

have  no  Jewels?"    An  Allegory.    Price  6d. 
MALAN.— Bethany,  a  Pilgrimage  j  and  Magdala,  a  Day  by  the  Sea 

of  Galilee.    By  the  Rev.  S.  C.  Malan,  M.A.     Price  is.  6d. 
MAN  GIN.— An  Outline  of  the  History  of  the  Church,  in  Question 

and  Answer,  by  the  Rev.  S.  W.  Mangin,  B.A.    4d. 
MANUAL  FOR  COMMUNICANTS :  being  an  Assistant 

to   a    Devout   and    Worthy  Reception  of    the  Lord's  Supper. 

Morocco,  Is.  6d. ;  roan.  Is. ;  paper  cover,  6d.     In  large  type,  6d.  ; 

also  a  cheap  edition  for  placing  in  Prayer  Books.    2d. 
MANUAL  FOR  MOURNERS,  with  Devotions,  Directions, 

and  Forms  of  Self- Examination.    Fcap.  8vo.  ,4s.  6d. 
MANUAL  of  MORNING  and  EVENING  PRAYER 

for  sl  Christian  Servant.    2d. 
MARGARET  :  an  Olden  Tale,  in  Verse.  *  2s.  6d.  el. ;  Is.  6d.  paper. 
MARY  MANSFIELD  ;  or,  the  Life  and  Trials  of  a  Country 

Girl.    6d. 
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MASON. — Canon  Chant  Manual;  being  the  solemn  and  euphonious 
mode  of  Chanting,  as  in  olden  times.     By  William  Mason,    fid. 

MASTERS'S  LIST  OF  CHURCHES  in  which  the  Daily 
Prayers  are  said.    fid.     Published  at  intervals. 

MANDLEY. — Tractarianism  (so  called  by  the  prejudiced  and 
misinformed)  no  Novelty ;  as  exemplified  in  the  Confession  of  the 
Faith  and  Practice  of  a  Church  of  England  man,  of  the  ever 
memorable  epoch,  1688.   Edited  by  G.  F.  Mandley,  Merchant.   6s. 

MAYOW.— War.  A  Few  Words  to  the  Soldiers  and  Sailors  called 
to  Active  Service,  with  Short  Prayers  for  their  Private  Use.  By 
the  Rev.  M.  W.  Mayow,  M.A.     Price  3d. 

MEDLaSVAL  ALPHABETS,  Book  of.    Oblong  4to.,  2s. 

THE  MEETING  IN  THE  AAriLDERNESS,an  Imagina- 
tion,  by  the  author  of  "The  Divine  Master."     2s.bds.;  Is.  wrapper. 

MEMORIAL  OF  M.  E.  D.  AND  G.  E.  D.  Brief  notes  of  a 
Christian  life  and  very  holy  death.     By  T.  B.  P.     fid. 

A  METHOD  OF  ASSISTING  THE  SICK.  Translated 
from  the  Latin.   (A.  P.  F.)     32mo.  rubricated,  2d. 

MILL. — Sermons  on  the  Nature  of  Christianity.  By  the  late  Rev, 
W.  H.  Mill,  D.D.,  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  at  Cambridge.    7s. 

MILL. — Sermons  preached  before  the  University  of  Cambridge,  on 
the  5th  of  November  and  the  following  Sundays.    5s.  fid. 

DR.  MILL'S  PORTRAIT.  The  friends  of  Dr.  Mill  are  re- 
spectfuUy  informed  that  a  Portrait  of  the  Professor  has  been 
most  successfully  executed  from  the  Painting  by  T.  C.  Thompson, 
Esq.,  R.H.A.  Engraved  by  I.  C.  Paine,  Esq.  Proofs  before  letters, 
128.     Proofs,  7s.  fid.     Prints,  5s. 

MILLARD.— The  Island  Choir,  or  the  Children  of  the  Child  Jesus. 
By  the  Rev.  J.  E.  Millard,    fid. 

MILLER. — Worshipping  God  in  the  Beauty  of  Holiness.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  Miller,  M.A.     4d. 

MILLIE'S  JOURNAL ;  or,  the  Emigrant's  Letters.  Edited  by 
the  author  of  "  Amy's  Trials."  Dedicated  by  permission  to  the 
Rev.  H.  Caswall,  D.D.     fid. 

MILMAN.— Meditations  on  Confirmation.  By  the  Rev.  R.  Mil- 
man,  M.A.    3d. 

MILMAN.— The  Voices  of  Harvest.    8d. ;  cloth,  is. 

MILMAN. — The  Way  through  the  Desert;  or,  The  Caravan,  is. , 
or  Is.  fid.  cloth. 

MILMAN. — The  Love  of  the  Atonement;  a  Devotional  Exposi- 
tion of  the  53rd  chapter  of  Isaiah.  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  5s.;  calf 
antique,  10s.  fid. 

MILMAN. — The  Mystery  of  Marking:  a  Parable  for  School  Girls, 
fid.,  cloth  lOd. 

MILMAN.— Mitslav ;  or,  the  Conversion  of  Pomerania.  A  True 
Story  of  the  Shores  of  the  Baltic  in  the  Twelfth  Century.     5s.  fid. 

MINISTRY  OF  CONSOLATION,  The :  a  Guide  to  Con- 
fession for  the  use  of  Members  of  the  Church  in  England.  18mo. 
Price  3s. 

MOBERLY.— Stories  from  Herodotus,  by  the  Rev.  C.  E.  Moberly, 
M.A.     'Js. 
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MONRO.— Sacred  Allegories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  Monro.  Com- 
plete  in  one  vol.,  9s. 

The  Dark  River.    2s.  6d.    Cheap  edition,  is. 
The  Vast  Army.     2s.  fid.    Cheap  edition.  Is. 
The  Combatants.    2s.  fid.    Cheap  edition.  Is. 
The  Revellers.— Midnight  Sea.— The  Wanderer.    2s.  6d. 
The  Journey  Home.    An  Allegory.    2s.  fid.  Cheap  edition,  Is. 
MONRO. — Practical  Sermons  on  Old  Testament  Characters.     Vols. 
I.  and  II.,  cloth,  6s.  fid.  each.    Vol.  III.  (concluding  the  Series) 
In  the  press. 
MONRO. — Harry  and  Archie j    or,   First  and   Last  Communion. 

Part  I.  fid.    Part  II.  fid.;  together,  is. ;  cloth,  Is.  fid. 
MONRO.— True  Stories  of  Cottagers.    Cloth,  2s.  fid.;  in  packets,  2s. 
MONRO.— Basil,  the  Schoolboy  ;  or,  the  Heir  of  Arundel.    A  Story 

of  School  Life.     Fcap.  8vo.,  clotli,  3s.  fid. 
MONRO.— Walter,  the  Schoolmaster;  or,  Studies  of  Character  in 
a  Boy's  School.     Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  2s.  fid. 

MONRO. — Leonard  and  Dennis.  A  Tale  of  the  Russian  War.  In 
one  vol.,  7s.  fid. 

MONRO.— Midsummer  Eve.    fid.,  cloth  Is. 

MORAL  SONGS.  By  the  author  of  "  Hymns  for  Little  Chil- 
dren."   8d.,  cloth  IS.     School  Edition,  3s.  per  doz. 

MORMONS,  The  ;  the  Dream  and  the  Reality.     Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  fid. 

MORNING  AND  EVENING  EXERCISES  for  Begin- 
ners.    By  a  Clergyman.     2d.,  or  Us.  per  100. 

MORNING   AND    EVENING  PRAYER.     On  a  card. 

By  E.  S.     4d. 
MORNING  AND  EVENING  PRAYER,  with  Directions. 

By  F.  H.  M.     3d. 

MORNING  AND  EVENING  PRAYERS  for  a  House- 
hold,   fid. 

MORNING  AND  EVENING  HYMNS.  From  the 
"  Hymns  for  Little  Children,"  set  to  Music  for  the  use  of 
Schools  and  Famihes.     By  Dr.  Gauntlett.    fid.  each. 

MOSSMAN.— Sermons,  by  the  Rev.  T.  W.  Mossraan,  B.A.  12mo. 
cloth  5s. 

MOSSMAN.— A  Glossary  of  the  Principal  Words  used  in  a  Figura- 
tive.  Typical,  or  Mystical  sense  in  the  Holy  Scriptures;  with  their 
Signification,  gathered  from  the  Sacred  Writers  themselves,  or 
from  the  Works  of  the  Ancient  Fathers.  By  the  Rev.  T.  W.  Moss- 
man,  B.A.     Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  is.  8d. 

MOTHER'S  EASTER  OFFERING,  The.  By  the  author 
of  "The  Grandfather's  Christmas  Story,"  &c.    fid. 

MRS.  BOSS'S  NIECE.  By  the  author  of  "Stories  on  Pro- 
verbs."    l8mo.  cloth,  2s. 

MY  DUTY  AT  THE  TIME  OF  CONFINEMENT. 
On  a  thin  card,  2s.  fid.  per  100. 

NARRATIVE  HYMNS  for  Village  Schools.  By  the  author 
of  "Hymns  for  Little  Children."  Set  to  music  for  one  or  two 
voices,  by  A.  F.    2s.  fid.    Words  separately,  3d. 
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NEALE. — History  of  the  Holy  Eastern  Church. — General  Intro- 
duction.   By  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale,  M.A.    Two  vols.,  £1. 

NE  ALE. — Appendix  to  the  Introduction  to  the  History  of  the  Holy 
Eastern  Church;  containing  a  List  of  the  Sees.     Is. 

NEALE.— The  History  of  the  Patriarchate  of  Alexandria.  Two 
vols.,  24S. 

NEALE.— History  of  the  Patriarchates  of  Antioch  and  Jerusalem. 
Preparing. 

NEALE.— The  Bible  and  the  Bible  only  the  Religion  of  Protestants. 
A  Lecture.    4d. 

NEALE.— Readings  for  the  Aged.  4s.  6d.  Nevvr  edition,  with 
additions. 

NEALE. — Readings  for  the  Aged.  Second  series,  being  on  the 
Lesser  Holydays  in  the  English  Kalendar.  By  the  Rev.  J.  M. 
Neale.  With  an  Engraving  of  the  Interior  of  the  Chapel  of  Sack, 
ville  College,  East  Grinsted.     Price  6s. 

NEALE. — Readings  for  the  Aged.     Third  Series.    4s.  6d. 

NEALE.— Mediaeval  Preachers  and  Mediaeval  Preaching.  A  series 
of  extracts,  translated  from  the  sermons  of  the  middle  ages,  chro- 
nologically arranged.    With  notes,  and  an  introduction.   8vo.,  7s. 

NEALE. — Ecclesiological  Notes  on  the  Isle  of  Man :  a  Summer 
Pilgrimage.    3s.  6d. 

NEALE.— Hierologus;  or  the  Church  Tourists.  6s.  Cheap  Edition 
in  Two  parts.    3s.  4d. 

NEALE. — Mediaeval  Hymns,  Sequences,  and  other  Poems,  trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.     2s.  6d. 

NEALE. — Lays  and  Legends  of  the  Church  in  England.    2s.  6d. 

NEALE.— Hymns  for  the  Sick:  for  the  hours  days  of  the  week, 
&c.    6d.,  cloth  IS. 

NEALE.— Hymns  for  Children.  First,  Second,  and  Third  Series. 
3d.  each.    Complete  in  cloth,  Is. 

NEALE.— An  Easter  Carol.  The  melody  of  a  Sequence  of  the 
Thirteenth  Century,  with  Accompaniment;  the  words  from  two 
ancient  Carols.      By  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.     6d. 

NEALE.— "Joy  and  Gladness."  A  Christmas  Carol.  Written  to 
an  Ancient  Melody,  by  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale,  M.A.  Harmonized 
for  Four  Voices,  with  or  without  accompaniment,  by  the  Rev. 
S.  S.  Greatheed,  M.A.     Price  Is. 

NEALE.— Songs  and  Ballads  for  Manufacturers.    3d. 

NEALE.— A  Song  for  the  Times.  The  Words  by  the  Rev.  J.  M. 
Neale.    The  Music  (arranged  for  Four  Voices)  by  Aliquis.     Is. 

NEALE. — "  Here's  to  the  Cause,  to  that  Good  Cause."  The 
Words  by  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.  Set  to  Music  in  Four  Parts,  by 
A.  H.  Brown,  Organist  of  Romford  Church,     is. 

NEALE.— Church  History  for  Children.     3s, 

NEALE.— Stories  of  the  Crusades.    3s.  6d. 

NEALE.— Duchenier,  or  the  Revolt  of  La  Vendee.    3s.  6d. 

NEALE. — The  Unseen  World;  Communications  with  it,  real  or 
imaginary.    New  edition,  with  considerable  additions.    3s. 

NEALE. — Deeds  of  Faith;  Stories  from  Church  History.    2s. 

NEALE.— Theodora  Phranza ;  or  the  Fall  of  Constantinople.  Fcap. 
8vo.,  6s. 
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UTEAIJE.— The  Followers  of  the  Lord;  Stories  from  Church  History. 
Price  2s. 

WE  ALE. —Lent  Legends.  Stories  for  Children  from  Church  His- 
tory.   2s.  6d. 

NEALE.— Evenings  at  Sackville  College.    18mo.,  cloth  2s. 

NE  ALE.— The  Egyptian  Wanderers.  A  Tale  of  the  Tenth  Persecu- 
tion.     18mo.  2s.  6d. 

NEALE.— A  Commentary  on  the  Hymnal  Noted,  from  Ancient 
Sources.     Price  6d. 

NELSON  on  the  Communion;  containing  Devotions  for  the  Altar. 
3s.  6d. 

NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND :  or.  The  Two  For- 
tune Tellers.    By  the  author  of  "  Willie  Grant."    6d. 

NEVINS.— Theodore,  his  Brother  and  Sisters.  Edited  by  the  Rev. 
W.  Nevins.    2s.  6d. 

NEVINS.— The  Scriptural  Doctrine  of  the  Holy  Communion.     4d. 

NE'WLAND.— Confirmation  and  First  Communion.  A  Series  of 
Essays,  Lectures,  Sermons,  Conversations,  and  Heads  of  Catechi-, 
sing,  relative  to  the  preparation  of  Catechumens.  By  the  Rev. 
H.  Newland,  M.A.  Second  edition.  Post  8vo.,  7s.  6d.  cloth; 
lis.  calf. 
Tracts  printed  from  the  above  for  distribution  to  Catechumens,  in 

a  packet.     Is.  4d. 

NEWLAND.— Increase  of  Romanism  in  England,  by  the  Rev.  H. 
Newland,  M.A.    3d. 

NE  VV  LAND . — Three  Lectures  on  Tractarianism,  delivered  in  the 
Town  Hall,  Brighton,  with  Preface.    New  Edition,     is. 

NEWLAND.— Postils :  Short  Sermons  on  the  Parables,  &c., 
adapted  from  the  Fathers.     Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  3s. 

NEWLAND.— Village  Clubs.  By  a  member  of  the  Honourable 
Order  of  Odd  Fellows,  M.U.,  and  member  of  the  late  Westbourne 
Friendly  Society.  A  Lecture  addressed  to  the  Young  Men  of 
Westbourne,  by  the  Rev.  Henry  Newland,  being  a  continuation 
of  the  Lectures  on  Cottage  Economy,  by  Augusta  Anne  Pitney. 
Price  4d. 

NEWLAND.— The  Seasons  of  the  Church— what  they  teach.  A 
series  of  sermons  on  the  different  times  and  occasions  of  the  Chris- 
tian Year.    i2mo.    3  Vols.,  5s.  each. 

NOTICE  OP  BAPTISM.  Form  for  filUng  up  with  Sponsors, 
&c.     On  a  thin  card,  2s.  6d.  per  100. 

NUGEE.— The  Words  from  the  Cross,  as  applied  to  our  own  Death- 
beds, beuig  a  Series  of  Lent  Lectures  delivered  at  S.  Paul's, 
Knightsbridge,  1853.     By  the  Rev.  George  Nugee,  M.A.   2s.  6d. 

NUGEE.— The  Holy  Women  of  the  Gospel.  Second  Series  of  Lent 
Lectures  delivered  at  S.  Paul's,  Knightsbridge.     Price  2s.  6d. 

OLDKNOW.— Hymns  for  the  Service  of  the  Church.  Edited  by 
the  Rev.  J.  Oldknow.    New  Edition.     Is. 

OLD  WILLIAM ;  or,  the  Longest  Day,  by  the  author  of  •'  The 
Grandfather's  Christmas  Story."    6d. 

ORDER  FOR  PRIME.     Prayers  for  Eariy  Morn.    Price  4d. 

ORDER  FOR  COMPLINE  ;  or  Pravers  before  Bed-time.    4d. 

ORDER  FOR  SEXTS  AND  NONES.  Prayers  for  12  and 
3  o'clock.    Id. 


24  WORKS    PUBLISHED    BY    J.    MASTERS, 

ORDER  OF  PSALMS  for  Singing  on  each  Sunday  and  Fes- 
tival. Selected  from  the  Old  and  New  Versions  of  the  Psalms, 
by  the  Rev.  M.  Walcott,  M.A.    On  a  sheet,  2d. 

ORGANS  (A  short  account  of)  built  in  England  from  the  Reign  of 
Cliarles  the  First  to  the  present  time.  With  designs  by  the  late 
A.  W.  Pugin,  Esq.     Fcap.  8vo.  6s. 

THE  ORIGIN  AND  PROGRESS  OF  THE  NA- 
TIONAL AND  INDUSTRIAL  SCHOOLS,  in  con- 
nection with  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Trinity,  at  Finchley,  showing 
their  effect  in  preventing  Juvenile  delinquency.    6d. 

ORLEBAR.— Christmas  Eve  and  other  Poems,  by  Mrs.  Cuthbert 
Orlebar.    Is. 

OUR  CHRISTIAN  CALLING,  or  Conversations  with  my 
Neighbours.  By  the  author  of  "  Sunlight  in  the  Clouds."  18mo. 
cloth,  2s. 

OXLEE.— The  Christian  Doctrine  of  the  Trinity  and  Incarnation 
considered  and  maintained  on  the  Principles  of  Judaism.     By 
the  late  Rev.  John  Oxlee,  M.A.,  Rector  of  Molesworth,  Hunts. 
Vol.  I.  (1815.)     On  the  Holy  Trinity.     10s. 
Vol.  II.  (1820.)     The  Doctrine  of  the  Incarnation.     10s. 
Vol.  III.  (1850.)    The  Doctrine  of  the  Incarnation  as  to  our 
Lord's  ofifice  and  work.     10s. 

OXLEE.— -Three  Letters  to  Mr.  C.  Wellbeloved,  (1824)  Tutor  of  the 
Unitarian  College,  York,  occasioned  by  his  Attack  on  the  Charge 
of  Archdeacon  Wrangham. — Strictures  on  Separation  from  the 
Church. — The  Athanasian  Creed,  &c.    4s.  6d. 

OXLEE.— Three  Letters,  (1825),  addressed  to  the  Rev.  Frederick 
Nolan,  Vicar  of  Prittlewell,  on  his  erroneous  criticisms  and  mis- 
statements in  the  Christian  Remembrancer,  relative  to  the  Text  of 
the  Heavenly  Witnesses,  &c.    3s.  6d. 

OXLEE.— Three  Letters  (1827)  to  the  Archbishop  of  Cashel  on  the 
Recent  Apocryphal  publications  of  his  Grace,  and  on  the  Annota- 
tions respectmg  them.    6s.  6d. 

OXLEE.— Three  Letters  (1842)  humbly  addressed  to  the  Lord  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury,  on  the  inexpediency  and  futility  of  any 
attempt  to  convert  the  Jews  to  the  Christian  Faith  in  the  way  and 
manner  hitherto  practised,  being  a  general  discussion  of  the  whole 
Jewish  Question,    as. 

OXLEE.— Three  more  Letters  (1845)  in  continuation  of  the  same 
subject.     3s. 

PACKER. — Sermons  on  the  Lord's  Prayer,  by  the  Rev.  J.  G. 
Packer,  M.A.,  Incumbent  of  S.  Peter's,  Bethnal  Green.    3s.  6d. 

PAGET.— The  Living  and  the  Dead.  Sermons  on  the  Burial  Ser- 
vice, by  the  Rev.  F.  E.  Paget,  M.A.    6s.  6d. 

PAGET.— Sermons  on  the  Duties  of  Daily  Life.    6s.  6d. 

PAGET.— Sermons  on  the  Saipts'  Days  and  Festivals.    5s. 
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PAGET. — The  Christian's  Day.  New  edition,  square  24mo.  3s.  fid.  j 
morocco,  7s.     Calf  antique,  Qs. 

PAG-ET. — SursumCorda:  Aids  to  Private  Devotion.  Collected  from 
the  Writings  of  English  Churchmen.  Compiled  by  the  Rev.  F.  E. 
Paget.  5s. ;  mor.,  8s.  6d.  A  Companion  to  "  The  Christian's  Day." 
Calf  antique,  10s.  6d. 

PAGET.— Prayers  for  Labouring  Lads.     1  Jd. 

PAGET.— Prayers  on  behalfof  the  Church  and  her  Children  in  Times 
of  Trouble.    Compiled  by  the  Rev.  F.  E.  Paget,     is. 

PAGET.— Tract  upon  Tombstones  ;  or  Suggestions  for  Persons  in- 
tending to  set  up  Monuments.    With  Engravings.     Is. 

PAGET.— Memoranda  Parochialia,  or  the  Parish  Priest's  Pocket 
Book.    3s.  6d.,  double  size  5s. 

PAGET. — Milford  Malvoisin  ;  or,  Pews  and  Pewholders.    2s. 

PAGET.— S.  AnthoUn's;  or,  Old  Churches  and  New.  New  edition, 
is. 

PAGET.— The  Owlet  of  Owlstone  Edge :  his  Travels,  his  Expe- 
rience, and  his  Lucubrations.  Fcap.  8vo.,  with  a  beautiful  Steel 
Engraving.     Third  edition.    3s.  6d. 

PAGET.— The  Warden  of  Berkingholt.    5s.    Cheap  edition,  2s.  8d. 

PAGET.— Tales  of  the  Village,  a  new  edition,  in  one  vol.,  5s.  6d. 
Contents: — TheChurch'sOrdiuances—Fruitsof  Obedience— Friendly 

Discussion — Youthful  Trials— Forms  and  Formularies— The  Way  of  the 

World— The  Way  of  the  Church,  &c. 

PAGET.— How  to  Spend  Sunday  Well  and  Happily.  On  a  card. 
Id.,  25  for  2s. 

PALEY.— Ecclesiologist's  Guide  to  the  Churches  within  a  circuit 
of  Seven  Miles  round  Cambridge.    By  F.  A.  Paley,  M.A.     2s. 

PALMER.— Dissertations  on  some  subjects  relating  to  the  "  Or- 
thodox"  Communion.     By  the  Rev.  W.  Palmer,  M.A.     10s.  6d. 

PARISH  TALES.  Reprinted  from  the  "Tales  ot  a  London 
Parish."     In  a  packet,  price  Is.  fid. 

PATH    OP    LIFE.     By  the  author  of  the    "Seven  Corporal 

Works  of  Mercy."    fid. 
PATRICK,  Bp.— The  Parable  of  the  Pilgrim.    By  Bishop  Patrick. 

New  Edition,  Is. 

PAYNE. — Decaeus,  or  the  Dawn  of  To-morrow ;  and  the  Bond- 
child,  or  the  Bird  of  Fiducia.  Two  Allegories.  By  Isabel  Jannette 
Payne.    Cloth  Is.     Separately  fid.  each. 

PEARSON.— Stories  on  the  Eight  Beatitudes,  by  the  Rev.  G.  F. 
Pearson.     Is.  cloth,  or  in  a  packet. 

PEARSON. — Stories  of  Christian  Joy  and  Sorrow,  or  Home  Tales  , 
by  the  Rev.  H.  D.  Pearson,  containing  Little  Ruth  Gray,  Holy 
Stone,  Hugh,  Old  Oliver  Dale.     Price  Is. ;  separately,  4d.  each. 

PEREIRA.— Tentativa  Theologica.  Por  P.  Antonio  Pereira  de 
Figueredo.    Translated  by  the  Rev.  E.  H.  Landcu,  M.A.     5s. 

PERRY.— Lawful  Church  Ornaments.  Being  an  Historical  Exami- 
nation,  &c.     By  the  Rev.  T.  W.  Perry.     Royal  8vo.,  cloth,  21s. 

PHIPPS.— Catechism  on  the  Holy  Scriptures,  by  the  Rev.  E.  J. 
Phipps,  18mo.    is. 
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PITNEY. — Cottage  Economy,  by  a  Cottager.    In  Three  Lectures, 

addressed  to  the  Girls  of  the  Westbourne  National  School,  by 

Augusta  Anne  Pitney,  late   Pupil  Teacher,  with  a  Preface  and 

Notes  by  the  Re%'.  Henry  Newland.    4d. 
PIOUS  CHURCHMAW  :  a  Manual  of  Devotion  and  Spiritual 

Instruction.    Is.  fid.     Bound  in  Leather  2s.  6d.  gilt  or  red  edges. 
PLEA    FOR   ITSTDUSTRIAIi    SCHOOLS,   with  a  Short 

Sketch  of  the  Trogress  ol  the  National  and  Industrial  Schools  of 

Finchley.    By  one  of  the  Editors  of  "the  Finchley  Manuals." 

Fcap.Svo.,  3s.  6d. 
POCKET  MANUAL  OP  PRAYERS.    Fourth  edition,  with 

considerable  additions,  6d.    Cloth,  with  the  Collects,  is.;   blue 

calf,  2s.     (This  is  the  most  complete  Manual  published.) 
POEMS   on  Subjects  in  the  Old  Testament.      Parts   I.  and  II. 

By  C.  F.  A.,  author  of  "  Hymns  for  Little  Children,"  &c.,  price 

6d.  each  in  printed  paper  cover;  Is.  in  embossed  cloth ;  3s.  6d.  in 

morocco. 
POOLE.— Twelve  Sermons  on  the  Holy  Communion,  by  the  Rev. 

-  G.  A.  Poole,  M.A.     12ino.  4s.  6d. 
POOLE.— Churches  of  Scarborough  and  the  Neighbourhood,  by  the 

Rev.    G.    A.    Poole,  and  John  West  Hugall,  Architect.    Cloth, 

3s.  6d.,  paper  2s.  fid. 
POOLE. — History  of  Ecclesiastical  Architecture  in  England,  by  the 

Rev.  G.  A.  Poole,  M.A.     Large  8vo.  vol.,  7s.  fid. 
POOLE.— Churches,  their   Structure,    Arrangement,    Ornaments, 

&c.,  by  the  Rev.  G.  A.  Poole.     Is.  fid.,  cloth  2s.  fid. 
POOLE.— History  of  England.    From  the  First  Invasion  to  Queen 

Victoria,  by  Rev.  G.  A.  Poole,  M.A.   New  edition.   1  vol.  post  8vo., 

clcith.    7s.  fid. 
POOLE.— Sir  Raoul  de  Broc  and  his  Son  Tristram,  a  Tale  of  the 

Twelfth  Century,  by  the  Rev.  G.  A.  Poole,  M.A.    2s. 
POTT.— Confirmation  Lectures  delivered  to  a  Village  Congregation 

in  the  Diocese  of  Oxford.    By  Alfred  Pott,   B.D.    2nd  edition. 

Price  2s, 
POTT. — Village  Lectures  on  the  Sacraments  and  Occasional  Services 

of  the  Church.    Price  2s. 

PRACTICE  OP  THE  PRESENCE  OF  G-OD  the  best 
rule  of  a  Holy  Life,  being  Conversations  and  Letters  of  Brother 
Lawrence.    Second  Edition.     Royal  32mo.    4d. 

PRAYERS  FOR  THE  SEVEN  CANONICAL  HOURS. 

Together  with  devotions,  acts  of  contrition,  faith,  hope,  and  love, 

chiefly  from  ancient  sources.    With  an  office  preparatory  to  and 

after  Holy  Communion.    4d.,  cloth  fid. 
PREPARING   THE  "WAY;   or,  the  Kmg's  Workmen.    An 

Advent  Story.    Price  fid. 
PRICHARD.— Sermons,  by  the  late  Rev.  James  Cowles  Prichard, 

M.A.    4s.  fid. 
PRISONERS   OF  CRAIGMACAIRE.    A  Story  of  '"46.'» 

Edited  by  the  Author  of  "  The  Divine  Master,"  &c.     is. 
PRYNNE.— Plain  Parochial  Sermons.    Second  Series.  By  the  Rev. 

G.  R.  Prynne,  B.A.,  Incumbent  of  S.  Peter's,  Plymouth.    Demy 

8vo.,  10s.  fid.    First  Series,  1  OS.  fid. 
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THE  PSALTER,  or  Seven  Ordinary  Hours  of  Prayer,  according: 
to  the  use  of  the  Church  of  Sarura.  Beautifully  Illuminated  and 
bound  in  antique  parchment.    36s. 

PTJRCHAS.— The  Book  of  Feasts :  Homilies  for  the  Saints'  Days. 
By  the  Rev.  J.  Purchas,  M.A.     Price  6s. 

PURCHAS.— A  Directory  for  the  Celebration  of  the  Holy  Com- 
munion, &c.  By  the  Rev.  J.  Purchas.  Preparing  for  publication. 
Subscribers'  Names  received. 

PYE. — A  Short  Ecclesiastical  History:  from  the  conclusion  of  the 
Acts  of  the  Apostles,  to  the  Council  of  Nice,  a.d.  325.  By  the 
Rev.  H.  J.  Pye.    Is.  6d. 

^Practical  €f)xi$tm\'i  Htbravp. 

ANDRE  VV JUS.— Parochial   Sermons,    by   Bishop    Lancelot    An- 

drewes.    2s. 
BRECHIW. — Commentary    on   the    Seven    Penitential    Psalms » 

chiefly  from  ancient  sources.    Qd.  and  is.  cloth;  Is.  6d.  bound. 
CONTENTMENT,  the  Art  of,  by  the  author  of  the  "  Whole 

Duty  of  Man."     is.  6d. 
CO  SIN.— Collection  of  Private  Devotions,  by  Bishop  Cosin.    Is.; 

calf,  3s. ;  morocco,  3s.  6d. 
FALLOW. — A  Selection  of  Hymns  for  the  use  of  S.  Andrew's, 

Wells  Street.    Is.    Ditto,  writh  those  for  Private  Use.     Is.  6d. 
HORNECK.— Daily   Exercises :    taken   from    Horneck's    Happy 

Ascetic.    9d. 
JOHNS.— Fourteen    Meditations    of  John    Gerhard,    done    into 

English  by  the  Rev.  B.  G.  Johns.    6d. 
KEN,  Bp. — The  Practice  of  Divine  Love ;  an  Exposition  upon  the 

Church  Catechism,  by  Bishop  Ken.    gd. 
KETTLEWELL.— A  Companion  for  the  Penitent,  by  the  Rev. 

John  Kettlevirell.    8d. 
MANUAL,  the  Young  Churchman's  :  Meditations  on  the  Chief 

Truths  of  Religion.    Second  Edition.     6d. 
NELSON.— A  Guide  to  the  Holy  Communion,  with  Suitable  Devo- 
tions, bv  Robert  Nelson.     8d. 
PATRICK.— The    Parable  of   the  Pilgrim.    By  Bishop    Patrick. 

New  Edition.     Price  is. 
SANDERSON.— The  Christian  Man  a  Contented  Man,  by  Bishop 

Sanderson.    9d. 
SCUD AMORE.— Steps  to  the  Altar;  a  Manual  for  the  Blessed 

Eucharist,  by   W.   E.  Scudamore,   M.A.    Cloth,   Is. ;  Calf,   3s.  ; 

morocco,  3s.  6d. ;  cheap  edition,  6d.    A  new  edition,  handsomely 

printed  on  tinted  paper,  and  rubricated.      Royal  32mo.    Cloth, 

2s.  6d. ;  limp  calf,  4s. ;  Morocco,  5s. ;  also  in  antique  binding  with 

clasps,  &c. 

SUCKLING. — A  Manual  of  Devotions  for  Confirmation  and  First 
Communion.    By  the  late  Rev.  R.  A.  Suckling.    6d. 

TAYLOR.— The  History  of  the  Life  and  Death  of  our  Ever- 
blessed  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ:  abridged  from  Bishop  Jeremy 
Taylor.     Is.  6d. 

TAYLOR.— Death,  Judgment,  Heaven,  and  Hell.    8d. 
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Prayersfor  a  Husband  and  Wife.    2d.    Ditto  6d. 

Prayers  for  a  Sick  Room,     3s.  6d.  per  hundred. 

Prayers  for  Different  Hours  of  the  Day.    3s.  6d.  per  hundred. 

Prayers  and   Directions  for  Morning  ami  Evening.      By  F.  H.  M. 

On  a  large  card,  price  3d. 
Prayers  for  the  use  of  Parochial  Schools.     By  F.  H.  M.    fid. 
Prayers  and  Rules  for  the  Ordering  and  Use  of  a  Church  Guild,     is. 
Prayers  and  Self-Examination  for  Children.     2d. 
Private  Devotions  as  enjoined  by  the  Holy  Eastern  Church  for  the  use 

of  her  Members.    Translated  from  the  original.     Is. 
Private  Devotion,  a  Short  Form  for  the  Use  of  Children.     Id. 
Progressive  Prayers  and  Directions.    In  four  parts,  bound,  2d. ;   in 

sets  of  four,  2id. 
Simple  Prayers  for  Little  Children,  by  the  author  of  "  Devotions  for 

the  Sick  Room,"  &c.    2d. 
Prayers  for  Young  Persons,  by  the  same  author.    4d. 
Prayers  for  Little  Children  and  Young  Persons.    6d.,  cloth  8d. 
Simple   Prayers  for  Morning  and   Evening  for  Working  Boys.    5s. 

per  100. 
Prayers  for  Working  Men.     By  the  Rev.  W.  J.  Butler.    2d. 
Daily  Prayers  for  Labouring  Lads.     By  the  Rev.  F.  E.  Paget.     Ud. 
Short  Prayers  for  Morning  and  Night,  for  the  Use  of   the  Faithful 

Children  of  the  Church.    2d. 
The  Sum  of  the  Catholic  Faith.     Extracted  from  Bishop  Cosin's 

Devotions.    2d. 
Prayers  for  the  Use  of  all  who  are  engaged  in  the  Work  of  Church 

Education.    2d. 
A  Manual  of  Daily  Prayers  for  Persons  who  are  much  hindered  by 

the  Duties  of  their  calling.    3d. 
Hymns  for  the  Hours  of  Prayer.    2d. 

QUESTIOTsTS    AIXTD    AIsTS^^ERS    ILLUSTRATIVE 

OF    THE    CHURCH    CATECHISM.    For  the  Use  ol 

Young  Persons.     New  Edition.     Cloth  8d. 
QUESTIONS  FOR  SELF-EXAMINATION  for  the  Use 

of  the  Clergy,    fid. 
QUESTIONS  on  Christian  Doctrine  and  Practice.     Id. 
THE   RAILROAD   CHILDREN.     By  the  author  of  "The 

Heir  of  Redclyffe."    fid. 
RAINY  MORNINGS  ^WITH  AUNT  MABEL;   or.  In- 

cidents  in  Church  Missions.     18mo.,  cloth,  2s.  fid. 
READING  LESSONS  from  Scripture  History,  for  the  Use  of 

Schools.     Royal  ISmo.,  limp  cloth,  fid. 

RECOLLECTIONS    OF    A    SOLDIER'S     -WIDOW-. 

New  Edition  with  Appendix,    fid. 
REFLECTIONS,  Meditations,  and  Prayers,  on  the  Holy   Life 

and  Passion  of  our  Lord.     By  the  author  of  "  Devotions  for  the 

Sick  Room."     New  edition,  7s. 
REFORMATION,  Progressof  the  Church  of  England  since  the. 

6d.,  cloth  Sd. 
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BEFOBMED  VILLAGE ;  or.  Past  and  Present.    Fcap.  8vo. 

cloth.  Is.  6d.     Is.  wrapper. 
BEGISTER   OF  BAPTISMS,    MABBIAGES,    AND 

BI7BIALS,  on  Parchment  and  Paper. 
BEGISTEB     OF     PEBSONS     CONFIBMED     AND 

ADMITTED    TO    HOLY    COMMUNIODNT.     For  500 

names,  4s.  6d.    For  1000  names  7s.  fid.  half-bound.     Paper  2s.  6d. 

per  quire. 
BEPOBTS   AND   PAPEBS  of  the  Architectural  So- 
cieties of  Northarapton,  York,  and  Lincoln.      1850, 

7s.  6d.;  1851,  2,  3,  4,  5.     5s.  each. 
EEVELATION,  The,  of  Jesus  Christ,  explained  agreeably  to 

the  Analogy  of  Holy  Scripture.     By  a  Clergyman.     14s. 
•'  It  must  be  confessed  that  he  has  sought  the  key  in  the  only  place 
in  which  it  can  be  found,  in  the  Holy  Scriptures,  in  a  proper  spirit,  and 
by  a  prooer  light." — Morning  Post. 
BO CKSTBO/— Stories  on  the  Commandments.    The  Second  Table : 

"  My  duty  towards  my  Neighbour."    By  W.  S.  Rockstro.     Is.  6d. 

cloth,  and  in  a  packet. 
BOCKSTBO.— Abbey    Lands.      A  Tale.      By   W.    S.    Rockstro. 

Fcap.  8vo. 
BOSE. — Morning  and  Evening  Prayers,  selected  by  the  Rev.  H.  J. 

Rose,M.A.,when  Vicar  of  Horsham.    6d. 
BUS  SELL. — Lays  concerning  the  Early  Church,  by  the  Rev.  J.  F. 

Russell.     IS.  6d. 
BUS  SELL.— The  Judgment  of  the  Anglican  Church  (Posterior  to 

the  Reformation)  on  the  Sufficiency  of  Holy  Scripture,  &c.,  by  the 

Rev.  J.  F.  Russell,  B.C.L.     10s.  6d. 
BUTH  OSBOBNE,  the  Nurse.    Price  6d. 
S.  ALB  AN' S  ;  or,  the  Prisoners  of  Hope.    By  the  Author  of  "  The 

Divine  Master."    Fcap.  8vo.,  5s. 

SACBAMENTABIUM    ECCLESL^    CATHOLIC./E. 

A  Sacramentary  designed  to  incorporate  the  contents  of  all  the 

Sacramentaries  anywhere  used  in  the  Church,  previous  to  the 

l6th  century.  Part  I.,  Advent  to  Christmas.  2s.  6d. 
SAMUEL  :  a  Story  for  Choristers.  Is.,  cloth  is.  6d. 
SANKEY.— Bible  Exercises,  adapted  to  the  Services  of  the  Church 

of  England,  and  designed  chiefly  for  Sunday  Schools.     Teacher's 

copy,  8d.     Pupil's  copy,  6d. 
SCENES   AND    CHABACTEBS ;   or.  Eighteen  Months  at 

Beechcroft.      By    the   Author     of    "Abbey    Church"      Second 

Edition.     3s.  6d. 
SCHOOL  CHECK  CABD  of  Attendance,    as.  6d.  per  100. 
SCOTT.— Twelve  Sermons,  by  the  Rev.  Robert  Scott,  D.D.     l2mo. 

PricG  7s. 
SCBIPTUBE  HISTOBY  for  the  Young.     By  the  Author  of 

"Reflections,     Meditations,"    &c.      Old    and  New   Testaments. 

3s.  6d.,  or  with  l6  engravings  4s.  6d.  • 

SEBMONS    FOB    THE    PEOPLE.— Preaching  of   Christ. 

A  Series   of  Sixty   Sermons  for  the   People.     By   the  Author   of 

the  "  Christian  Servant's  Book."    5s.  in  a  packet.     Wrappers  for 

the  Sermons,  gd.  for  25.     Fine  paper  edition  8s.  6d.  cloth. 
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SERMONS  REGISTER,  by  which  an  account  may  be  kept 

of  Sermons,  the  number,  subject,  and  when  preached.     Is. 
SEVEN  CORPORAL  'WORKS  OP  MERCY,  illustrated 

in  Seven  Outline  Engravings.    3s.  6d.  plain  j  5s.  coloured.     For 

hanging  in  Schools. 
SEVEN  SPIRITUAL  "WORKS  OP  MERCY,  illustrated 

in  Seven  Outhne  Engravings.    3s.  6d.  plain ;  5s.  coloured.     For 

hanging  in  Schools. 
SHORT  DEVOTIONS  POR  THE  SEASONS: 

Compiled  for  Parochial  Distribution,  by  F.  H.  M. 
Devotions  for  the  Season  of  Advent  and  Christmas.   Id.,  or  /s.per  100. 
Devotions  for  Lent,    ^d.,  or  3s.  6d.  per  100. 

Devotions  for  Holy  Week  and  Easter  Eve.    ^d.,  or  3s.  6d.  per  100. 
Devotions  for  Easter  to  Ascension.     Id.,  or  7s.  per  100. 
Devotions  for  the  Festival  of  the  Ascension,     ^d.,  or  3s.  fid.  per  100. 
Devotions  for  Whitsuntide,    ^d.,  or  3s.  6d.  per  100. 
Devotions  for  the  Festival  of  the  Holy  Trinity,    ^d.,  or  3s.  6d.  per  100. 

SHORT  MANUAL  OP  PRAYERS  POR  COMMUNI- 
CANTS, With  Devotions  for  Several  Seasons.    By  a  Priest  of 
the  Church  of  England.     Rubricated.    Price  is. 
A  SHORT  OPPICE  OP  EVENING  AND  MORNING 
PRAYER  for  Families.     6d. 

SHORT  SERVICES  POR  DAILY  USE  IN  P AMI- 
LIES.    Cloth,  is.  6d. 

SISTERS  OP  CHARITY,  and  some  Visits  with  them. 
Being  Letters  to  a  Friend  in  England.    Two  Engravings.     2s. 

SLIGHT.— The  First  Captivity  and  Destruction  of  Jerusalem,  a 
Tale,  by  the  Rev,  H.  S.  Slight,  B.D.  With  Engravings.  7s.  6d.; 
calf.  I  OS.  6d. 

SMITH.— Sermons  preached  in  Holy  Week,  by  the  Rev.  C.  F. 
Smith,  B.A.,  Vicar  of  Crediton.    6s. 

SMITH. — The  Devout  Chorister.  Thoughts  on  his  Vocation,  and  a 
Manual  of  Devotions  for  his  use.  By  Thomas  F.  Smith,  B.D., 
Fellow  of  Magdalen  College.   CI.,  2s.;  calf,  3s.   Cheap  edition,  Is. 

SMITH.— Family  Prayers,  a  Selection  of  Prayers  of  the  Church 
of  England.     By  J.  W.  Smith,  Esq.,  B.C.L.,  Is. ;  paper  cover,  6d. 

SMITH.— King  Alfred's  Hymn.  "  As  the  Sun  to  brighter  Skies." 
Arranged  to  ancient  music,  by  Dr.  Smith.     6d. 

SMITH.— The  Church  Catechism  illustrated  by  the  Book  of  Com- 
mon Prayer,  by  the  Rev.  Rowland  Smith,  M.A.    4d. 

SMYTTAN.— Christ  Slighted  and  Rejected.  Two  Sermons, 
preached  at  S.  Andrew's,  Wells  Street,  in  Passion  and  Holy 
Weeks,  18.56.     By  the  Rev.  G.  H.  Smyttan,  B.A.     Is. 

SONGS  AND  HYMNS  POR  THE  NURSERY 
adapted  to  Original  Music.  By  the  author  of  the  "  Fairy  Bower." 
Small  4to.,  cloth  3s.  6d. 

SONGS  OP  CHRISTIAN  CHIVALRY,    3s.  6d. 

"The  tendency  and  moral  of  these  Songs  are  in  the  pure  spirit  of 

Christianity."— iVawrt/  and  Military  Gazette. 

SONNETS  AND  VERSES,  from  Home  and  Parochial  Life. 
By  H.  K.  C.    2s.  6d. 
The  greater  part  of  the  present  volume  received  seven  years  ago  the 
mprimatur  of  the  author  of  the  "  Christian  Year." 
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SPELMAN.  —  History  and  Fate  of   Sacrilege.     New  Edition, 

Demy  8vo.  cloth,  10s.  6d. 
SPERLING.— Church  Walks  in  Middlesex  :  being  a  Series  of  Ec- 

clesiological  Notes,  with  Appendix  to  the  present  time.    By  John 

Hanson  Sperling,  B.A.    3s.  6d. 

THE  SPONSOR'S  DUTY.  To  be  given  at  Baptisms.  On  thin 
card,  2s.  fid.  per  100. 

STEERE.— An  Historical  Sketch  of  the  English  Brotherhoods  which 
existed  at  the  beginning  of  the  18th  century.    By  Dr.  Steere.    fid. 

STOWE.— Ellen  Merton,  or  the  Pic-nic.  By  Mrs.  Stone,  author  of 
"  The  Art  of  Needlework."  &c.     Is.  fid. 

STORIES  FOR  YOUNG  SERVANTS.    With  Engravings. 
Price  2s.  in  a  packet  or  bound. 
No.  1.  Deceit  and  Dishonesty.    2.  "Proper  Pride."    3.  Fine  Clothes. 

4.  Mischief-Making. 

STORIES  ON  THE  LORD'S  PRAYER.  By  the  Author 
of  "Amy  Herbert."      Price  fid. 

STORY  OP  A  DREAM,  or  the  Mother's  Christian  Version 
of  Little  Red  Riding  Hood.     Is. 

STRETTON.— Guide  to  the  Infirm,  Sick,  and  Dying.  By  the  Rev. 
Henry  Strettou,  M.  A. .Incumbent  of  S.  Mary  Magdalene,  Chiswick, 
one  of  the  Compilers  of  the  Visitatio  Infirmorum.     Price  5s.  fid. 

STRETTON.— The  Acts  of  S.  Mary  Magdalene  Considered  in  Six- 
teen Sermons,  by  the  Rev.  H.  Stretton,  M.A.    7s.  fid. 

STRETTON.— The  Churcii  Catechism  explained  and  annotated 
principally  as  an  aid  to  the  Clergy  in  Catechizing  in  Churches. 
Part  I.     Price  Is.  cloth,  interleaved  Is.  fid. 

STRETTON. -The  Church  Catechism  Explained,  for  the  Aid  of 
Young  Persons.    Part  First.    Abridged  fro-m  the  above.    Price  2d. 

STRETTON.— The  Child's  Catechism,     id. 

STRETTON.— A  Catechism  of  First  Truths  of  Christianity  intro- 
ductory to  the  Church  Catechism,     Id. 

STRETTON.— The  Scholar's  Manual  of  Devotions,  including  the 
Church  Catechism,  &c.    2d. ;  cloth,  4d. 

STRETTON.— Church  Hymns,  for  the  Sundays,  Festivals,  ^nd 
other  Seasons  of  the  Ecclesiastical  Year.  Compiled,  with  an  In- 
troduction,  by  the  Rev.  H.  Stretton,  M.A.  is.  With  a  reduc- 
tion on  numbers. 

STRIDE.— Thirty  Sketches  forChristian  Memorials, on  sheet,  2s.  fid.; 
mounted  on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  roller,  fis. 

SUCKLING.— Memoir  of  the  Rev.  R.  A.  Suckling,  with  Cor- 
respondence.  By  the  Rev.  I.  Williams,  B.D.  New  Edition. 
Fcap.  8vo.,  price  5s. 

SUCKLING.— Sermons,  by  the  late  Rev.  R.  A.  Suckling.  Edited 
by  the  Rev.  I.  Williams,  B.D.     New  Edition,  5s. 

SUCKLING.— Family  Prayers  adapted  to  the  course  of  the  Eccle- 
siastical Year.  By  the  late  Rev.  R.  A.  Suckling.  Is,  Cheap 
edition,  fid. 

SUCKLIW  G,— Holiness  in  the  Priest's  Household,  Second  edition. 
By  the  late  Rev.  R.  A.  Suckling.    C.I. 

SUCKLING.— Manual  for  Confirmation  and  First  Communion. 
Cloth,  fid. 

SUNDAY  :   A  Poem.    By  the  Rev.  Philip  Freeman,  M.A.    4d. 
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SUNDAY  ALPHABET,  The  Little  Christian's.    4d.;  enamel 

wrapper,  6fl.;  coloured.  Is 
SUNLIGHT  IN  THE  CLOUDS,  &c.    Three  Tales.    2s. 

SUSAN  SPELLM AN ;  a  Tale  of  the  Silk  MUls.    By  the  Author 

of  "  Betty  Cornwell."    6d. 
SUNSETTING- ;  or,  Old  Age  in  its  Glory:  a  story  of  happiness, 

peace,  and  contentment.    6d. 
SUNTER'S  Ornamental  Designs  for  Monumental  Slabs.    On  a 

sheet,  2s.  6d. 
SUSANNA.— A  "  Home  Tale."    Price  6d. 
TALLIS.— Hymns  of   the   Church,   Pointed  as   they    are  to    be 

Chanted ;  together  with  the  Versicles,  Litany,   Responses,  &c., 

by  T.  Tallis.    Arranged  by  Mr.  Pearsall.     Is. 
TAYLOR,  Bp.  Jeremy,  Prayers  contained  in  the  Life  of  Christ. 

Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
TEALE.— I>ives  of  Eminent  English  Divines,  by  the  Rev.  W.  H. 

Teale,  M.A.     With  engravings.     5s. 

Life  of  Bishop  Andrewes,  is.  Life  of  Dr.  Hammond,  Is. 

Life  of  Bishop  Bull,  9d.  Life  of  Bishop  Wilson,  Is. 

Lifeof  Jones  of  Nayland.  is. 

"  THE    THREEFOLD    HEAVENS    OF    GLORIOUS 

HEIGHT."    The  words  from  the  "  Cathedral."     The  music 

by  M.  A.  W.     is. 
THE  TWINS :  or,  "Thy  Will  be  done."    Price  8d. 
THOMPSON  —Davidica.    Twelve  Practical  Sermons  on  the  Life 

and  Character  of  David,  King  of  Israel,  published  in  1827.     By 

Henry  Thompson,  M.A.     Demy  8vo.  3s. 
THOMPSON. — Concionalia;  Outlines  of  Sermons  for  Parochial 

Use  throughout  the  Year.    By  the  Rev.  Henry  Thompson,  M.A. 

Two  vols.  12s. 
THOMPSON.— Original  Ballads,  by  Living  Authors,  1850.    Edited 

by  the  Rev.  H.  Thompson,  M.A.    With  beautiful  Illustrations. 

7s.  6d.,  morocco  10s.  fid. 
THOUGHTS  IN   SOLITUDE.    Post  8vo.  3s.  fid. 

THRIFT  ;  or,  Hints  for  Cottage  Housekeeping,  by  the  author  of 
"  A  Trap  to  Catch  a  Sunbeam."    2d. 

TIME  OF  THE  END,  and  other  Poems.    Fcap.  8vo.,  3s. 

TOMLINS.— Sermons  for  the  Holy  Seasons,  by  the  Rev.  R.  Tom- 
lins,  M.A.     5s. 

TOMLINS.— Advent  Sermons  (Second  Series).  ITie  Four  Night 
Watches ;  being  Four  Sermons  on  Childhood,  Youth,  Manhood, 
Age,  illustrated  by  copious  references  to  the  Advknt  Services. 
By  the  Rev.  R.  Tomlins,  M.A.     Is.  fid. 

TORRY.— Life  and  Times  of  the  late  Bishop  Torry.  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  J.  M.  Neale,  M.A.  Demy  8vo.,  price  14s.,  with  Portrait  of 
the  late  Bishop. 

TOWER  BUILDERS,  and  the  Two  Merchants:  Two  Alle- 
gories.   9d, 

TREBURSAYE  SCHOOL;  or,  the  Power  of  Example,     fid. 
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TRUEFITT.— Architectural  Sketches  on  the  Continent,  by  George 

Truefitt.    Sixty  Engraved  Subjects,  10s.  6d. 
TUCKER.— The  Psalms,  with  Notes  showing  their  Prophetic  and 

Christian  Character.    By  the  Rev.  W.  H.  Tucker.    5s. 
TUTE.— Holy  Times  and  Scenes,  by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Tute.  3s.  Second 

Series,  3s. 
TUTE.— The  Champion  of  the  Cross:  an  Allegory.     By  the  Rev. 

J.  S.  Tute,  B.A.    2s.  6d. 
THE  TWO  FRIENDS  :  or  Charley's  Escape.    Founded  on 

fact.     (A  companion  tale  to  Harry  and  Archie.)    By  the  author  of 

"  Little  Walter,  the  Lame  Chorister,"  &c.    6d. 
TWO   GUARDIANS  ;  or,  Home  in  this  World.    By  the  Author 

of  "  The  Heir  of  Redclyffe."    Third  edition.    6s. 
VALLEY  OF  LILIES,  The.     By  Thomas  k  Kempis.    4d., 

cloth  ;  8d.,  cloth  gilt. 

VERSES  AND  PICTURES  illustrating  the  Life  of  our  Lord. 

A  packet  of  Reward  Cards  for  Children.     Is. 
VIDAL. — Esther  Merle,  and  other  Tales,  by  Mrs.  Frances  Vidal. 

IS.  6d. 
A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  FORTUNATE  ISLES.    An  Al- 

legory  of  Life,     is.,  cloth  Is.  6d. 

WAKEFIELD.— Charades  from  History,  Geography,  and  Bio- 

graphy,  by  Eliza  Wakefield.     Is.  6d. 
WAKEFIELD.— Mental  Exercises  for  Juvenile  Minds.    2s. 
WARING.— Annuals  and  Perennials;  or,  Seed-time  and  Harvest. 

By  C.  M.  Waring.    Demy  8vo.,  beautifully  Illustrated,  5s. 

WAS  IT  A   DREAM?    and  THE  NEW  CHURCH- 
YARD.   By  the  Author  of  "  Amy  Herbert."    Is.  6d. ;  paper,  is. 
WATSON.— The  Seven  Sayings  on  the  Cross.    Sermons,  by  the 

Rev.  A.  Watson.    3s.  6d. 
WATSON.— First  Doctrines  and  Early  Practice.    Sermons  for  the 

Young.    2s.  6d,,  limp  2s. 
WATSON.— JEsusthe  Giver  and  Fulfillerof  theNew  Law.    Eight 

Sermons  on  the  Beatitudes.    3s.  6d. 
WATSON.— The  Devout  Churchman;  or.  Daily  Meditations  from 

Advent  to  Advent.    Edited  by  the  Rev.  A.  Watson,  M.A.    Two 

vols.  lOs.  6d. ;  calf,  17s.  6d. 
WATSON.— Sermons  for  Sundays,  Festivals,  Fasts,  &c.    Edited 

by  the  Rev.  A.  Watson,  M.A.    5  vols.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

1st  Series,  l  vol. — Whitsunday  to  the  Close  of  the  Church's  Year. 
2nd  Series,  3  vols,— 1st  Sunday  in  Advent  to  the  25th  Sunday 

after  Trinity. 
3rd  Series,  1  vol. — Some  occasional  offices  of  the  Prayer  Book. 
WATSON.— Churchman's  Sunday  Evenings  at  Home.       Family 

Readings,  by  the  Rev.  A.  Watson.     10s.  6d. ;  calf,  14s.  j  mor.,  17s. 
WATSON. — Apology  for  the  Plain  Sense  of  the  Prayer  Book  on 

Holy  Baptism.    2s. 
WATSON.— A  Catechism  on  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer,  by  the 

Rev.  Alexander  Watson,  M.A.     3s.    Fine  Paper  edition,  3s.  fid. 

Part  II.  2s. 


34  WORKS    PUBLISHED    BY    J.    MASTERS, 

"WIEBB.— Sketches  of  Continental  Ecclesiology.  Ecclesiological 
Notes  in  Belgium,  &c.,  by  the  Rev.  B.  Webb,  M.A.  With  en- 
gravings.    7s.  6d. 

"WEST.— On  the  Figures  and  Types  of  the  Old  Testament.  By  the 
Rev.  J.  R.  West,  Vicar  of  Wrawby  with  Glandford  Brigg,  late 
Fellow  of  Clare  Hall.     Is.  6d. 

"WEST.— Questions  and  Answers  on  the  Chief  Truths  of  the  Chris- 
tian Religion,  for  the  assistance  of  younger  Teachers  and  Moni- 
tors.    By  the  Rev.  J.  R.  West.     id.  or  7s.  per  100. 

"WEST.— Questions  on  the  Chief  Truths  of  the  Christian  Religion, 
intended  for  the  useof  higher  classes.   By  the  Rev.  J.  R  West.   3d. 

"WHITIWa.— Rural  Thoughts  and  Scenes,  by  W.  Whiting.  In  a 
Wrapper,  3s.  6d. 

"WHYTEHEAD.— College  Life.  Letters  to  an  Undergraduate. 
By  the  late  Rev.  T.  Whytehead.  New  edit.  Edited  by  the  Rev. 
W.  N.  Griffin,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 

WiLBRAHAM.— Six  Tales    for    Boys.     Translated  from   the 

German,  by  Frances  M.Wilbraham.   With  Engravhigs.    3s.  cloth. 

The  Golden  Locket— The  Loyal  Heart— The  Blind  Boy;  or.  Trust 

in   Providence  —  The   Young   Robinson  Crusoe  —  "Thou  shalt  not 

Steal"— A  Tale  of  St.  Domingo.     In  a  packet,  2s. 

WILKINS.— Threescore  Years  and  Ten.  By  George  Wilkins,  D.D., 
Archdeacon  of  Nottingham.    3s.  6d. 

"WILKINS. — Early  Church  History.  A  Lecture  delivered  before 
the  Literary  Society,  SouthweU,  Notts,  December  12,  1854.  By 
the  Rev.  J.  M.  Wilkins.     8d. 

"WILKINS.— Lecture  on  Church  Music.     8d. 

"WILLIAMS.— The  Altar;  or  Meditations  in  Verse  on  the  Holy 
Communion.    By  the  author  of  "The  Cathedral."    5s. 

"WILLIAMS.— Hymns  on  the  Catechism.    8d.,  cloth  Is. 

"WILLIAMS.— Ancient  Hymns  for  Children.  By  the  Rev.  I.  Wil- 
liams, B.D.     is.  6d. 

"WILLIE  GRANT,  or  Honesty  is  the  best  Policy.    4d. 

"WILMSHURST.- Six  Sermons,  by  the  Rev.  A.  T.  Wilmshurst.  3s. 

"WOODFORD.— Four  Lectures  on  Church  History,  delivered  in 
Advent,  1851.    By  the  Rev.  J.  R.  Woodford,     is.  6d. 

WOODFORD.— Sermons  preached  in  various  Churches  of  Bris- 

tol.     Second  Edition.    5s. 

"WOODFORD.— Occasional  Sermons.  By  the  Rev.  J.  R.  Wood- 
ford, M.A.     Boards,  7s.  6d. 

"WOODFORD.- Six  Lectures  on  the  latter  part  of  the  Creed, 
preached  in  Holy  Week,  1855.  By  the  Rev.  J.  R.  Woodford,  M.A. 
2s.,  8vo.,  in  cloth. 

"WOODFORD.  —  Hymns  arranged  for  the  Sundays  and  Holy 
Days  of  the  Church's  Year.     18mo.,  cloth,  is. 

'WOOD'WARD. — Demoniacal  Possession,  its  Nature  and  Cessa- 
tion.    A  prize  essay,  by  the  Rev.  T.  Woodward,  M.A.    2s. 

WREATH  OF  LILIES.    A  Gift  forthe  Young.    3s.  6d. 
Being  the  Scripture  account,  with  easy  Commentary  and  Verse,  of 

the  various  events  in  the  Life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
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YOUWG  CHURCHMAN'S  ALPHABET.  By  the  Author 
of '  The  Grandfather's  Christmas  Tale,"  &c.  With  Illustrations 
of  the  chief  events  in  our  Lord's  Life,  drawn  and  engraved  by 
R.  &  H.  Dudley.    6d. 

^tby  ^txit^  of  C!)ri^ttan  33iograp]^g. 

In  no  branch  of  devotional  literature  is  the  Church  of  England  so 
deficient,  as  in  Biography.  Whether  we  look  to  the  Fathers  of  the 
Primitive  and  undivided  Church,  or  to  those  great  and  good  men  by 
whom  the  Gospel  was  brought  into  this  land  :  to  those  who  have  toiled 
and  suffered  in  its  defence  in  every  age ;  or  to  those  who  in  the  privacy 
of  their  own  homes  have  lived  the  most  saintly  lives  among  us,  there 
is  no  accessible  record  concerning  them  which  we  can  place  in  the 
hands  of  our  people.  From  these  sources  it  will  be  the  object  of  the 
present  undertaking  to  provide  a  series  of  interesting  Biographical 
Sketches  for  general  reading. 

Already  published. 

No.  1.  The  Life  of  Nicholas  Ferrar.    2s.  6d. 

No.  2.  The  Life  of  James  Bonnell.    2s.  6d. 

No.  3.  The  Life  of  S.  Boniface.    2s.  6d. 

No.  4.  The  Lives  of  Eminent  Russian  Prelates:  Nikon,  S.  Deme- 
trius, and  Michael.  With  an  Introduction  on  the  History, 
Geography,  and  Religious  Constitution  of  Russia.     2s.  6d. 

No.  5.  The  Life  of  Archbishop  Laud.    3s.  fid. 


The  following  are  Published  by  T.  Harrison,  of  Leeds. 

"HEAR  THE  CHURCH."  A  Sermon,  preached  before  the 
Queen  at  the  Chapel  Royal.    By  W.  F.  Hook,  D.D.    Reduced  to  2d. 

AURICULAR  CONFESSION.  A  Sermon,  preached  in  Leeds, 
Oct.  20,  1848.     With  a  Preface,  &c.     By  W.  F.  Hook,  D.D.     Is. 

PASTORAL  ADVICE  TO  YOUNG  PEOPLE  PRE- 
PARING FOR  CONFIRMATION.  By  W.  F.  Hook, 
D.D.     Third  Edition.     2d. 

THE  BAPTISMAL  VOW.  A  Word  of  Remembrance  to  the 
Confirmed,     id. 

THE  APOSTLES'  CREED:  Devotionally  and  Practically 
considered,    fid. 

THE  POOR  CHURCHMAN'S  CALENDAR  OF 
FEASTS  AND  FASTS.  4d. 

ANN  COWMAN  :  a  Sketch  (rom  Memory.    By  a  Clergyman.  4d. 

THE  DUTY  OF  PUBLIC  WORSHIP  PROVED :  with 
Directions  for  a  devout  behaviour  therein.  In  Question  and  An- 
swer.    By  Francis  Fox,  M.A.     15th  Edition.    4d. 

THE  CONSTITUTION  AND  HISTORY  OF  THE 
ENGLISH  CHURCH.  A  Catechism  for  Parochial  Schools. 
4d. 

THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST;  or  Meditations  upon  the  Death 
and  Passion  of  our  Blessed  Lord.  Edited  by  W.  F.  Hook,  D.D.  3s. 

RITUAL  WORSHIP.  A  Sermon  preached  at  Leeds.  By  the 
Ven.  Archdeacon  Dodgson,M.A.     fid. 

RULES  FOR  A.  YOUNG  CHRISTIAN.  On  a  Card.  id. 
or  7s.  per  hundred. 


PUBLICATIONS  OF 

Cf)e   ^cclc^tological  ^oci'etp* 

Few  Words  to  Churchwardens  on  Churches  and  Church  Ornaments  : 
No.  1  Country  Parishes.    3d.,  or  2ls.  per  100. 
No.  2  Town  or  Manufacturing  Parishes.    3d. 

Few  Words  to  Church  Builders.    Third  edition,  Is. 

Appendix  to  a  "  Few  Words  to  Church  Builders."    6d. 

Few  Words  to  Parish  Clerks  and  Sextons.    Country  Parishes.    2d. 

Few  Words  to  Churchwardens:  abridged  from  the  two  tracts.    On  a 
sheet.    1  d.,  or  7s.  per  hundred. 

Advice  to  Workmen  employed  in  Restoring  a  Church.     Id. 

Advice  to  Workmen  employed  in  Building  a  Church.     Id. 

Supplement  to  the  First  Edition  of  the  "  History  of  Pues,"  containing 
the  additional  matter.     Is. 

Twenty-four  Reasons  for  getting  rid  of  Church  Pues.  Id.,  or  5s.  per  100. 

An  Argument  for  the  Greek  Origin  and  Meaning  of  I  H  S.    Is.  6d, 

On  the  History  of  Christian  Altars.    6d. 

Church  Schemes  :  Forms  for  the  description  of  a  Church,    is.  per  doz. 

The  Report  of  the  Society  for  1847-8-9;  with  a  List  of  Members.     Is. 

Ditto,  for  1850,  1,  2,  3.     Is. 

Ditto,  for  1854,  5,  6.     is. 

The  Transactions  of  the  Cambridge  Camden  Society.  Part  I.,  5s.  6d. 
II.,  6s.     III.,  7s.  6d.     In  one  vol.  cloth,  10s. 

Working  Drawings  of  the  Middle-Pointed  Chancel  of  All  Saints,  Haw- 
ton,  by  Mr.  J.  Le  Keux,  Sen.    Atlas  folio,  25s.    To  Members,  2ls. 

Church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  ;  some  account  of  its  Restoration.    6d. 

Exterior  View  of  the  same  (as  restored  by  the  Cambridge  Camden 
Society).    2s.  6d. 

Interior  View  of  the  same,  taken  after  its  Restoration,    is. 

Lithograph  of  the  Font  and  Cover  in  the  Church  of  S.  Edward,  Cam- 
bridge.   Is.  6d. 

Stalls  and  Screenwork  in  S.  Mary's,  Lancaster.    Is. 

Funerals  and  Funeral  Arrangements.     Is. 

Illustrations  of  Monumental  Brasses :  with  accompanying  descrip- 
tions and  Lithographs.  In  parts.  8s.  plain;  India-paper  proofs, 
10s.  6d. 

fnstrumenta  Ecclesiastica.    Vols.  1  and  2,  £\.  lis.  6d.  each. 
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